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PEEFATORY NOTE. 



While the plan of the third volaine of Dr Chambers's Lift and Works of 
Robert Bums has been adhered to in the New Edition, the volnme itself 
has been rewritten and greatly enlarged to include fresh biographical 
matter and nearly thirty letters which are now for the first time given 
a place in the Life of the poet. Among these are several discovered 
in London, which are of very great importance, disclosing as they do 
a remarkable controversy that Burns had, while at EUisland, with 
opponents whom he termed 'The London News-men,' and showing that 
Henry Dundas, the chief 'dispenser of patronage' in Scotland at the 
end of last century, was not specially well affected towards the gi-eatest 
of his contemporaries. I have followed up certain lines of inquiry which 
suggested themselves to Dr Chambers before his death, and so have 
obtained new light upon Bums's liaison with Helen Anne Park, who 
inspired ' Yestreen I had a pint o' wine,' and upon his political views 
and action at the period of the French Revolution. I have l>een able 
to secure and embody either in text or in notes nmcli accurate and 
hitherto unpublished information relating to the numerous persons 
mentioned in the poems and letters wiitten by Burns or connected with 
his life in EUisland and Dumfries. I am greatly indebted to Mr K B. 
Adam of Buffalo, United States, for permission to include in this work 
three letters forming part of his large and valuable collection of Bums 
MSS., and to Mr Hew Morrison of the Edinburgh Public Library, in 
whose custody this collection now is, for giving me copies of them. I 
have also to thank the Rev. Richard Simpson, Dunscore Manse, Dum- 
friesshire ; Mr A. H. Millar, Dundee ; Dr James Colville, Glasgow ; and 
Mr James Lennox and Mr Thomas Watson, Dumfiies, for the assistance 
of various kinds that they have so cordially rendered me. 

W. W. 
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CHAPTER L 

ELLI8LAND, 1789-90. 

LTH0U6H Burns did not occupy the house which 
had been erected under his supervision even for some 
time after the arrival of his wife from Ayrshire, 
he had now become familiar with his surroundings. 
He would have been the first to admit that Ellisland, where he 
was to live for three years, was in many respects better fitted 
to stimulate his imagination than even Mossgiel. The farm 
might be 'the very riddlings of Creation/ but the situation 
of the house itself was emphatically worthy of * a poet's choice.' 
Six miles from Dumfries, and not far from the old coach-road 
to Glasgow, Burns's house stood ''^ above the western bank of 

* It is to be feared that we most say ' stood/ for Mr Taylor, into whose hands the 
property passed in 1805, remodelled the whole steading, and there is good reason to 
believe that the dwelling-house was altered. Commenting on the letter of Bums, written 
on March 14, 1788, in which he says, ' I begin at Whitsunday to build a house,' Mr Orierson 
of Dalgoner, a local antiquary, who knew Bums, has written, ' This cottage was pulled 
down in 1813 by Mr Taylor, who died in 1825.' Referring to the present farmhouse of 
KUisland, the Rev. Richard Simpson, minister of Dunscore parish, wrote to the Glasgow 
Herald of January 21, 1896 : ' Thin habitation, commodious and substantial as it once was, 
is now showing signs of decay. There is talk of its being rebuilt, and some very wise 
people are protesting loudly against the desecration threatened to the roof-tree of Burns. 
They forget, or they do not know, that they are exactly eighty-four years too late. But, 
say they, there is a window bearing on its panai an inscription written with a diamond 
by the poet while he resided there. This is a great attraction for visitors, and the legend 
about it is duly accepted. But a carefUl examination raises more than a doubt as to 
whether these straggling uneven letters were engraved by the same hand that cut the 
lines, so beautifully clear in execution as in expression, on the window of the hermitage of 
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the Nith, which forms for nearly two miles the eastern boundary 
of the parish of Dunscore. The river, whose course i's uniformly 
beautiful from its source in the wilds of New Cumnock to its 
junction with the Sol way, is nowhere more suggestive of pastoral 
peace than here. From the level holms the ground slopes gently 
back to a ridge, on one of whose points, according to a tradition 
that modern heresy has not quite shaken, Agricola is believed to 
have established a fort. This height, 700 feet above the sea, 
commands a view extended in one direction from Birrenswark to 
Cairnsmuir of Carsphairn, and in another from tlie Lowthers 
across the Sol way to Skiddaw. The bank of the river opposite 
Eliisland is so low and level that the afternoon sun casts the 
shadow of the house and its surrounding trees far across the 
holms on the other side of the stream. The mansion-house of 
Dalswinton,* with its memories of the Red Comyn, rises beyond 
these holms out of a wood, on the outskirts of which lies Foregirth, 
which might have been more of * a farmer's choice * had Burns 
taken to its fertile acres in preference to the stony fields and 
beautiful site of Eliisland. 

Dunscore parish is full of historical memories. It might be 

Friars' Carse. Tliere is a slight resemblance in some of the letters to the writing of Bums, 
but it appears to be intentional rather than natural. The inscription is Pope's line, 

*' An honest man 's the noblest work of God," 

which was a great favourite with Bums. The diamond has been drawn through the word 
"man" and "lass" written in above, while that again has been erased, and *' woman " 
substituted. One can hardly believe that the i>oet would attempt to Improve in this 
childish way a verse and a sentiment for which, as for the author, he had the greatest 
veneration. The names of "Miss Jean Lorimer, Kemys Hall," and "John Gillespie," are 
also inscribeil on the glass, but in a handwriting having no resemblance to that of Bums. 
These also have been rei)eatedly scored through. The explanation given of the apiiearance 
of these names here is that Burns tried to further the suit of Gillespie, a brother ganger, 
with the fair "Chloris," whose home was but a short way off across the Nith. Whoever 
wrote the names, it was clearly not the jxiet, although it can be understood that William 
Lorimer's well-known smuggling propensities may have attracted the attention of more 
than one officer uf excise, while his daughter's charms inspired more than one fine song of 
the Bilisland bard.' Although the soil of the farm was and is stony, it is even worse in 
other portions of the parish. Tlie fanii of Moss-side, adjoining the minister's glebe, was 
taken some time ago by an Ayrshire farmer. Tlie Hrst season that his cattle were there 
they all went lame. Stroquhan (pronounced * Stro whan ' X the name of a considerable 
estate in the neighbourhood, is said to mean 'a place of stones.' 

* Dalswinton is situated in the parish of Kirkmahoe.and Mr Miller, finding it inconvenient 
to have a portion of his property absolutely detached from the rest— the river could only be 
crossed by Auldgirth Bridge, three miles distant, in the building of which Thomas Carlyle's 
father is said to have had a hand— sold Eliisland to Mr Morin of Laggan, who entered into 
possession when Bums removed to Dumfries. Dalswinton is now the property of Mr W. 
M 'Alpine Leny, whose fkmily aociuired it by purchase in 1820. 
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rash to dogmatise upon the antiquity of what used to be pro- 
nounced a Druidical stone circle and a lake dwelling. But its 
glens are steeped in the story of the War of Independence — of 
Wallace, of Bruce, and of Bruce's friend and 'mak siccar' 
lieutenant, Kirkpatrick, to whose family EUisland once belonged. 
The hillsides of Dunscore recall the more recent memories of the 
Covenanters. The tower of Lag, the prototy()e of Kedgauntlet 
Castle and the home of Sir Robert Grierson, ' the persecutor,' whose 
name was more feared and hated in Galloway than that of John 
Graham himself, still stands in one of its glens. The persecutor 
is buried in the old churchyard of Dunscore, which stands on a 
height about a mile from Ellisland. Near the heap of rubbish, 
which is all that marks his grave, is the tomb of his kinsman, 
James Grierson of Dalgoner, who favoured the Covenanters. 
Half a mile to the south of EUisland stands the tower of the 
Isle,''^ close to the modem mansion-house which looks out on the 
links of the Nith and across the meadows of Kirkmahoe to the 
Tinwald hills, and near which Burns lived till his house was 
ready. Scarcely so far up the stream is Friars' Carse, with its 
Hermitage, the residence, as has already been seen, of the poet's 
friend Riddel. Two miles above it is Auldgirth Bridge; farther 
still, on the Closeburn side of the river, is Brownhill, once an inn 
sometimes visited by Bums, and close to it is Dinning, the 
farm which his brother Gilbert occupied when he left ^lossgiel. 
Travelling up the valley, we come to Thomhill, with Tynron 
Doon, recalling the memories of the Ettrick Shepherd, Drumlanrig 
Castle, the dark hills that watch over Enterkin and Durisdeer, 
Sanquhar, with the ruins of Crichton Peel, and the bold bulk of 
the hill of Corsincon emphasising the boundary between the two 
counties which between them share the chief memories that are 
associated with the name of Bums. 

The extreme eastern point of Dunscore parish is EUisland ; the 
extreme western point is Craigenputtock, looking out on the moors 
of Galloway, where Carlyle wrote Satior ResarUis and his Essay 

* Perhapii the most reaiionable derivation of the word ' ElllsUiul ' is that suggested by 
Mr John Carlyle Aitken of Kirkcudbright, who writen : ' Query, EUisland = the Laird of 
Isle his land. Isle's land, Ailisland, EUisland?' Isle, which adjoins EUisland on the south, 
is a much larger property. EUisland is at present the property of Dr Taylor of Duukeld, 
and is tenanted by a fkmily of the name of Grierson. The rent was originally £100, but 
has been rednced to £180. It Is an estate as well as a fknn, and is at the present moment 
one of the fifty-six separate properties in the parish of Dunscore. 
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on Burns. It was on the slopes of Craigenputtock Hill that 
Carlyle, conversing with Emerson, put the Iliad of ' this mysterious 
mankind ' into a nutshell : ' Christ died on the tree ; that built 
Dunscore kirk yonder ; that brought you and me together. Time 
has only a relative existence.' The massive square tower of the 
church which Carlyle and Emerson saw occupies a commanding 
position in the village of Cottack, now usually called Dunscore, 
midway jbetween Ellisland and Craigenputtock, and looks down on 
the west upon the valley of Glenesslin, and on the north upon 
that of Glencaim, with the green braes of Maxwelton, the home of 
* Annie Laurie.' * With the exception of Tweedside, there is not 
in Scotland a more thoroughly ideal region for a poet to live in 
than that in which Burns began to feel himself at home in the 
beginning of 1789. 

On New-year's morning Gilbert Bums thus addressed his 
brother : 

H08SOIEL, lit Jan, 1789. 

Dear Brother — I have jnst finbilied my new-year's day breakfast 
in the usual form, which naturally makes me call to mind the days of 
former years, and the society in which we used to begin them ; and when 
I look at our family vicissitudes, * thro' the dark postern of time long 
elapsed,' I cannot help remarking to you, my dear brother, how good the 

* Dunscore churchyard contains a tombstone which— unless local tradition and belief are 
to be altogether discredited— recalls a most important crisis in the history of Burns. It is 
that of James Whyte, a retired Jamaican planter, proprietor of Over Stroquhan, an estate 
about two miles west of the parish church, who died in 1822 at the age of ninety. Before 
he removed to Dunscore, he resided in Olaisnock, near Cumnock, and there is good reason 
to believe that it is he who Is allude<l to in the letter (see Vol. 1., p. 385) addressed to 
*Mons. James Smith, Mauchline,' and dated 'Mossgiel, Monday morning, 17SC,' in which 
this iiassagfr occurs : ' I found the doctor with a Mr and Mre Wliite, both Jamaicans, and 
they liave deranged my plans altogether.' This view is supportetl by notes on a copy 
of Cromek's Rclltfiet^ which was once the proiicrty of James Grierson of Dalgoner (b. 1758, 
d. I843X a local laird of literary tastes who, as has been noted, knew Burns when he lived 
in EUinland, and who states of James Smith tliat he ' went to St. Lucia and died there.* 
The church in which the Rev. Joseph Kirkpatrick miniKtered fK>m 1777 to 180G, when he 
removed to Wamphray, and which Bums attended till he was otTended by the minister's 
sermon on the centenary of the Revolution, was built in 1G49. It was replaced by the 
present building in 1823. A stone in the north-east corner, bearing the words : * How 
amiable are Thy tabernacles, O Lord of Hosts !' and the date 1G40, is all that remains 
of the earlier building. The old church had only a little belfry, not a tower. Its bell, not 
a very powerful one, is still used in the new church. * If Bums chose to return from 
church by a longer, but more lovely, walk down the Caim, he would pass the picturesque 
church of Irongray, where Helen Walker, the original Jeanie Deans, is buried ; and a little 
Ikrther on, within sight of Lincluden Abbey, might greet Helen herself at her cottage 
door, for she died in this house in 179L'— Dr James Colvillb, in Glasgow Herald^ January 
80,1894. 
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God of Seasons is to ns ; and that, however some clontls may seem to 
lour over the portion of time before us, we have great reason to hope that 
all will turn out well. 

Your mother and sistera, with Robert the second, join me in the com- 
pliments of the season to yon and Mrs Burns, and beg you will remember 
as in the same manner to William, the first time yon see him. I am, 
dear brother, yours, Gilbert Burns. 

The poet on the same day wrote 

TO MRS DUNLOP.* 

Bllisland, New-year-day morning, 1789. 

Tliis, Dear Madam, is a morning of wishes ; and would to God that I 
came under the Apostle James's description ! — * The effectual, fervent 
Prayer of a righteous man availeth much.' In that case. Madam, you 
should welcome in a Year full of blessings : every thing tliat obstructs 
or disturbs tranquillity and self -enjoyment should be removed, and every 
Pleasure that frail Humanity can taste slionld be yours. I own myself 
so little a Presbyterian that I approve of set times and seasons of more 
than ordinary acts of Devotion for breaking in on that habituated 
routine of life and thought which is so apt to reduce our existence to a 
kind of Instinct, or even sometimes, and with some minds, to a ^tate 
very little superior to mere Machineiy. This Day ; the first Sunday of 
May ; a breezy, blue-skyed noon sometime about the beginning, and a 
hoary morning and calm sunny day about the end, of Autumn ; these, 
time out of mind, have been with me a kind of Holidays. Not like the 
Sacramental, Executioner-face of a Kilmarnock Communion ; but to 
laugh or cry, be cheerful or pensive, moral or devout, according to the 
mood and tense of the Season and Myself. I believe I owe this to that 
glorious Paper in the Si>ectator, *The vision of Mirza,* a Piece that 
struck my young fancy before I was capable of fixing an idea to a word 
of three syllables. ' On the fifth day of the moon which, according to 
the custom of my forefathers, I always keep holy, after having washed 
myself, and offered up my morning devotions, I ascended the high hill of 
Bagdat, in order to {lass the rest of the day in meditation and prayer,' &c. 

We know nothing, or next to nothing, of the substance or structure 
of our Souls, so cannot account for those seeming caprices in them, that 
one shall lie particularly pleased with this thing, or struck with that, 
which, on Minds of a different cast, makes no extraordinary impression. 
I have some favorite flowers in Spring, among which are the mountain- 
daisy, the hare-bell, the foxglove, the wild brier-rose, the budding birk 
and the hoary hawthorn, that I view and hang over with particular 
delight. I never hear the loud, solitary whistle of the Curlew in a 

* The previous print of this letter ha^ been compared with tlie original, which was fur 
some time in the hands of Mr Hew Morrinon of the Edinburgh Public Library. Tlic 
variation in line 7 of the poetry will be noted. 

VOL. in. » 
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summer noon, or the wild, mixing cadence of a troop of grey-plover iu 
an Autamnal -morning, withoat feeling an elevation of bouI like the 
enthusiasm of Devotion or Poesy. Tell me, my dear Friend, to what 
can this be owing? Are we a piece of machinery that, like the 
Eolian harp, passive, takes the impression of the passing accident? Or 
do these workings argne something within us above the trodden dod ? 
I own myself partial to these proofs of those awfal and important 
realities, a God that made all things, man's immaterial and immortal 
nature, and a World of weal or woe beyond death and the grave, these 
proofs that we deduct by dint of our own powers and oliservation. 
However respectable Individuals in all ages have been, I have ever 
looked on Mankind in the lump to be nothing better than a foolish, 
headstrong, credulous, unthinking Mob ; and their universal belief lias 
ever had extremely little weight with me. Still I am a very sincere 
believecj<j|i the Bible ; but I am drawn by the conviction of a Man, not 
the hal^r of an Ass. 

Apropos to an Ass, how do [you] like the following Apostrophe to 
Dulness, which I intend to inter>veave in * The Poet's progress ? * 

O Dalnesa, portion of the truly blest ! 
Calm, shelter'd haven of eternal rest ! 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of Fortune's polar frost or torrid beams. , 

If mantling high she fills the golden cup, 
With sober, selfish ease they sip it up ; 
Conscious their great success they well deserve. 
They only wonder ' some folks ' do not starve : 
The sage, grave hern thus, easy, picks his fro<^, 
And thinks the mallard a sad, worthless dog. 
When Disappointment snaps the thread of hope ; 
When, through disastrous night, they darkling grope ; 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear. 
And just conclude that * Fools are Fortune's care.' 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 
Not so the idle Muses' madcap train, 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain : 
In equanimity they never dwell, 
By turns in soaring Heaven or vaulted Hell. 

I have sketched two or three verses to you, but as a private oppor- 
tunity offers immediately, I must defer transcribing them. A servant 
of mine goes to Ayrshire with this, but I shall write you by Post. If I 
am to be so happy as have it in my power to sec you when I go to 
Ayr-fair, which I very much doubt, I will try to dine at Dunlop in the 
Wednesday of that week. 

If it is good weather in the fair- week, I shall try my utmost ; for if I 
hit my aim aright, it will not be in my power in any given time again. 
Farewell ! RoBT. Burns. 
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don't 



Early in the year there appeared in several provincial news- 
papers an 

ELEGY ON THE YEAR 1788. 

For Loitls or Kings I dinna mourn, 
E'en lot tliem die — for that they 're born ! 
But oh, proiligious to refiee' ! 
A Totomonif Sirs, is gane to wreck ! 
O Eighty-eighty in thy snia' 8(>ace 
Wliat dire events hae taken place ! 
Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us ! 
In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 



twelvemonth 



The Spanish empire's tint a head,* 
An' my auld teethless Bawtio 's t dead ; 
The tulzie's teugh 'tween Pitt an' Fox, 
An' oor gudewife's wee birdy cocks : 
The tane is game, a bluidy devil, 
But to the hen-birds unco civil ; 
The tither 's dour, has nae sic breediu*, 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden ! 



lost 

fight 

small 

one 

very 

other— ol)slinate 



Ye ministers, come mount the pupit, pulpit 

An' cry till ye be heai'se an' roupit, hoarse with shouUug 
For Etghig-eigJU he wish'd you weel. 
An' gied you a' baith gear an' meal : 
E'en mony a plack and mony a peck, 
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck 



gave— money 

coin 
know— value, 
consideration 



Ye bonny lasses, dight your e'en. 
For some o' you hae tint a frien' : 
In Eightg-eightj ye ken, was taen 
What ye '11 ne'er hae to gie again. 

Observe the very nowt an' sheep, 
How dowff an' dowie now they creep ; 
Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry. 
For Enibro wells are gnitten dry. J 



dry- eyea 



cattle 

dull— sad 

earth 

Edinburgh— wept 



* Charles III., king of Spain, died 13th December 17S8. 
t A generic {amiliar name for a dog in Scotland. 

t The Edinburgh newspapent of the day contain references to a scarcity of water in 
consequence of severe trosit. 
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Eighty-nine! thou 's but a bairn, chnd 

An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn ! too 

Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care, 
Thou now has got thy Daddy's chair, 
Nae hand-cuff'd, niizFd, hap-shackrd Regenf,* foU^blwnd 
But, like himsel, a full free agent. 
Be sure ye follow out the plan 

Nae waur than he did, honest man ! — worse 

As muckle better as you can. «n"c*> 

January 1, 1789. 

A letter to Dr Moore shows the state of Burns's mind at this 
time. Already apprehensive as to the soundness of his farming 
speculation, he was using influence to obtain an Excise appointment 
for the district in which he residecL lie gives his opinions as 
to literary labour, which are remarkably sound and judicious, and 
indicates his desire to persevere in his poetical mission. 

TO DR MOORE. 

Eli.island, near Dnmfrits^ A(h Jan, 1789. 

Sir — As often as I think of writing to you, which has been three or 
four times every week these six months, it gives me something so like 
the idea of an ordinary -sized statue ofiering at a convei-sation with the 
Khodian Colossus, that my mind misgives me, and the affair always 
miscarries somewhere between purpose and resolve. I have at last got 
some business with yon, and husiness letters are written by the style- 
book. I say my husiness is with you, Sir, for you never had any with 
me, except the husiness that benevolence has in the mansion of 
poverty. 

The cliaracter and employment of a poet were formerly my pleasure 
hut are now my pride. I know that a very great deal of my late fclat was 
owing to the singularity of my situation and the honest prejudice of 
Scotsmen ; hut still, as I said in the preface to my first edition, T do look 
upon myself as having some pretensions from Nature to the poetic 
cliaracter. I have not a donht hut the knack, the aptitude, to learn 
tlie muses' trade is a gift bestowed by Him * who forms the secret bias 
of the soul ; * — but I as firndy l)elieve that excellence in the profession is 
the fruit of industry, la])our, attention and pains. At least, I am 
resolved to try njy doctrine by the test of exi>erience. Another appear- 
ance from the press I put off to a very distant day, a day that may 

• The king having Bhown symptoms of iinsoun*.! mind in November, the country wan at 
this time agitated by discussions as to the ])ropriety of api)ointing a regent. Pitt and hfs 
party were for restricting the power of the proposed regent— the Piince of Wales. 
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never arrive— bat poesy I am determined to prosecute with all my 
vigour. Nature lias given very few, if any, of the profession, the talents 
of shining in every species of composition. I shall try (for until trial it 
is impossible to know) whether she has qualified me to shine in any one. 
The worst of it is, by the time one has finished a piece it has been so 
often viewed and reviewed before the mental eye, that one loses, in a 
good measure, the i)owers of critical discrimination. Here the best 
criterion I know is a friend — not only of abilities to judge, but with 
good-nature enough, like a prudent teacher with a young learner, to 
praise perhaps a little more than is exactly just, lest the thin-&kinne<I 
animal fall into that most deplorable of all poetic diseases — heart-break- 
ing despondency of himself. Dare I, Sir, already immensely indebted to 
your goodness, ask the additional obligation of your being that friend to 
me? I inclose you an essay of mine in a walk of iK)esy to me entirely 
new: I mean the epistle addressed to R. G., Esq., or liobert Graham, of 
Fintr}', Esq., a gentleman of uncommon worth, to whom I lie under very 
great obligations. The story of the poem, like most of my |>oem8, is 
connected with my own story, and to give you the one, I must give you 
something of the other. I cannot boast of Mr Creech's ingenuous, fair 
dealing to me. He kept me hanging aliout Edinburgh from 7th August 
1787 until the 13th April 1788 before he would condescend to give me a 
statement of affairs ; nor had I got it even then but for an angry letter 
I wrote him, which irritated his pride. * I could ' not a * tale ' but 
a detail ' unfold, ' but what am I that 1 should speak against the Lord s 
anointetl Bailie of Edinburgh ? 

I believe I shall, in whole, £100 copy-right included, clear about £400 
some little odds; and even part of this depends upon what the gentleman 
has yet to settle with me. I give you this information, because you did 
me the honor to interest yourself much in my welfare. I give you tliis 
information, but 1 give it to yourself only, for I am still much in the 
gentleman's mercy. Perha]>s I injure the man in tiie idea I am some- 
times tempted to have of him— God foibid 1 should! A little time will 
try, for in a month I shall go to town to wind up the business if 
possible. 

To give the rest of my story in brief: I have married * my Jean,' and 
taken a farm : with the first step I have every day more and more 
reason to be satisfied; with the last, it is rather the reverse. I have 
a younger brother, who supi)orts my aged mother, another still younger 
brother and three sisters in a farm. On my last return from Edinbiirgli, 
it cost me about £180 to save them from ruin. Not that 1 have lost so 
much — I only interposed between my brother and his impending fate by 
the loan of so much. I give myself no airs on this, for it was mere 
selfishness on my part : I was conscious that the wrong scale of the 
balance was pretty heavily charged, and 1 thought that throwing a 
little filial piety and fraternal affection into the scale in my favour 
might help to smooth matters at the grand reckoning. There is still 
one thing would make my circumstances quite easy : I have an excise 
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oflicer*8 conimiBsion, and I live in the midst of a country division. My 
request to Mr Graham, who Lb one of the commissiouerB of excise, was, 
if in his power, to procure me that division. If I were very sanguine, I 
miglit hope that some of my great patrons might procure me a Treasuiy 
warrant for supervisor, surveyor-general, &c. 

Thus, secure of a livelihooil, * to thee, sweet poetry, delightful maid ' 
I would consecrate my future days. R. B. 



TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE. 

Eluslano^ Jan. 6, ITSfli 

Many happy returns of the season to you, my dear Sir I May you be 
comparatively liappy up to your comparative worth among the sons of 
men ; which wish would, I am sure, make you one of the most blest of 
the human race. 

I do not know if passing a ' Writer to the signet * be a trial of scientific 
merit or a mere business of friends and interest. However it be, let me 
quote you my two favorite passages, which, though I have repeated 
them ten thousand times, still they rouse my manhood and steel my 
resolution like inspiration. 

On Reason biuld resolve, 



That ooluum of true majesty in man. — Young. 

Hear, Alfred, hero of the state, 

Thy genius heaven's high will declare ; 

The triumph of the truly great 

Is never, never to despair ! 

Is never to despair l—M<uque of Alfred.* 

I giant you enter the lists of life to struggle for bread, business, 
notice and distinction, in common with Imndreils. But who are they? 
Men, like yourself, and of that aggregate lK>dy, your compeers, seven- 
tenths of them come short of your advantages natural and accidental ; 
while two [-tenths] of tliose that remain, either neglect their parts, as 
flowers blooming in a desert, or mis -spend their strength, like a bull 
goring a bramble bush. 

But to change the theme : I am still catering for Johnson's publication, 
and, among others, I have brushed up the following old favorite song a 
little, with a view to your worship. I have cmly .altered a wonl here and 
there; but if you like the humor of it, we shall think of a stanza or two 
to add to it : — 

* Tlie Masque of Alfreil, writt«n by Davi<l Mall«»t and James Thomson in coiguucUon, 
was produced in 1740. It conUins tlie sonj; ' Rule Britannia.' 
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ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST. 



I gaed up to Dunse 


went 


To warp a wab o' plaiden, 


web— wooUen cloth 


At his daddie's yett 


gate 


Wha met mo but Robin ? 




ms — Robin shure in hairst, 


sheared— harvest 


I shure wi' him : 




Fient a heuk had I, 


Never a reaping-hook 


Yet I stack by him. 




Was na Robin bauld, 




Tho' I was a cotter, 




Pla/d mo sic a trick, 




And me the Eller's dochtor ? 


(church-) 
elder's daughter 


Robin promis'd me 




A' my winter vittle ; 


food 


Fient haet he had but three 


Not a thing 


Goose-feathers and a whittle 


! * knife 




R. B. 



Reference has been already made to John M*Murdo, chamberlain 
to the Duke of Queensberry. Mr M*Murdo resided with his 
family in the ducal mansion of Drumlanrig, a few miles from 
the poet's farm, and there he entertained Burns. 



TO JOHN M*MURDO, ESQ., 

INCLOSING A SONG. 

Ellisland, 9th Jany. 1780. 

Sir — A Poet and a Beggar are in so many points of view alike, that 
one might take them for the same inclivi(hial character under different 
designations, were it not that though, with a very tiifling Poetic licence, 
Poets may be styled Beggars, yet the converse of the proposition does not 
hold, that every Beggar is a Poet. In one particular, however, they 
remarkably agree : if you help either the one or the other to a mug of Ale 
or the picking of a bone, they will very willingly repay you with a song. 
Tliis occurs to me at present, as I have just dispatched a well-lined rib 

* Ainslie was a ' writer.' 
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of J. Kilpatrick*8 Highlander,* a bargain for which I am, in the style of 
our Iiallad>printerB, ' Five excellent new songs ' in your debt. 

The incloised is nearly my newest song, and one tliat has cost me some 
pains, though that is liut an equivocal mark of its excellence. Two or 
three others I have by me, shall do themselves the honor to wait on 
you at your after leisure : petitioners for admission into favor must not 
hai*ass the condescension of their Benefactor. 

You see. Sir, what it is to patronise a Poet. Tis like being a magis* 
trate in a petty-borough : you do them the favor to preside in their 
Council for one year, and your name bears the prefatory stigma of 
• Bailie ' for life. 

With, not the compliments, but the best wishes, the sincerest prayers 
of the season for you, that you may see many happy years with Mrs 
M'Munlo and your family — two blessings, by the by, to which your 
rank <locs not entitle yon — a loving wife and fine family l)eing almost the 
only good things of this life to which the farm-house and cottage liave an 
cxclunive right— I have the honour to be, sir, your much indebted and 
very humble servant, U. BUUNS. 



TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART.t 

Ellisland, near Dumfnes, 20tk Jany. 1789. 

Sir — The enclosed scalc<l packet I sent to Edinburgh a few <lays after 
1 had the liappinoRS of meeting y(m in Ayrshire, but you were gone for 
tlie Contiiieni. 1 liave now atlded a few more of my productions, those 
for which I am indebted to the Nithsdale Muses. The i>iece inscribed to 

11 (J , Esq., is a copy of vei-ses T sent Mr (Titihani of Fintr}*, 

accompanying a request for his assistance in a matter, to me, of very 
great moment. To that gentleman I am already doubly indebted : for 
deeds of kindness of serious import to my clearest interests, done in a 
manner grateful to the delicate feelings of Sensibility. This Poem is a 
species of Composition new to me ; but 1 <lo not intend it shall be my 
last essay of the kind, as you will see by * The Poet's Progress.* These 
fragments, if my design succeed, arc but a small part of the intended 
whole. I propose it shall be the work of my utmost exertions ripencil 
by yeai-s ; of course I do not wish it mucli known. The fragment 
Iwginning 'A little, upright, pert, tart,' &c., 1 have not shown to man 
living till I now send it you. It is the postulata, the axioms, the 
definition, of a ( Miaraoter, wliirh, if it api>ear at all, shall be placetl in a 
variety of lights. This particular part 1 send you merely as a sample 
of my hand at portrait-sketching; but, lest idle Conjecture should pre- 
tend to point out the Original, please let it be for your single, sole 
inspection. 

* Kilpatrick was the name of a rn>lgblK)urinp blacksmith. 

t Various cc>rr»'clioiis in this letter are ma«le from the original MS., at present OS96) in 
the han«ls of Mr Hew Morriwu. • The Poet's Progn*s.H ' is nut h II h the letter. 
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Need I make any a|)o1ogy for tliis trouble to a gentleman wlio has 
treated me with such marked benevolence and peculiar kindness, who 
has entered into my interests with- so much zeal, and on whose critical 
decisions I can so fully depend ? A Poet as I am by trade, these de- 
cisions are to me of the last consequence. My late transient acquaint- 
ance among some of the mere rank and file of Greatness, I resign with 
ease; but to the distinguished Champions of Genius and Leaniing I 
shall be ever ambitious of being known. The native genius and accurate 
discernment in Mr Stewart's critical strictures; the justness (iron justice, 
for he has no bowels of compassion for a poor poetic sinner) of Dr 
Gregory's remarks and the delicacy of Professor DalziePs taste,* I shall 
ever revere. I shall be in Edinburgh sometime next month. I have the 
honor to be, Sir, your highly obliged and very humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 



We learn from this letter that Bums meditated a lal)onous 
poem, to be entitled * The Poet's Progress/ prolmbly of an auto- 
biographical nature. It will be found that he incorporated the 
poem in his ' Second Epistle to Graham of Fyitry.' 

THE POET'S PROGRESS. 
A POEM in embryo. 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal I comjdain. 

The peopled fold thy kindly care have found, 
The homed bull, tremendous, spurns tlie ground ; 
The lordly lion has enough and more, 
The forest trembles at his very roar ; 
lliou giv'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell. 
The puny wasp, victorious, guards his cell. 
Thy minions, kings defend, controul, devour, 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power : 
Foxes and statesmen subtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure : 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug. 
The priest and hedgehog, in their robes, are snug : 
E*en silly women have defensive arts. 
Their eyes, their tongues — and nameless other pirts. 



ProfoMor of Greek in the Edinburgh Uiiiversity. be« Vul. II., pp. 00, 79. 
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But O thou cruel stepmother and hard. 
To thy poor fenceless, naked child, the Burd I 
A thing unteachahlo in worldly skill, 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still : 
No heels to bear him from the op'ning dun, 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun : 
No horns but those by luckless Hymen worn. 
And those, alas ! not Amalthea's horn : 
No nerves olfactory, true to Mammon's foot,* 
Or grunting, grub t sagacious, evil's root : 
The silly sheep that wanders wild astray 
Is not more friendless, is not more a prey : 
Vampire-booksellers drain him to the heart. 
And viper-critics cureless venom dart. 

Critics ! appall'd I venture on the name, 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of fame, 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes : J 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose : 
By blockhead's daring into madness stung, 
His heart by wanton, causeless malice wrung, 
His well-won bays — than life itself more dear — 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig must wear; 
Foird, bleeding, tortur'd in th' unequal strife. 
The hapless Poet flounces on thro* life, 
Till, fled each hope that once his bosom fired, 
And fled each Muse that glorious once inspir'd. 
Low-sunk in squalid, unprotected age, 
Dead even resentment for his injur'd page, 
He heeds no more the nithless critics* rage. 

So by some hedge the generous steed deccas'd, 
For h.'df-starv'd, snarling curs a dainty feast : 
By toil an<l famine worn to skin and bone, 
Lies, senseless of each tugging bitch's son. 



* No Acnse of KTnell to enable him, like a slfluth-hound, to track the footsteps of 
Maniinon. C.'f. ' Keen on the badger foot of Mammon.' 

f Or grub, like grunting pigs (or 'Grub-stroet hacks '), for money, the root of all evil. 

t Alexander Monro, secnndns, was coa«l.jutor (1756), then Buccewior to hfji father, 
Alexander Monro, primus ((lie<l 1707), as professor of anatomy and surgery in Edinburgh 
University. He died iu 1817. 
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A little, upriglit, pert, tart, trippiug wight, 
And still hid precious self his dear dehght; 
Who loves bis own smart shadow iu the streets 
Better than e'er the fairest die he Dteets ; 
Much specious lore, but little understood 
(Veneering oft outshines tbe solid wood), 
His solid sense by inches you must tell, 
But mete his cunning by the Scottish ell ! 
A man of fashion, too, he made his tour, 
Le^m'd 'vive la bagatelle ot vive I'amour:' 
So Imvell'd monkies their grimace improve, 
Polish their grin — nay, sigh for ladies' love ! 
His meddling vanity, a busy fiend, 
Still making work his selfish craft must mend. 

Crochiillan came : 
The old cock'd hat, the brown surtout — the same ; 
His grisly beard just bristling in its might 
{Twas four lon^t nights and daye from shaving-night !) 
His uncomb'd, hoary locks, wild-stnring, thatch'd 
A head for thought profound and clear unmatch'd ; 
Yet, tho' his caustic wit was biting-rude. 
His heart was warm, benevolent and good. 

DulnesB, portion of the truly blest ! 
Calm, ghelter'd haven of eternal rest 1 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of Fortune's polar frost or torrid beams ; 
If mantling high she fills the golden cup. 
With sober, selfish case they sip it up ; 
Conscious the bounteous meed they well deserve. 
They only wonder ' some folks ' do not starve ! 
The grave, snge hern tlius easy picks his frog. 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When disappointment snaps the thread of Hope, 
When, thro' disastrous night, they darkling grope, 
With deaf endurance slugglialily ttiey bear. 
And juat conclude that ' fools are Fortune's care ; ' 
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So, heavy, |)assive to tlie tempests' shocks^ 
Strong on the 8ign-|)08t stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle Muses' mad-cap train, 
I^ot such the workings of their moon-struck brain : 
In equanimity they never dwell, 
By turns in soaring heaven or vaulted hell ! 

It is only too clear from a remark and quotation in a subsequent 
letter, that this selfish, superficial 'upright, pert, tart, tripping 
wiglit ' was Creech — the same * Willie ' whom Bums had described 
ill such affectionate terms in May of the previous year, and to 
whom he then wished ' a 2)ow as auld 's Methusalem.' Creech's 
dawdling over his accounts, his keen tenacity of his own intei-csts 
in every transaction and the resolute stinginess which lurked 
under a complaisant manner, had combined to disgust Bums 
entirely with a man whom he at first looked iqK>n as a kind 
patron, and an agreeable man of talent and character. It will 
be seen that, on a second settlement of accounts in February, 
Burns was satisfied with the measure of justice extended to him 
by tlic bookseller, and in May wrote him a civil letter. Disgust 
and antipathy, however, again got the upi)er hand, till once 
more reconciliation was eflected, and remained unbroken. It 
is possible that Creech behaved badly to Burns, and it was 
only an occasional show of fairness tliat disarmed the poet's re- 
sentment. If some of his old associates in the literary trade ai-e 
to be credited, he was hardly capable of treating Burns with 
justice. On the other hand, Currio seems to have been convinced 
that there was no adeiiuate reason to blame the publisher. He 
says in a letter to [Messrs Cadell and Pavies, Dec. 30, 1797 : * It is 
true there was a difference between our high-souled poet and Mr 
Creech, and some of Burns's friends have a notion that Mr Creech 
did not use him liberally. For my own ])art, I have found the 
correspondence among Burns's ])apcrs, and 1 can see no proof of 
any ill-usage. The bard indulged occasionally in sarcasms against 
men of character ; yet T can discover that his deliberate o})iniona 
were the result of a judgment i)ro found and nearly unbiassed, and 
dill'ering much from the elfusions of his sensibility. Among the 
Edinburgh characters drawn by him, I think I can discover that 
of our friend Creech (for the names are not given at length in his 
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Diary) ; and if I do not deceive myself, it is a capital likeness, and 
on the whole favourable.' It is said that the letters of Bums to 
Creech — many of them containing charges against the publisher — 
were finally submitted to Mrs Hay (Margaret Chalmers), who 
exerted her influence to have them destroyed ; which was done. 
Dr Currie, a few days after the above date, wrote to the same 
gentleman : * Mr Creech informs me that whatever little differ- 
ence subsisted between Bums and him had been made up long 
before the bard's death, and that he shall do everything in his 
power to serve the family.' 



TO MR MORISON, WRIGHT, MAUCHLINE. 

Eluslamd, Jan. 22, 1789. 

My dear Sir — Necessity obliges me to go into my new house even 
before it be plastered. I will inhabit the one end until the other is 
finished. About three weeks more, I think, will, at farthest, be my time, 
beyond which I cannot stay in this present house. If ever you wished to 
deserve the blessing of him that was ready to peiish ; if ever you were in 
a situation that a little kindness would have rescued you from many 
evils ; if ever you hope to find rest in future states of untried l>eing — get 
these matters of niine ready. My servant will be out in the ]>eginning 
of next week for the clock. My compliments to Mrs Morison. I am, 
after all my tribulation. Dear Sir, yours, K. H. 



TO LADY ELIZABETH CUNNINGHAM.* 

Ellisland, near Dumfries, 22<1 Janry. 1789. 

My Lady— As the officious gratitude of a poor creature, however it 
may be a little troublesome, can never be disagreeable to a good 
heart, I have ventured to send your Lailyship this packet. That from a 
dabbler in rhymes I am become a professed Poet ; that my attachment 
to tlie Muses is heated into enthusiasm ; that my squalid Poverty is 
changed for comfortable independence, is the work of yonr Ladyship's 
nohle Family. Whether I may ever make my footing good, on any 
considerable height of Parnassus, is what I do not know ; but I am 
determined to strain every nerve in the trial. Though the rougli 
material of fine writing is undouhteilly the gift of Genius, the workman- 
ship is as certainly the united effort of labor, attention and pains. 

* From ft copy of the original in the Library of the University of EUinburgli. 
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Nature has qiia1ifie<l few, if any, to shine in every walk of the Moaet: 
I Hhall i>iit it t<> the tent of repeateci trial whether she Iiaa fonued lue 
ca|)ahle of distinguitthing myKelf in any one. 

In the tii-Ht great concern of life, the means of supporting that life, I 
think niynelf tolerahly secure. If my farm should not turn out well, 
which after all it may not, 1 have my Excise-Commission in reserve. 
This laHt iH coui])arativeIy a poor, poor resource, but it is luxury to any- 
thing the first live and twenty yearti of my life taught nie to expect; and 
I wouUl ilcMpise iiiyHclf if 1 thought 1 were not capable of sacrificing any 
one little litiuorinli gratification on the altar of Independence. A little 
spice of indolence cxcepteil, I thank Heaven there is not any species 
of dissipation that 1 cannot set at defiance. The indolent reveries of a 
bemused mind are indeed the sins that easily beset me ; but, like the 
noxious va]><)urs that annoy miners, I am afraid they are evils tliat 
neoessiirilv rise from my verv Profession. 

The inclosed Poems are favors of the Nitlisdale Muses. The piece 

inscrihefl to K (i , Esq., is a copy of verses which I sent to Mr 

(iralmm of Kintry, with a request for his assitftance to procure me an 
Excise Division in tlie middle of which I live. On my return from Edin- 
liurgh last, I found my aged mother, my bn)thers and sisters, on the brink 
of ruin with their farm ; and as I am certain the remainder of their 
leixae will ho worth holding, I advance<i tlieni nearly one-half of my 
ca]>ital to kco]) their little Commonwealth together and place them in 
comfort. My own farm here 1 am pretty sure will in time do well : but 
for several veal's it will re<]uire assist4incc more than my own pocket can 
afford. The Excise saliio' would pay half my rent, and I could manage 
the whole business of the Division without five guineas of additional 
expense. 

i shall he in Edin1)ur;>li in alnnit a m<mth, when I shall do myself the 
honor t«) inf(M-in your Ladyshi]) farther of these, to me, important matters, 
as 1 know your (Joodness will l>e interested in them. 

In all my domestic concerns I find myself extremely comfortable. I 
muse and rhyme, morning, noon and night; and have a hundred 
different iM)etic plans, pastoral, georgic, dminatic, &c., floating in the 
regions of fancy, somewhere Iwtween pur|M)se and resolve. To secure 
mywdf from ever descending to anything unworthy of the independent 
spirit of Man or the honest pride of Genius, 1 have adopted Ia)!^! Glen- 
cairn as my tutelar Protector, what your scholars call by the Heathen 
name of Dii pcnatcs, I think it is. I have a large shade of him, with 
the verses I intomled for his jdcture, wrote out by Butterworth, pasted 
on the Iwick ; and a small shade of him, l>oth by Miers, set in a gold 
breast-jiin, with the words *Mon Dieu ct toi' engrave<l on the shell. 
The first I have hung over my jiarlour chimney-piece ; the last I keep 
for gala days. I have often, during this hard winter, wished myself a 
Great Man, that I might, with propriety in the etiquette of the world, 
have enquire<l after Lady Olencairn's health. One of the sons of little 
men as 1 am, 1 can only wish fervently for her welfare; or, in my 
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devouter moods, pray for her, in the charming language of Mackenzie,* 
that * the Great Spirit may bear up the weight of her grey hairs and 
blunt the arrow that brings them rest.' 

I shall not add to this unconscionable letter by a tedious apology or 
anything more than assuring your Ladyship that with the warmest 
sincerity of heartfelt, though powerless, gratitude, I have the honor to 
be, my Lady, your Ladyship's deeply indebted and ever grateful humble 
servant, Robt. Burns. 



TO [THE HOK. HENRY ERSKINE(?).] 

Ellibland, 22d January 1789.t 

Sir — There are two things which, I believe, the blow that terminates 
my existence alone can destroy — my attachment and propensity to 
poesy and my sense of what I owe to your goodness. There is nothing 
in the different situations of a Great and a Little man that vexes me 
more than the ease with which the one practises some virtues that to 
the other are extremely difficult or perhaps wholly impracticable. A 
man of consequence and fashion sliall richly repay a deed of kindiiens 
with a nod and a smile or a hearty shake of the hand ; while a i>oor 
fellow labours under a sense of gratitude, which, like copper coin, 
though it loads the bearer, is yet of small account in the currency and 
commerce of the world. As I have the honour, sir, to stand in the poor 
fellow's predicament, with respect to you, will you accept of a device I 
have thought on to acknowledge these obligations I can never cancel ? 
Mankind in general agree in testifying their devotion, their gratitude, 
their friendship or their love, by presenting whatever they hold dearest. 
Everybody who is in the least acquainted with the character of a Poet 
knows that there is nothing in the world on which he sets so much 
[value as his verses, I have resolved, sir , front timet] to time, as she 
may bestow her favours, to present you with the productions of niy 
humble Muse. The enclosed are the principal of her works on the 
banks of the Nith. The Poem inscribed to R. G., Esq., is some vei-ses, 
accompanying a request, which I sent to Mr Graham, of Fintry— a 
gentleman who has given double value to some important favours he has 
bestowed on me by his manner of doing them, and on whose future 
patronage, likewise, I must depend for matters to me of the last 
consequence. 

I have no great faith in the boasted pretensions to intuitive propriety 
and unlaboured elegance. The rough material of Fine Writing is cer- 
tainly tlie gift of Genius ; but I as firmly believe that the workmanship 

* Henry Mackenzie, author of The Man of Feeling. 

f Misdated 1788 In the origiiiaL 

I Supplied on coi^jecture, to make up a blank in the originaL 
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I 



is the anite<l eflfort of Pains, Attention and Kepeated-tiiaL The piece 
adclressetl tu Mr Graham is my first essay in that didactic, epistolaiy 
way ; which circumstance, I liope, will bespeak your indulgence. To 
your friend Captain Erskine's strictures I lay claim as a relation ; not^ 
indeed, that I have the honour to be akin to the peerage, but because be 
is a son of Parnassus.* 

I intend being in Edinburgh in four or five weeks, when I shall 
certainly do myself the honour of waiting on yov, to testify with what 
respect and gratitude, &c., K. B. 



On returning a newspaper containing some strictures on bis 
poetry, which Captain Riddel bad sent to him, Bums added a 
note in impromptu verso which indicates at once his facility in 
coni|>osition and his disbelief in the permanent value of ordinaiy 
criticism : 



EXTEMPORE TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL, 

ON RETURNING A NEWSPAPER.t 

Elmsland : ^fondn^J Even: 

Your News and Review, Sir, I 've read through and tlirough. Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming : 
The Tapers are barren of home-news or foreign, 

No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

Our frien<ls the Reviewers, those Chipi)ei'8 and Hewers, 

Are judj^es of mortar and stone, Sir; 
Rut of MEET or UNMEET, in a Fabkic com]»l(»t(^ 

I '11 boMly pronounce they are none. Sir. 



My (lOose-quill too rude is to tcdl all your goodness 

Rostowoil on your servant, Tlie Poet ; 
WuuM to (Jod I had one like a beam of the Sun, 
I And tlien all the World, [Sir,] should know it ! 

Root. Burns. 

* Captain Andrew Krskine, youn*;est Hon of Alexander, flTth Earl of Kellie, hod aettlcd 
in Edinbnrph after Iiavin^ served for some time in the army ; aHflisto<l George Thonifion 
: with liiH ColUct'wn ; and jtublished his own correHi)onden<*e with James lioswell (1763)l lie 

I drownwl himself in the river Forth in 1703. 

'* • t The MS. of this is now in thf LiveriMx)l Public Lil»rary. 
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TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL. 

[BLU8L4in>, 1789.] 

Sir — I wish from my inmost bouI it were in my power to give you 
a more BuliBtantial gratification and return for all your goodness to the 
poet, than ti*anscribing a few of his idle rhymes. However, *an old 
song/ though to a proverb an instance of insignificance, is generally 
the only coin a poet has to pay with. 

If my poems which I have transcribed and mean still to transcribe, 
into your book, were equal to the grateful respect and high esteem I 
bear for the gentleman to whom I present them, they would be the 
finest poems in the language. As they are, they will at least be a 
testimony with what sincerity I have the honor to be. Sir, Your devoted 
humble Servant, K. B. 

Here we have the first mention of a collection of MSS. which 
Burns had promised to form for his friend of Friars' Carse, and to 
contain which either himself or Riddel had procured two quarto 
volumes — one designed for poetry, the other for prose. The 
transcribing of pieces continued for several years. "^ 

An invitation to Burns from Kiddel was sent in rhyme : 

Dear Bard— 

To ride this day is vain, 
For it will be a steeping rain. 
So come and sit with me : 
We 11 twa or three leaves fill up with scraps, 
And whiles fill up the time with cracks, 
And spend the day with glee. 

R. R. 

Bums wrote on the back : 

Ellisland. 

Dear Sir, at ony time or tide 
I 'd rather sit wi' you than ride, 

Tho' 'twere wi' royal Gcordie : 
And trowth, your kindness, soon and late, 
Aft gars me to mysel look blate — niake8-ba«hfui 

The Lord in Heaven reward ye ! 

R Burns. 

* See Appendix, No. IV. ; also notes in the concluding volume of this work. 
VOU III.. C 
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TO MR JAMES JORHSON. 

CALEDONIA, A BALLAD. 
Tune—' Caledonian HunVs ddight '^Mr Oau^s, 

Thero was on a time, but old Time was then yonng, 

Tlint brave Caledonia, tlio chief of her line^ 
From some of your northern deities sprung^ 

(Who knows not that brave Caledonia's divine?) 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her domain, 

To hunt or to pasture, or do what she would ; 
Her heavenly relations there fixfed her reign, 

And pledged her their godheads to warrant it good. 

A lambkin in peace, but a lion in war, 

The pride of her kindred the Heroine grew ; 
Her grandsiro, old Odin, triumphontly swofe, 

*\Vho e'er shall provoke thee th' oncounior shall pue !' 
"With tillage or pasture at times she would spoit, 

To feed her fair flocks by her green rustling com ; 
l>ut chiefly the woods were her favVite resort, 

Her darling amusement the hounds and the horn. 

I^ng quiet she reigned, till thitherwanl steers 

A flight of bold eagles from Adria's strand : * 
Ki'peateil, successive, for many long years 

Tliey darkened the air and they i)lundered tlie land. 
Their pounces were murder, and liori'or their cry, 

Thoy \1 ravaged and ruinM a world beside ; 
She took to lier hills and her arrows let fly. 

The daring invaders they fled or they died. 

The Camelon savage disturbed her repose t 
With tumult, disquiet, rebellion and striff* ; 

I*rovokM beyond bearing, at last she arose, 

And rubb'd him at once of his hopes and his life : 

* Tl»e Roinann. 

t HiiriiH, who lias before Bpolcen of Camelon, noar Falkirk, tm the capiUI of the PicU 
(see Vol. II., p. 150X was, like liiii conten)()orarieii, acciutoiiiM to reganl the Bcota alone aa 
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The Anglian lion, the terror of France, 
Oft prowling ensanguined the Tweed's silver flood ; 

But, taught by the bright Caledonian lance, 
He leamkl to fear in his own native wood. 

The fell Harpy-raven took wing from the North,* 

The scourge of the seas and the dread of the shore ; 
The wild Scandinavian boart issu'd forth. 

To wanton in carnage and wallow in gore : 
O'er countries and kingdoms their fury prevailM, 

Ko arts could appease them, no anus could repel ; 
But brave Caledonia in vain they assail'd, 

As Largs { well can witness and Loncartio§ toll 

Thus bold, independent, unconquer'd and free, 

Her bright course of glory for over shall run ; 
For brave Caledonia immortal must be — 

I '11 prove it from Euclid as clear as the sun : 
Eectangle-triangle the figure wo '11 chuse. 

The Upright is Chance and old Time is the Base ; 
But brave Caledonia 's the Hypothenuso ; 

Then, Ergo, she '11 match them, and match them always. || 

I sliall be in Edinburgh, my dear Sir, in abont a month, when we 
shall overhaul the whole Collection and report progresft. The foregoing 
I hope will snit the excellent air it is designed for. 

Adieu till we meet, RoBT. Burns. IF 

Blusland, 28nl Jany. [17891. 

th« forefath«n of the later Scottish nation, and the Picts, accordingly, as aliens and 
enemfes. Belleuden's CronidUt the vernacular version of Boece'H history, repeated in many 
popular fbrnit, deacrfbea at length the siege, capture, and destruction of Camelon by 
Kenneth Macal})ln (referred to a.d. 839) m the final subversion and practical extirpation of 
the Ficts, and their disappearance fW>ni history. Tliis is, of coiu'se, wholly unhistorical. 
In moat edltione of Bums'a poems ' Catnelon savage' api)eanf as ' Gameleon savage,' which 
is uninteUiglbla. 

* The Danes. 

t The Norsemen. 

t Alexander TIL defbtted Haeo at lArgs in 1268. 

I Kenneth III., according to Boece (but no earlier authority), defeated the Danes with 
•laughter at Luncarty,four miles from Perth, in 990. 

H Allusion is here made to Euclid's fomiliar proposition, acconling to which in a right- 
angled triangle the square of the hypothenuse is always equal to the squares of the two 
Giber sides. 

H Oollated with the MS.— now in the National Portrait Gallery, E<1inburgh. Johnson 
did not include the ballad in hia Muaeum. 
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TO MR DAVID BLAIR, GUKMAKER, ST PAUL'b SQUARE, 

BIRMINGHAM. 

Ellklakd, SSni /any. 17801 

My d?:ar Sir— My Iionor has lain Meeiling these two months almost, 
as 'tifl near that time since I received your kind, though short, epistle of 
the 29th Oct. TIic defensive tools * do more than half mankind do, they 
do honor to their maker ; hut I trust that with me they shall have the 
fate of a miser's gold — to be often admired but never used. 

Long l)efore your letter came to hand, I sent you, by way of Mr Nicol, 
a copy of the book and a proof-copy of the print loose among the leaves 
of the book. These, I hope, are safe in your possession some time ago. 
If I could think of any other channel of communication with you than 
the villainous expensive one of the Post, I could send you a parcel of 
my Khynies, partly as a small return for your kind, handsome com- 
pliment, and much more as a mark of my sincere esteem and respect for 
Mr Blair. A piece I did lately I shall try to cram into this letter, aa 1 
think the turn of thought nmy perhaps please you. 

[Written in Friars' Carse Hermitage, on the Banks of the Nitb, 

December 1788.] 

I remeni1)er with pleasure, my dear Sir, a visit you talked of paying 
to Dumfries, in Spring or Sunimer. 1 shall only say I have never parted 
with a man, after so little acquaintance, whom I mora aniently wished 
to see again. At your first convenience, a line to inform me of an 
affair in which I am much interested— just an answer to the question, 
How you do? will highly oblige, my dear Sir, yours very sincerely, 

RoBT. Burns. 

TO MR ROBERT CLEGHORN. 

Ellislakd, near DuNFRiEft, 2Zrd Joury, 178i>. 

I must take shame and confusion of face to myself, my dear friend 
and brother fanner, that I have not written you much sooner. The 
truth is, I have been so tossetl about between Ayrshire and Nithsdale 
that, till now I have got my family here, I have had time to think of 
nothing — except now and then a distich or stanza as I rode along. Were 
it not for our gi-acious monarch's cui-seil tax of postage, I had sent you 
one or two Pieces of some length that I have lately done. I have no idea 
of the Press. I am now able to support myself and family, though in 
a humble, yet an independent way ; and I mean, just at my leisure, to 
pay my court to the tuneful sisters, in hopes that they may one day 

* Biiniri here probably alludes to a pair of piRtolH which he gave to his medical 
alt4*n<laiit, Dr William Maxwell, whose c1aught<>r is said to have presenteil them to Dr 
Gillis, Roman Catholic Archbishop of Olangow, who in turn presented them to the Society 
ofScottiRh Antiquaries on 24th January 1859. 



ELLISLAND. 37 

enable me to carry on a Work of some importance. The following are 
a few verses I wrote in a neiglil)ouring Gentleman's Hermitage, to which 
he is so good as let me have a key. 

[Written in Friars-Carse Hermitage, 1788.] 
I shall be in Edinburgh, for a few days, sometime about the latter end 
of February or beginning of March, when I will shew you my other pieces. 
My fanning scheme too, particularly the management of one inclosure 
of Holmiug land, is to be decided by your superior judgment. I find, if 
my farm does well with me, I shall certainly be an Enthusiast in the 
business. R. B. 



TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ. 

Ellislakd, 24th Jany, 1789. 

My dear Cunningham— When I saw in my last newspaper that a 
Surgeon in Edinburgh was married to a certain amiable and accomplished 
young lady whose name begins with Ann,* a lady with whom I fancy 
I have the honor of being a little acquainted, I sincerely felt for a much- 
esteemed friend of mine. As you are the single, only instance that ever 
came within the sphere of my observation of human nature, of a young 
fellow dissipated but not debauched, a circumstance that has ever given 
me the highest idea of the native qualities of your heart, I am certain 
that a disappointment in the tender passion nmst, to you, be a very 
serious matter. To the ho{>eful youth, keen on the badger foot of 
Mammon or Ibted under the gaudy banners of ambition, a love- 
disappointment, as such, is an easy business ; nay, perhaps he hugs 
himself on his escape ; but to your scanty tribe of mankind, whose souls 
bear, on the richest materials, the most elegant iuipress of the Great 
Creator, love enters deeply into their existence and is entwined with 
their very thread of life. I can myself affirm, l>oth from bachelor and 
wedlock experience, that Liove is the Alpha and Omega of human 
enjoyment. All the pleasures, all the happiness, of my humble compeers 
flow immediately and directly from this delicious source. It is the spark 
of celestial fire which lights up the wintry hut of poverty, and makes the 
cbeerlew mansion warm, comfortable and gay. It is the emanation of 
Divinity that preserves the sons and daughters of rustic labour from 
degenerating into the brutes with which they daily hold convei-se. 
Without it, life to the poor inmates of the cottage would be a damning 
gift. 

I intended to go on with some kind of consolatory epistle, when, 
unawares, I flew off in this rhapsodical tangent. Instead of attempting 
to resume a subject for which I am so ill -qualified, I shall ask your 
opinion of some verses I have lately begun on a theme of which you are 
the best judge I ever saw. It is Love too ; though not just warranted 
by the law of nations. A manied lady of my acquaintance, whose 

* See note, VoL II., p. 867. 
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ciiftu con, amour with a certain Captain made some noise in tlie world, 
is supposed to write to bim, now in tiie West Indies, as follows :— 

By all I loved, neglected and forgot, 
No friendly faoe ere lights my squalid oot : 
Shunned, hated, wrong'd, unpitied, onredzest, 
The mock'd quotation of the Boomer's jest.* 



Burns, as we have already seen, had met at Lord Monboddo's^ 
in the winter of 1786-87, the amiable and modest Bishop Geddes 
of the Roman Catholic Church in Edinburgh. He had promised 
to insert some pieces in holograph and to fill the blanks left iu 
the printed poems in the bishop's copy (an interleaved one) of 
his Edinburgh edition.! On returning the volume, he addressed 
one of his most interesting letters — 

TO THE BIGHT BBV. DB JOHN GBDDES. 

Elusland, near Dun\frieSt 9d Feb, 1789. 

Venerable Fatheb— As I am conscious that, wherever I am, you do 
me the honor to interest yourself in my welfai*e, it gives me pleasure to 
inform you that I am here at last, stationary in the seiious business of 
life, and have now not only the retued leisure, but the hearty inclination, 
to attend to those great and important questions — what I am ? where I 
am ? and for what I am destined ? 

In that first concern, the conduct of the man, there was ever but one 
side on which I was habitually blameable, and there I have secured 
myself in the way pointed out by Nature and Nature's God, I was 
sensible that, to so helpless a creature as a poor poet, a wife and family 
were incumbrances which a species of prudence would bid him shun ; 
but when the alternative was being at eternal warfare with myself, on 
account of habitual follies, to give them no worse name, which no 
general example, no licentious wit, no sophistical infidelity, would to me 
ever justify, I must have been a fool to have hesitated and a madman to 
have made another choice. Besides, I had, in *my Jean,' a long and 
much-loved fellow-creature's happiness or misery among my hands, and 
who could trifle with such a deposit ? . . . 

In the affair of a livelihood, I think myself tolerably secure : I have 
good hopes of my farm, hut should they fail, I have an Excise Com- 
mission which, on my simple petition, will at any time procure me 
bread. There is a certain stigma affixed to the character of an Excise 
officer, but I do not intend to borrow honor from any profession ; and 

* TliiH letter wan first printed (from the MS.) by Mr W. Bcott I>ouf;1a8, who added this 
note : ' In the original letter this is the bottom of page second : the other half of tlie sheet, 
which would contain the remainder of the verses, is wanting.' 

t See Appendix, IV. 
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thongh the salary be comparatively siuall, it \b great to any thing that 
the Hrst twenty-five years of my life taught me to expect. . . . 

Thus, with a rational aim anil method in life, you may easily guess, 
my reverend and much-honored friend, that my characteristical trade is 
not forgotten. I am, if possible, more than ever an enthusiast to the 
Muses. I am determined to study Man and Nature, and in that view 
incessantly to try if tlie ripening and corrections of years can enable me 
to produce something worth preserving. 

Yon will see in your book, which I beg your pardon for detaining so 
long, that I have been tuning my lyre on the banks of Nith. Some 
larger poetic plans that are floating in my imagination or partly put in 
execution, I shall impart to you when I have the pleasure of meeting 
with you, which, if you are then in Edinburgh, I shall have about the 
beginning of March. 

That acquaintance, worthy Sir, with which you were pleased to honor 
me, you must still allow me to challenge ; for with whatever unconcern 
I give up my transient connexion with the merely Great (those self- 
important beings whose intrinsic worthlessness is often concealed under 
the accidental advantages of their birth), I cannot lose the patronizing 
notice of the Learned and the Good, without the bitterest regret 

R.B. 



TO MR JAMES DURNESS, MONTROSE. 

Elusland, 9th Feb. 1789. 

My DEAR Sir— Why I did not write to you long ago is what, even on 
the rack, I could not answer. If you can in your mind form an idea of 
indolence, dissipation, hurry, cares, change of countr}% entering on 
untried scenes of life, all combined, you will save me the trouble of 
a blushing apology. It could not be want of regard for a man for whom 
I had a high esteem before I knew him— an esteem which has much 
increased since I did know him ; and this caveat entered, I shall plead 
guilty to any other indictment with which you shall please to charge 
me. 

After I parted from you, for many months my life was one continued 
scene of dissipation. Here at last I am become stationary, and have 
taken a farm and — a wife. The farm is beautifully situated on the Nith, 
a large river that runs by Dumfries and falls into the Sol way Frith. I 
have gotten a lease of my farm as long as I pleased ; but how it may 
turn ont is jnst a guess, and it is yet to improve and enclose, &c. ; how- 
ever, I have good hopes of my bargain on the whole. 

My wife is my Jean, with whose story you are partly acquainted. I 
found I had a much -loved fellow-creature's happiness or misery among 
my hands, and I durst not trifle with so sacred a deposit. Indeed, I 
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have not any reason to repent the step I have taken, as I have attached 
myself to a very good wife and have shaken myself looee of a very bad 
failing. 

I have found my book a very profitable bnsiness, and with the profits 
of it I have begun life pretty decently. Should fortune not favour me 
in farming, as I have no great faith in her fickle ladyship, I have pro- 
vided myself in another resource, which, however some folks may affect 
to despise it, is still a comfortable shift in the day of misfortune. In the 
hey-day of my fame, a gentleman, whose name at least I dare say yon 
know, as his estate lies somewhere near Dundee, Mr Graliam, of Fintry, 
one of the Commissionera of Excise, offered me the commission of an 
Excise officer. I thought it prudent to accept the offer ; and accordingly 
I took my instructions and have my commission by me. Whether I may 
ever do duty or be a penny the better for it, is what I do not know ; bnt 
I have the comfortable assurance that, come whatever ill-fate will, I can, 
on my simple petition to the Excise-board, get into employ. 

We have lost poor uncle Robert this winter. He had long been very 
weak, and with very little alteration in him : he expired January Snl. 
His son William has been with me this winter, and goes in May to bind 
himself to be a mason with my father-in-law, who is a pretty considerable 
architect in Ayrshire. His other son, the eldest, John, comes to me, I 
ex]>ect, in summer. They are both remarkably stout young fellows and 
promise to do well. His only daughter, Fanny, has l)een with me ever 
since her father's death, and I purpose keeping her in my family till she 
be quite woman-grown and l>e fit for better service. She is one of the 
cleverest girls, and has one of the most amiable dispositions, that I have 
ever seen.* 

All friends in this county and Ayrnhire are well. Remember me to 
all friends in the north. My wife joins me in compliments to your bed- 
fellow and family. I would write your brother-in-law, but have lost his 
address. For goodness sake don't take example by me, but write me 
soon. I am ever. My dear Cousin, yours most sincerely, 

RoBT. Burns, 



A pathetic interest attaches to this allusion to the death of 
'poor Uncle Robert,' who with the poet's father left his home 
in Kincanlineshire to seek his fortune in the South. It would 
appear that on arriving in Ayrshire ho first resided in a 
cothouse at Titwood, in Dreghorn parish, and, during summer, 
worked in lime quarries at Lochridge, near Stewarton. He is 
said to have been a victim to rheumatism, and that is probably 
the reason why, in winter, he earned a living by keeping, 
in his own house, a school which was attended by families 

* Fanny wm afterwards married to a brother of Mrs Burns. 
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of some of the farmers in the district. When his own family 
had grown up, and he found himself completely disabled by 
rheumatism, the old man removed into the town of Stewarton, 
where, in the Buck's Head Close, he lived for some time. He 
afterwards took another house, but never left Stewarton. He 
died there (not at Ellisland, as is generally stated) on 6th 
January 1788, and is buried in Stewarton churchyard, where also 
lie the remains of his wife and several of their children. The 
poet when passing to and from Dunlop House often called on his 
uncle at Stewarton, which is only four miles distant When the 
old man died, he did all in his power to secure employment for 
his children.* 

About the end of February, Burns paid his proposed visit to 
Edinburgh, to have a further * racking of accounts * with Creech. 
He would now be entitled to receive payment in respect of sales 
effected during the later half of the year 1787 and the first half 
of 1788 : from an expression dropped in one of his letters, the 
sum seems to have been about £50 ; and it appears that the Poet 
was satisfied with his publisher's reckoning. 

It was probably on the occasion of his visit to Edinburgh that 
Bums was presented by his friend Cunningham with a copy of the 
first edition of Johnson's Lives of the Poets, with the following 
letter written on a flyleaf of the first t volume : 

Edinr., 25<A Febrvary 1789. 

Dear Bubns — Accept this copy of the Lives of the Poets, In addition 
to yonr value as my Friend, it is a small tribute of the sincerity with 
which I admire yon as one of their number. Let me indulge every wish 

* Mr J. Stevenson Begg, of Irvine, to whom I am greatly indebted for much valuable 
infonnation relating to Bnmii'ii relatives in Ayrshire, informs me that Janet Gnrrie, an old 
woman about eighty years of age, still living in Stewarton, tells how her mother and a 
number of other girls were one day sitting together sewing in the kitchen of Robert 
Bums's house in Stewarton when the poet paid his uncle a visit. She got from the poet 
himself a copy of his ' Holy Fair,' as did all the other girls on that occasion. It was 
probably read to rags, and then lost or destroyed. John Bums, the poet's cousin, who 
died in 1844, is well remembered by elderly people in Stewarton. Some of them had it from 
his own lips that he had been, when a boy, employed at Ellisland under the poet, of 
whom he spoke as a good master, but absent-minded and restless— very ready to go from 
one thing to another in the most unexpected fkshion. John Bums also spoke often of a 
copy of the first edition of his cousin's poems bearing the inscription, ' From the antlior to 
his cousin, John Bums.' It was borrowed by an old employer, a grazier and butcher, and 
does not appear to have been returned. John Bums was all his lifetime an agricultural 
labourer, and latterly was frequently employed to watch Stewarton graveyard against 
incursions of resurrectionists. — W. W. 

t This volume is now (180G) In the possession of Mr James Robb, Haddington. 
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of my heart for your prosperity and happiness which (by Uie way) has 
not always been the concomitant, or realissed in the lives of those who 
have written for tlie instruction and entertainment of Mankind. May 
your da3's be bright and unclouded — and the stream of your Life run 
clear and nnraffled to the last drop— is the unfeigned wisli of 

Alex. Cunningham. 

That Burns read the book with his usual caro is very clear, for 
wlieu he camo to Johnson's description of Ham|xlen as the 'zealot 
of freedom,* he inscribed on the margin : 

For shame ! 
Let folly and knavery freedom opi>ose, 
'Tis suicide, Genius, to mix with her foes. 

As has already been seen, Burns's youngest surviving brother, 
William, had been brought up as a saddler. He paid a visit to 
Robert about the end of 1788, and spent some weeks with him. 
Ho had then proceeded to Longtown in Cumberland, about ten 
miles from Carlisle, in search of employment at his trade, which he 
had readily obtained. Though his education was greatly inferior 
to that of Robert and Gilbert, and his highest ambition was to be 
a good journeyman saddler, the following letter shows him to have 
hod some natural aptitude for composition : 

FROM WILLIAM BURNS. 

LoNOTOWK, Feb. 15, 1780. 

Dear Sir — As I am now in a manner only entering into the world, I 
begin this our correspondence with a view of being a gainer by your 
advice, more than ever you can be by any thing I can write you of what 
I see, or what I hear, in the couree of my wanderings. I know not how 
it happened, but you were more shy of your counsel than I could have 
wished, the time I staid with you : whether it was because you thought 
it would disgust me to have my faults freely told me while I was de- 
pendent on you, or whether it was because you saw that, by my indolent 
disposition, your instructions would have no effect, I cannot determine ; 
but if it proceeded from any of the above causes, the reason of withhold- 
ing your admonition is now done away, for I now stand on my own 
bottom, and that indolence, which I am very conscious of, is something 
nibbeil off by being called to act in life, whether I will or not ; and ray 
inexperience, which I daily feel, makes me M'ish for that advice which 
you are so able to give and which I can only expect from you or Gilbert, 
since the loss of the kindest and ablest of fathers. 

The morning after I went from the Isle, I left Dumfries about five 
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o*eluok auil came to Annan to bi-eakfast, and staid alxiut an hour ; and I 
readied this place about two o'clock. I have got work here, and I 
intend to stay a month or six weeks, and then go forward, as I wish to 
be at York about the latter end of summer, where I propose to spend 
next winter, and go on for London in the spring. 

I have the promise of seven shillings a week from Mr Proctor while I 
stay here, and sixpence more if he succeeds himself, for he has only new 
begun trade here. I am to pay four shillings per week of board wages, 
so that my neat [net] income here will be much the same as in Dumfries. 

The enclosed you will send to Gilbert with the first opportunity. 
Please send me, the first Wednesday after you receive this, by the 
Carlisle waggon, two of my coarse shirts, one of my best linen ones, my 
velveteen vest and a neck-cloth ; write to me along with them, and 
direct to me. Saddler, in Longtown, and they will not miscarry, for I am 
boarded in the waggoner's house. You may either let them be given in 
to the waggon, or send them to Coulthard and Gelleboum's shop and 
they will forward them. Please write me often while I stay here. I 
wish you would send me a letter, thougli never so small, every week, for 
they will be no expense to me and but little trouble to you. Please to 
give my best wishes to my sister-in-law, and believe me to be your affec- 
tionate and obliged Brother, William Burns. 

P.<Su— The great coat you gave me at parting did me singular service 
the day I came here, and merits my hearty thanks. From what has 
been said, the conclusion is tliis : that my hearty thanks and my best 
wishes are all that you and my sister must expect from W. B. 



TO MR WILLIAM BURNS, LONGTOWN. 

IsLK, 2d ilfarcA 1789. 

My Dear William — I arrived from Edinburgh only the night before 
last, so could not answer your epistle sooner. I congratulate you on 
the prospect of employ ; and I am indebted to you for one of the best 
letters that has been written by any mechanic-lad in Nitlisdalo or 
Annandale or any dale on either side of the border, this twelvemonth. 
Not that I would have you always affect the stately stilts of studied 
composition, but surely writing a handsome letter is an accomplishment 
worth courting; and, with attention and practice, I can promise you 
that it will soon be an accomplishment of yonrs. If my advice can serve 
you — that is to say, if you can resolve to accustom yourself not only in 
reviewing your own deportment, manners, &c., but also in carrying 
your consequent resolutions of amending the faulty parts into practice — 
my small knowledge and experience of the world is heartily at your 
service. I intended to have given you a sheetful of counsels, but some 
business has prevented me. In a word, learn taciturnity ; let that be 
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your motto. Though you had the Avisdoiu of Newton or the wit of Swift, 
garrulousness would lower you in the eyes of your fellow-creatures. 1 '11 
prohably write you next week. I am your brother, 

Robert Burns. 

It was probably in tlie following week that, according to pro- 
mise, the poet wrote a second letter to his brother, in which he 
enforced the injunction of silence on the subject of one's private 
affairs — a themo on which he had recently descanted to Robert 
Ainslie, as well as in one of his poems — 

Aye keep something to yoanel. 
Ye scarcely tell to ony — 

and which lie undoubtedly illustrated by many curious instances 
of reticence in his own conduct. 

TO MR WILLIAM BURNS. 

IsLB, Tueiday even [March 10, 1789?] 
Dear William— In my last, I recommended that invaluable apo- 
thegm—learn taciturnity. 

It is absolutely certain that nobody can know our thoughts ; and yet, 
from a slight observation of mankind, one would not think so. What 
mischiefs daily arise from silly garrulity or foolish confidence ! There 
is an excellent Scots saying that * A man's mind is his kingdom.'* It is 
certainly so ; but how few can govern that kingdom with propriety. 

The serious mischiefs in business which this flux of language occasions 
do not come inmiediately to your situation ; but in another point of 
view, the dignity of the man, now is the time that will either make or 
mar you. Yours is the time of life for laying in habits ; you cannot 
avoid it, though you would choose ; and these habits will stick to your 
last sand. At after periods, even at so little advance as my yeai-s, 'tis 
true, one may still be very shai-psighted to one*s habitual failings 
and weaknesses; but to eraiUcate, or even amend, them, is quite a 
different matter. Acquired at first by accident, they by and by begin 
to be as it were convenient, and in time are in a manner a necessary part 
of our existence. I have not time for more. Whatever you rea<l, what- 
ever you hear, concerning the ways and works of that strange creature, 
Man, look into the living world about you — look into yourself for the 
evidence of the fact or the application of the doctrine. I am ever 
yours, Robert Burns. 

Burns^s marriage of course ruined whatever hopes Clarinda 
may have cherished. In a letter, which has not been preserved, 

* ' My mind to me a kingdom is* occurs in Dyer, and also in Byrd's Pwalmea, SontuU aiui 
Songs, 
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she appears to have expressed her opinion of his conduct in the 
plainest terms, and the Poet sought to justify himself, not without 
a certain measure of success : 

TO MRS M'LEHQSE. 

March 9tK 1789. 

Madam— The letter you wrote me to Heron's carried its own answer 
in its hosoni : yon forbade lue to write you, unless I was willing to plead 
gailty to a certain imlictmeut that yon were pleased to bring against 
ine. As I am convinced of my own innocence, and, though conscious 
of high imprudence and egregious folly, can lay my hand on my 
breast and attest the rectitude of my heart, you will panlon me, Madam, 
if I do not carry my complaisance so far as humbly to acquiesce in the 
name of ' Villain,' merely out of compliment to your opinion, much as I 
esteem your judgment and warmly as I reganl your worth. 

I have already told you, and I again aver it, that, at the period of time 
alluded to, I was not under the smallest moral tie to Mrs Bums ; nor 
did I, nor could I, then know all the powerful circumstances that omni- 
potent necessity was busy laying in wait for me. When you call over the 
scenes that have passed between us, you will survey the conduct of an 
honest man struggling successfully with temptations the most i>owerful 
tliat ever beset humanity, and preserving untainted honour in situations 
where the austerest virtue would have forgiven a fall ; situations that, 
I will dare to say, not a single individual of all his kind, even with half 
his sensibility and ])asHion, could have encountered without ruin ; and 
I leave you to guess. Madam, how such a man is likely to digest an 
accusation of perfidious treachery. 

Was I to blame. Madam, in being the distracted victim of charms 
which, I affinu it, no man ever approached with impunity ? Had I seen 
the least glimmering of hope that these charms could ever have Iteen 

mine; or even had not iron necessity * But these are unavailing 

words. 

I would have called on you when I was in town ; indeed, I could 
not have resisted it, but that Mr Ainslie told me that you were deter- 
mined to avoid your windows while I was in town, lest even a glance 
of me should occur in the street. 

When I shall have regained your good opinion, perhaps I may venture 
to solicit your friendship ; but, be tliat as it may, the first of her sex I 
ever knew shall always be the object of my warmest good wishes. 

K. B. 

In December of 1788 there had died at Tx)ch-hill, in the parish 
of Morham, near Prestonpans, Jiimcs Mylne, farmer and poet. 
Among his papers were found a considerable numl)er of MSS., in- 

* Compare tbe Poet's iwrtiiig song 'Ae foiMl k\m and then we Mver.' 
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eluding two tragedies and a poem of forty-one stanzas addressed to 
Bums. His sou Gleorge seems to have communicated with the 
minister of the parish, Rev. Patrick Carfrae,* who, probably 
thinking the poems might be published, asked advice of 
Burns : 

2d Jan, 1780. 

SiR~If yon have lately seen Mrs Dunlop of Daulop, you have certainly 
heard of the author of the verses which accompany this letter. He was 
a man highly respectable for every accomplishment and virtue which 
adorns the character of a man or a Christian. To a great degree of 
literature, of taste and poetic genius, was added an invincible modesty 
of temper, which prevented, in a great degree, his figuring in life, and 
confined the perfect knowledge of his character and talents to the small 
circle of his cliosen friends. He was untimely taken from us, a few 
weeks ago, by an inflammatory fever, in the prime of life— beloved by all 
who enjoyed his acquaintance and lamented by all who have any re- 
gard for virtue or genius. There is a woe pronounced in Scripture against 
the person whom all men speak well of : if ever that woe fell u^mu the 
head of mortal man, it fell upon him. He has left behind him a con- 
siderable number of comi)08itions, chiefly poetical ; sufficient, I imagine, 
to make a large octavo volume. In particular, two complete and 
regular tragedies, a farce of tliree acts and some smaller poems on 
ditferent subjects. It falls to my sliare who have lived on the most 
intimate and uninterrupted friendship with him from my youth upwards, 
to transmit to you tlie vei-ses he wrote on the publication of yonr incom- 
parable poems. It is probable they were his last, as they were found in 
his scrutoire, folded up with the form of a letter, addressed to you, and, 
I imagine, were only prevented from being sent by Iiimself, by that 
melancholy dispensation which we still bemoan. The vei-ses themselves 
I will not pretend to criticise, when writing to a gentleman whom I 
consider as entirely qualified to judge of their merit. They ai*e the only 
verses he seems to have attempted in the Scottish style ; and I hesitate 
not to say, in general, that they will bring no dishonor on the Scottish 
nmse ; — and, allow me to add that, if it is your opinion they ai*e not un- 
worthy of the author and will l)e no discredit to you, it is the inclina- 
tion of Mr Mylne's friends that they should be immediately published 
in some periodical work, to give the world a specimen of what may be 
expected from his periormances in the poetic line, which, perhaps, will 
be afterwards published for the advantage of his family. . . . 

I must beg the favour of a letter from you, acknowledging the receipt 
of this, and to be allowed to subscribe myself, with great regard. Sir, 
your most obedient Servant, P. Carfrae. 

* Patrick Cnrrrac wom minister or Morhatu (in which also Mra Dunlop lived) firotM 17GG till 
1T05, when he was translated to DunlKir; receive*! degree D.D., 1795; retired, 1820; died, 
1822. In consequence of his liabit of preaching nx>n) MS., he vras nicknamed * Paper Pate.' 



ELLI8LAKD. 47 

In a letter wliicli Burns addressed to Mrs Dnnlop iinmediaiely 
after his return from Edinburgh, he adverts to Mr Cai-ime's appli- 
cation : 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Kllisland, ilk Afareft 1780. 

Here am I, my honored friend, returned safe from the capital. To 
a man who has a home, however hnmhie or remote — if tliat home is like 
mine, the scene of domestic comfort — the bustle of Edinburgh will soon 
be a business of sickening disgust. 

Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate yon ! * 

When I must skulk into a comer, lest the rattling equii>age of some 
gaping blockhead, contemptible puppy or detestable Rcouiidrel bIiouUI 
mangle me in the mire, I am tempted to exclaim — ' What merits have 
these wretches had or what demerits have I had, in some state of pre- 
existence, that they are nshered into this state of being with the scejitre 
of rule and the key of riches in their puny fists, and I am kicked into 
the world, the sport of their folly or the victim of their pride?' I liave 
read somewhere of a monarch (in Spain, I think it was) who was so out 
of humour with the Ptolemean system of astronomy, that he said, had 
he been of the Creator*s council, he could have saved him a great deal of 
labour and absurdity. I will not defend this blasphemous speech ; but 
often, as I have glided with humble stealtii through the \Kiinp of Princes 
Street, it has suggested itself to me, as an improvement on the present 
hnman figure, that a man, in proportion to his own conceit of his con- 
sequence in the world, could have pushed out the longitude of his 
common size, as a snail pushes out his honis or as we draw out a 
l)erspective. This trifling alteration, not to mention the prodigious 
saving it would be in tlie tear and wear of the neck and limb-sinews of 
many of his majesty's liege subjects, in the way of tossing the head and 
tiptoe stmtting, Avould evidently turn out a vast advantage, in enabling 
us at once to adjnst the ceremonials in making a bow, or making way, to 
a great man, and that, too, within a second of the precise spherical angle 
of reverence or an inch of the particular point of respectful distance 
which the important creature itself requires ; as a measuring-glance at 
its towering altitude would determine the affair like instinct. 

You are right, madam, in your idea of poor Mylne's poem which he 
has addressed to me. The piece has a good deal of merit, but it has one 
damning fault— it is, by far, too long. Besides, my success has encouraged 
snch a shoal of ill-spawned monsters to crawl into public notice, under 
the title of Scottish Poets, that the very term Scots poetry borders 
on the burlesque. When I write to Mr Carfrae, I shall advise him 
rather to tiy one of his deceased friend's English pieces. I am pro- 
digiously hurried with my own mattei-s, else I would have requested a 

* Shakespeare, i/mry K///., Act III. sc. ii. line 8G5. 
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perusal of all Mylne's poetic performances, aud would have offered his 
friends my assistance in either selecting or correcting what would be 
proper for the pi'ess. What it is tliat occupies me so much and perhaps 
a little oppresses my present spirits shall fill up a paragraph in some 
future letter. In the meantime, allow me to close this epistle with a 
few lines done by a friend of mine, which for beauty I shall put against 
any as many lines in our language. I give you them, that, as you 
have seen the original, you may guess whether one or two alterations I 
have ventured to make in them be any real improvement. 

Like the fair plant that from oar touch witlidraws, 
Shrink, mildly fearful, even from applause, 
Be all a mother's fondest hope can dream, 
And all you are, my charming Rachel, seem. 
Straight as the fox-glove, ere her bells disclose, 
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthorn blows, 
Fair as the fairest of each lovely kind. 
Your form shall be the image of your mind ; 
Your manners shall so true your soul express 
That all shall long to know the worth they guess ; 
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred love. 
And even sickening envy most approve.* 

R. B. 



TO THE REV. PATRICK CARFRAE. 

[Ellisland, Mai'ch 1789.] 

Rev. Sir— I do not recollect that I have ever felt a severer pang of 
shame, than on looking at the date of your obliging letter which accom- 
panied Mr Mylne's poem. . . . 

I am nmcii to blame: the honor Mr Mylne has done me, gi*eatly 
enhanced in its value by the endearing, though melancholy, circum- 
stance of its being the last production of his muse, deserved a better 
return. 

I have, as you hint, thought of sending a copy of tiic poem to some 
periodical publication ; but, on second thoughts, I am afi-aid that, in the 
present case, it would be an improper step. My success, i>erhaps as 
much accidental as meiited, has brought an inundation of nonsense 
under the name of Scottish poetry. Subscription-bills for Scottish poems 
have so dunned, and daily do dun, the public, that the very name is in 
danger of contempt. For these reasons, if publishing any of Mr Mylne's 
poems in a magazine, &c., be at all prudent, in my opinion it certainly 
should not be a Scottish poem. The profits of the labours of a man of 
genius are, I hope, as honorable as any profits whatever ; antl Mr Mylne's 
relations are most justly entitled to that honest harvest which fate has 

* 'lliese Iteautiful lines, we liave reaHon to belicv^ are'Uie prodiicUon. of Uie lady to- 
whoiii tins letter is addressed.'— Curkie.. 
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denied himself to reap. Bat let the friends of Mr Mylne's fame (among 
whom I crave the honor of ranking myself) always keep in eye his 
respectability as a man and as a poet, and take no measure that, before 
the world knows anything about him, would risk his name and character 
being classed with the fools of the times. 

I have, Sir, some experience of publishing ; and the way in which I 
would proceed with Mr Mylne's poems is this :~I would publish, in two 
or three English and Scottish public papers, any one of his English 
poems which should, by private judges, lie thought the most excellent, 
and mention it, at the same time, as one of the productions of a Lothian 
farmer of respectable character, lately deceased, whose ]>oems his 
friends had it in idea to publish soon, by subscription, for the sake of 
his numerous family :— not in pity to that family, but in justice to 
what his friends think the poetic merits of the deceased; and to 
secure, in the most effectual manner, to those tender connexions 
whose right it is, the pecuniary reward of those merits. li. B.* 



TO DR MOORE. 

Bllislahd, 2Sd March 1789. 

Sir — The gentleman who will deliver this is a Mr Neilson, a worthy 
clergyman in my neighbourhood t and a very particular acquaintance 
of mine. As I have troubled him with this packet, I must turn him 
over to your goodness, to recompense him for it in a way in which 
he much needs your assistance, and where you can effectually serve 
him: — Mr Neilson is on his way for France, to wait on his Grace of 
Queensberry, on some little business of a good deal of importance to 
him, and he wishes for your instructions respecting the most eligible 
mode of travelling, &c, for him, when he has crossed the Channel. 
I should not have dared to take this liberty with you, but that I am 
told, by those who have the honor of your personal acquaintance, 
that to be a poor honest Scotchman is a letter of recommendation to 
you, and that to have it in your power to serve such a character 
gives yon much pleasure, that I am persuaded in soliciting your good- 
ness in this business I am gratifying your feelings with a degree of 
enjoyment. 

• Poems, ooniisling of Mitcdlajieout Pieces and Two Tragediee. By the late James Mylne, 
at Loch-hill. (Edinbnrgh, 1790, 8vo.) Bums's name appears on the lint of subHcribers. 

t Rev. Edward Neilson, minister of Kirkbean, in the Stewartry of Kirkcudbright, Trom 
1780 till his death in 1824. It may be worth noting what was the ' little business of a good 
deal of importance to him,' which took Mr Neilson to Paris. He had been ' presented ' to 
the parish of Kirk bean by the Duke of Queenslwrry, who had, however, forgotten to send 
* the presentation '—the legal document enabling a Presbytery to proceed with the settle- 
ment of a minister— before he left Scotland. Mr Neilson went in pursuit, but failefl to 
find the Dnke. Ultimately a document, signed by the Duke's fhctor, was accepted by the 
Preabytery of IHirofHea as a legal ' presentation.' 
VOL. IIL D 
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The enclosed ode is a compliment to the memory of the late Mrs 
Oswald of Auchencruive. You probably knew her personally, an 
honor of which I cannot boast ; bnt I spent my early years in her 
neighbourhood, and among her servants and tenants I know that she 
was detested with the most heartfelt cordiality. However, in the 
particular part of her conduct which ronsed my poetic wrath she was 
mucli less blameable. In January last, on my road to Ayrshire, I had 
put up at Bailie Whigham's, in Sanqnhar, the only tolerable inn in 
tiie place. The frost was keen, and the grim evening and howling wind 
were ushering in a night of snow and drift. My horse and I were 
both much fatigued with the labors of the day, and just as my friend 
the Bailie and I were bidding defiance to the storm, over a smoking 
bowl, in wheels the funeral pageantry of the late great Mrs Oswald, 
and poor I am foi*ced to brave all the honors of the tempestuous night, 
and jade my horse, my young favourite horse, whom I had just 
christened Pegasus, twelve miles farther on, through the wildest moors 
and hills of Ayrshire, to New Cumnock, the next inn. The powers of 
poesy and pi-ose sink under me when I would describe what I felt. 
SufUce it to say that when a good fire at New Cumnock had so far 
recovered my frozen sinews, I sat down and wrote the inclosed ode. j 

I was at Edinburgh lately and settled finally >vitli Mr Creech ; and I 
must own that, at last, he has been amicable and fair with me. 

KB. 

Dr Moore replied : 

Cliftord-strbet, loth June 1789. 

Dear Sir — I thank you for the diflferent communications you have 
made me of your occasional productions in manuscript, all of which 
have merit and some of them meiit of a different kind from what 
appears in the poems you have published. You ought carefully to pre- 
serve all your occasional productions, to correct and improve them at 
your leisure ; and when you can select as many of these as will make a 
volume, publish it either at Edinburgh or Loudon, by subscription : on 
such an occanion it may be in my power, as it is very nmcli in my inclina- 
tion, to 1)0 of service to you. 

If I were to offer an opinion, it would be that in your future pro- 
ductions you should abandon the Scottish stanza and dialect and adopt 
the measure and language of modern English poetry. 

The stanza which you use in imitation of ' Christ's Kirk on the Green,* 
witli the tiresome repetition of * that day,* is fatiguing to English ears 
and I should think not very agreeable to Scottish. 

All the fine satire and humour of your * Holy Fair* is lost on the English ; 
yet, without more trouble to j^ourself, yon could have conveyed the 
whole to them. The same is tnie of some of your other poems. In your 
* Epistle to J. Smith,' the stanzas from that beginning with this line 'This 
life, sae far *s I understand ' to that which ends with * Short while it 
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grieves * are easy, flowing, gaily pliilosopliical and of Horatian elegance 
— the language is Englisli, with &feio Scottisli words, and some of those 
80 harmonious as to add to the beauty ; for what poet would not prefer 
gloaming to twilight ? 

I imagine that, by carefully keeping and occasionally polishing and 
correcting those vei-ses which the Muse dictates, you will within a year 
or two have another volume as large as the first ready for the press ; and 
this without diverting you from every proper attention to the study and 
practice of husbandry, in which I understand you are very learned, and 
which I fancy you will chuse to adhere to as a wife, while poetry 
amuses you from time to time as a mistress. The former, like a prudent 
wife, must not show ill-humour although you retain a sneaking kindness 
to this agreeable gipsy and pay her occasional visits, which in no 
manner alienates your heart from your lawful spouse, but tends, on the 
contrary, to promote her interest. 

I desired Mr Cadell to write to Mr Creech to send you a copy of 
Zduco. This performance has had great success here ; but I shall be 
glad to have your opinion of it, because I value your opinion and 
because I know you are above saying what you do not think. 

I beg you will offer my best wishes to my very good friend, Mrs 
Hamilton, who, I understand, is your neighbour. If she is as happy as 
I wish her, she is happy enough. Make my compliments also to Mrs 
Bums, and believe me to be, with sincere esteem. Dear Sir, Youra, 

J. Moore. 



TO MR WILLIAM BURNS. 

Isle, ^fareh 25th, 1789. 

I have stolen from my com -sowing, this minute, to write a line to 
accompany yonr shirt and hat, for I can no more. Your sister Nannie 
arrived here yesternight and begs to be remembered to you. Write me 
every opportunity : never mind postage. My head, too, is as addle as an 
egg this morning, with dining abroad yesterday. I received yours by 
the Mason. Forgive me this foolish-looking scrap of an epistle. I am 
ever, my dear William, yours, RoBT. Burns. 

P.S, — If you are not then gone from Longtown, I '11 write you a 
long letter by this day se'ennight. If you should not succeed in your 
tramps, don't be dejected or take any rash step. Return to us in that 
case and we will court Fortune's better humour. Remember this, I 
charge yon. R. B.* 



It is a most notable fact in Burns's life that, long before there 
was any national movement for the intellectual improvement of 
the humbler classes, he exerted himself to the utmost in that 

* Collated with the MS.— in the Watson collection, National Portrait Gallery, Edinburgh. 
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cause, as far as his own locality was concerned. Already under 
his and Captain Riddel's care a parish library was about to be 
established in their neighbourhood. Burns took upon himself the 
task of selecting and purchasing books. For this purpose, he 
renewed correspondence with Peter Hill. 

TO MR PETER HILL. 

Elusland, 2d April 1789. 

I will make no excuses, my dear Bibliopolus (God forgive me for 
murdering language!), that I have sat down to write you on this vile 
paper, stained with the sanguinary scores of * thae curst horse-leeches o* 
th' Excise.* It is economy, Sir ; it is that cardinal virtue. Prudence : so 
I beg you will sit down and eitlier compose or borrow a panegyric : (if 
you are going to borrow, apply to our friend Ramsay * for the assistance 
of the autlior of the pretty little buttering paragraphs of eulogiums on 
your thrice-honored and never-enough-to-be-praised Magistracy — how 
they hunt down a housebreaker with the sanguinary perseverance of a 
bloodhound — how they out-do a terrier in a badger-hole, in uneartiiing a 
Resetter of stolen goods — how they steal on a thoughtless troop of Night- 
nymphs as a spaniel winds the unsuspecting Covey — or how they riot o'er 
a ravaged B — dy-house, as a cat does o'er a plundered Mouse-nest — how 
they new-vanip old Cluirches, aiming at appearances of Piety — ])lan 
Squares and Colleges, to pass for men of taste and learning, &c. , &c. , &c. ; 
while old Edinburgh, like the doating Mother of a parcel of rakehelly 
Prodigals, may sing, * Hooly and Fairly,' or cry * Wae 's me that e'er I 
saw ye!' but still must put her hand in her pocket and pay whatever 
scores the young dogs think proper to contract.) I was going to say — 
but this d — mn'd parenthesis has put me out of breath — tliat you should 
get that manufacturer of the tinselled crockery of magisterial reputations, 
who makes so distinguished and distinguishing a figure in the Evening 
Courantf to compose, or rather to compound, something very clever on 
my remarkable frugality ; that I write to one of my most esteeme<l 
friends on this wretched paper, which was originally intended for the 
venal fist of some drunken Exciseman, to take dirty notes in a miserable 
vault of an ale-cellar. 

O Frugality ! thou mother of ten thousand blessings— Thou Cook of 
fat beef and dainty greens ! Thou Manufacturer of warm Shetland hose 
and comfortable surtouts ! Thou old Housewife, darning thy decayed 
stockings, with thy ancient spectacles on thy aged nose ! ! ! — Lead me, 
hand me in thy clutching palsied fist, up those heights, and through those 
thickets, hitherto inaccessible and impervious to my anxious, weary 
feet — not those damn'd Parnassian crags, bleak and harren, where the 

* David Ramnay was proprietor of the EditUmrgh Courant. Under his management that 
newspaper is said to have attained a circulation larger than any of its contemporaries in 
Scotland. 



ELUSLAND. 53 

hungry worshippers of Fame are breathless, clamberiDg, hanging between 
heaven and hell, but these glittering clifis of Potosi, where the all- 
sufficient, all-powerful deity, Wealth, holds his immediate court of joys 
and pleasures ; where the sunny exposure of Plenty, and the hot walls 
of profusion, produce those blissful fruits of Luxury, exotics in this 
world, and natives of Paradise ! I ! Thou withered Sibyl, my sage Con- 
ductress, usher me into the refulgent, adored Presence ! The Power, 
splendid and potent as he now is, was once the puling nursling of thy 
faithful care and tender arms ! Call me thy son, thy cousin, thy kins- 
man or favorite, and adjure the god by the scenes of his infant years 
no longer to repulse me as a stranger or an alien, but to favor me with 
his peculiar. countenance and protection I He daily bestows his gi-eatest 
kindnesses on the undeserving and the worthless — assure him that I 
bring ample documents of meritorious demerits ! Pledge yourself for 
me, that, for the glorious cause of lucre, I will do any thing, be any 
thing — but the horse-leech of private Oppression or the vulture of public 
Robbery I ! ! ! 

But, to descend from heroics — what, in the name of all the devils 
at once, have you done with my trunk ? Please let me have it by the 
first carrier, except his name lie Niven ; he is a rascal who imposed, or 
would have imposed, on me the other day most infamously. 

I want a * Shakespear ' — let me know what plays your used copy of 
Bell's 'Shakespear' wants. I want likewise an English dictionary — 
Johnson's, I suppose, is best [In] these and all my Prose commissions, 
the cheapest is always the best for me. There is a small debt of 
honor that I owe Mr Robert Cleghorn, in Saughton Mills, my worthy 
friend and your well-wisher : please give him, and urge him to take it, 
the first time you see him, ten shillings' worth of any thing you have to 
sell, and place it to my account. 

The library scheme that I mentioned to you is already begun, under 
the direction of Captain Riddel and me ! There is another, in emulation 
of it, going on at Closebum, under the auspices of Mr Menteath of 
Closebum,* which will be on a greater scale than ours. I have likewise 
secured it for you. Captain Riddel gave his infant society a great 
many of his old books, else I had written you on that subject ; but, one 
of these days, I shall trouble you with a Commission for * The Monkland 
Friendly Society.* A copy of T/ie Spectator, Mirror, Lounger, Man of 
Fe-ding, Man of the World, Guthrie's Geographical Grammar, with some 
religious pieces, will likely be our first order. 

Write me first post and send me the address of Stuart, Publisher of 
The Star newspaper: this I l>cg particularly, but do not speak of it. 
I'll expect along with the trunk, my Ainslie's map of Scotland ;t and if 

• Bev. Sir James Stnart-Menteath, Rector of Barrowby, Lincolnshire, who had purchased 
Closebiirn estate from Sir Thomas Kirkitatrick in 1783. William Stewart was his Ikctor. 

t SooUand drawn and etiffrav'd from a Series of Angles and Astronomical OhtervaHoM ; by 
John Ainslie, Land Surveyor, was published on January 1st, 1789, by John and James 
Aiuslie, Edinburgh. The map measures 6 feet by 5 feet 8 iuches. 
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you could send your boy to Mr Beugo, Engraver : he lias a pictnre of uiiue 
a-framing, which will be ready by this time. You see the free<loni I 
take with you. Please direct any parcels to nie to the care of Walter 
Auld, Saddler, Dumfries. When I grow richer, I will write to you on 
gilt-post, to make amends for this siieet. At present, every guinea 
has a five-guinea errand with, My dear Sir, your faithful, poor but 
honest, friend, R. B. 

(By Stuart, I mean the famous Stuart who differed with the rest of 
the proprietors and set up by himself.) 

"We now come to a circumstance in Burns's life regarding which 
little information is available. The difficulty of writing the story 
of his connection with the periodical publications of his day is due 
partly to his extreme reticence, and partly to the fact that last 
century little attempt was made to preserve, for future refQrence, 
the newspapers of the time. Although Burns had been an occa- 
sional contributor to more than one periodical, it was not until 
early in 1789 that an offer was made to him to become a regular 
contributor to the press. 

Early in the seventies, Charles and Peter Stuart — who came 
of a family which claimed kindred with the royal house of 
Stuart — left their home in Edinburgh to settle as printers in 
London. In 1778 they were joined by a younger brother, Daniel. 
Charles, the eldest, who had been the school-fellow and intimate 
friend of Robert Fergusson, had an inclination for the stage, and 
became a playwright. Peter and Daniel stuck to printing, and 
were sufficiently successful to bo able to start in business for 
themselves. In 1788 the printing of the Mcyrninij Post was 
transferred to them. From printers the brothers became editors 
and proprietors.* 

In the same year — three years only after the appearance of the 
more famous Tiuies — Peter resigned his place on the Morning Post 
to undertake the issuing of the first (daily) evening paper, The 
Star, lie had seen in the facilities offered by Palmer's mail- 

• In 1795-6 the Stuarts purchased The Grade and the Morning Post. Daniel— then only 
twenty-nine years of age— took charge of the Post, and before many months had passed 
he had gathered round him a brilliant staff of writers, including Coleridge, Lamb, Southey, 
and Wordsworth, and raised his pajyer to a leading place among the newsiKipers of tlie 
(lay. He, Perry, and Walter were the three great editors of the end of the eighteenth 
century. Peter superintended The Grade, also with success. In 1806 he inserted In his 
paper an article expressing sympathy with Ix)rd Melville. He was summoned before the 
House of Commons— charged with libel, and taken into custody ; on apologising he was 
* reprimanded and admonished.' 
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coach a ready means of circulation. He chose as editor Andrew 
Macdouald, a brother Scot and a well-known dramatic writer, and 
gathered round him a staff of young men who soon ' made ' the 
paper. It continued for many years the leading evening paper 
on the Whig side. Under the title of The Star and Eoeniivj 
Advertiser^ the first number was issued on Saturday, May 3, 1788, 
and (although the name was slightly altered more than once) it 
was published regularly until 1831, when it was incorporated with 
Tlie Albioiu It seems to have been while looking round for 
assistance that the proprietor turned to Bums and offered him 
'for communications to the paper, a small salary quite as large as 
his Excise office emoluments.' Burns did not see his way to 
accept such an offer, but promised to be an occasional contributor, 
and Stuart in return sent him his paper. The Poet's thanks were 
expressed in a letter which the proprietor inserted in the issue of 
the 7th May following. 

TO MR PETER STUART. 

{E)\d o/ApHl 1789.] 

Mr Printer — Your gooilness oppresses me — * Talbot's death was woe 
enough though it had ended there. ' 

Your polite exculpation of me in your paper was enough. The paper 
itself is more than I can in decency accept of, as I can do little or nothing 
on my part to requite the obligation. For this reason, I am to be at 
liberty to resign your favour at pleasure, without any imputation of 
little pride or pettish humour. 

I have had my usual luck in receiving your paper. They have all 
come to hand except the two which I most wanted, the 17th and 18th, in 
which I understand my verses are. So it has been with nie always. A 
damned Star has almost all my life usurped my zenith and squinte<l out 
the cursed rays of its malign influences. In the strong language of the old 
Hebrew Seer — * And Ijehold, whatsoever he purpo«eth, it shall not come 
to pass ; and whatsoever he doth, it shall not pros])er.' 

Any alterations you think necessary in my trifles, make them and 
welcome. In political principles, I promise you I shall l)e seldom out of 
the way ; as I could lay down my life for that amiable, gallant, generous 
fellow, our heir-apparent. Allow me to correct the addresses you give 
me : — I am not R. B. , Esq. No Poet, by statute of Parnassus, has a right, 
as an author, to assume Esquire, except he has had the honour to dedi- 
cate, 'by permission,' to a Prince, if not to a King; so I am as yet 
simply, Mr Robert Burns, at your service. The preceding are yours, 
'as you like it.' The Ode is a compliment I paid to that venerable 
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votary of iron avance and sordid piide— the late Mrs Oswald of Aachen - 

criiive, N , Ayrehire. The Epitaph ['Epitaph on a Miser/ initialled 

• G. T.'j* is not mine. I must beg of you never to put my name to any- 
thing I send, except whei'e I myself set it down at the head or foot of 
the piece. I am charmed with your pa|)er. I wish it was more in my 
power to contribute to it; but over and above a comfortable stock of 
laziness, of which, or rather, hy which, I am possessed, the regions of my 
fancy are dreadfully subject to baleful east-winds, which, at times, for 
months together, wither every bud and blossom, and turn the whole into 
an arid waste. From which evil, good Lord deliver us ! Amen I 

R. B. 

In tho same column with that letter ap(>eaTed another as 
preface to the * Ode ' — probably the most elaborately severe of all 
Bums's writings. 

Mr Printer — I know not who is the author of the following poem, 
but I think it contains some equally well-told and just compliments to 
the memory of a Matron who, a few months ago, much against her 
private inclinations, left this good world and twice five good thousands 
per annum behind her. 

We are told, by very respectable authority, that * the righteous die, and 
none regardeth ; * but as this was hy no means the case in i)oint with the 
departed beldam, for whose memory I have the honour to interest myself, 
it is not easy guessing wliy ])r()se and verse have both said so little on 
the death of the owner of ten thousand a vear. 

I dLslike partial respect of persons and am hurt to see the public make 
such a fuss when a poor pennylcss gipsey is consigned over to Jack 
Ketch and yet scarce take any notice wlien a pui-se-proud Priestess of 
Mammon is, by the inexorable hand of death, pinioned in everlasting 
fetters of ill-gotten gold, and delivered up to that arch-brother among 
the finishers of the law, emphatically called, by our Bard, the Hangman 
of Creation. Tim Nettle. 

ODE 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF MRS OSWALD OF AUCHENCRUIVE.f 

Dweller in yon dungeon dark, 
Hangman of creation, mark ! 
Who in widow-weeds apiKjars, 
Laden with unlionoured years, 
Noosing with care a bursting purse, 
Baited with many a deadly curse ? 

• Probably Gavin Tunibull ; see Vol. IV. 

t ' Dec. 0, 1788, died at lier house in Great George Street, Westminster, Mrs Oswald, 
widow of Richanl Oswald, Es<i., of Anchencrnive.'— JJfnr/oitn* Obituarn. Richard Oswald, 
youngest son of the Rev. George Oswald of Dunuet, settled in London and acquitted great 



BLLISLAND. 57 

STROPHE. 

View the witherM beldam's face — 
Can thy keen inspection trace 
Aught of Humanity's sweet, melting grace ? 
Note tluit eye, 'tis rheum o'erflows — 
Pity's flood there never rose. 
See those hands, ne'er stretch'd to save, 
Hands that took — but never gave. 
Keeper of Mammon's iron chest, 
Lo, there she goes, unpitiod and unblest 
She goes, but not to realms of everlasting rest ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer of Armies ! lift thine eyes 
(A while forbear, ye tort'ring fiends), 
Seest thou whose step, unwilling, hither bends I 
No fallen angel, hurl'd from upper skies ! 
Tis thy trusty, quondam Ma/e, 
Doom'd to share thy fiery fate — 
She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 

E p o D E. 

And are they of no more avail. 
Ten thousand glitt'ring pounds a-year ? 
In other worlds can Mammon fail. 
Omnipotent as he is here? 
0, bitter mock'ry of the pom2)ou8 hier. 
While down the wretched vital 2)art is driv'n ! 
The cave-lodg'd beggar, with a conscience clear. 
Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to Hcav'n. 

The ode illustrates Bums's habit of judging persons and 
tilings by any casual effect they might exercise in his feelings at a 
time when he was inclined to composition. 

wealth OS a merchant and, afterwards, an a Ooveminent contractor during the Seven Tears' 
War. He purchased Auchencniive (parish of St Quivox, Ayrsliire), the ancient seat of the 
Cathcarta, about 1760, and lived there until his death in 1784. He had niarrie<l Mary 
Ramsay (only daughter and heiress of Alexander Ramsay of Jamaica), through whom he 
had acquired large estates in America and the West Indies. On his death she removed to 
liondon, and died there. It was while her body was bein); taken to St Quivox, to be laid 
beaide that of her husband, that the cortegH stopped overnight at Sanquhar. Auchou* 
cniive is itill in iKMweasion of the Oswald family. 
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Allan Cunningham lias preserved a pleasanter memorial of one of 
Burns*8 Ayi-sliiro journeys : * He had arrived at Wanlockhead on 
a winter day, when the roads wci*o slippery with ice, and Jenny 
Geddes or Peg Nicolson [more likely, Pegasus] kept her [his] feet 
with difficulty. The blacksmith of the place was busied with 
other pressing matters in the forge and could not spare time for 
frost in<] the shoes of the Poet's mare, and it is likely he would 
have proceeded on his dangei-ous journey had he not bethought 
himself of propitiating the son of Vulcan with verse. He called 
for pen and ink, and wrote these verses to John Taylor, a pci'sou 
of influence in Wanlockhead : 

TO MR JOHN TAYLOR.^ 

With Pegasus upon a day 

Apollo, weary flying, 
Thro' frosty hills the journey lay, 

On foot the way was plying. 

Poor, slip-shod, giddy Pegasus 

Was but a sorry walker, 
To Vulcan then Ajx^llo gaes 

To get a frosty calker.t 

Obliging Vulcan fell to wark, 

Threw by his coat and bonnet ; 
And dill Sol's business in a crack, 

Sol pay'd him with a sonnet. 

Ye Vulcan's Sons of Wanlockhead, 

Pity my sad disaster ! 
My Pegasus is poorly shod, 

I '11 pay you like my Master. 

Jiamage'g, 3 o'clock. ROBT. BURNS. 

It is added that, as this i^oetic note was somewhat enigmatical, 
Mr Sloan sup})leniented it with one in ])ic)se, in which he explained 
that *the whole business was to ask the favour of getting the 

* The MS. of UjIs, witli Sloan's letter attached, is now in AUuway Cottage. 

t A horse is saiil in Scotland to be ' fnwt^d ' or •sharjK'iied' when it is roti^h.shod for 
frosty weather, by liaving the e<lges at the front of the shoes— the calks, calkius, calkcra, 
or caulkers— turned over so as to grip on slippery ground. 
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horse's shoes sharpened.' Mr Taylor, thus enlightened, spoke to 
the smith ; the smith flew to his tools and quickly did Avhat was 
required of him. 

Of earlier date than these letters, however, is one the raison 
iTHre of which is given by Burns himself in the Glenriddel 
volume of prose. Although the 'Address of the Scottish Dis- 
tillers' appeared in The Gazetteer and New Daily Advertiser — 
another London newspaper — it had probably been copied from 
Stuarfs Star* *At the juncture of the king's illness, while the 
Regency Bill was pending, and when every body expected the 
Premier's downfall. Addresses crowded in to liim from all quarters ; 
and among the rest, the following appeared in a newspaper. The 
Addressers, the late Distillers of Scotland, had been lately 
ruined by a positive breach of the Public faith, in a most partial 
tax laid on by the House of Commons, to favour a few opulent 
English Distillers who, it seems, were of vast Electioneering 
consequence.' 

ADDRESS OF THE SCOTTISH DISTILLERS TO THE RIGHT 

HONBLE. WILLIAM PITT. 

[February 1789.] 

Sir — While pursy Burgesses crowd your gate, sweating under the 
weight of heavy Addresses, permit us, the quondam Distillers in that part 
of Great Britain called Scotland, to approach you, not with venal a])pro- 
bation, but with fraternal condolence ; not as what yon just now are, or 
for some time have been, but as what, in all probability, you will shortly 
be. We will liave the merit of not deserting our friends in the day of 
their calamity, and you will have the satisfaction of perusing at least 
one honest Address. You are well acquainted with the dissection of 
human nature; nor do you need the assistance of a fellow-ci-eature's 
bosom to inform you that Man is always a selfish, often a i^erHdious, 
being. This assertion, however the hasty conclusions of superficial 
observation may doubt it, or the raw inexperience of youth may deny it, 
those who make the fatal experiment we have done, will feel it You 
are a Statesman, and consequently are not ignorant of the traffic of these 
Corporation Compliments. The little Great Man who drives the Borough 
to market, and the very Great Man who buys the liorough in that market, 
they two do the whole business ; and you well know they, likewise, have 
their price. With that sullen disdain which you can so well assume, rise, 
illustrious Sir, and spurn these hireling efforts of venal stupidity. They 
are the compliments of a man's friends on the morning of his execution : 

* Such was the cam with the Rong ' Anna, thy charms my boaom Are/ which appeared 
iu The GaxttUtr two days after publication in St\MrV$ Star, 
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they take a decent farewell, resign you to your fate and Lurry away 
from Vour approaching hour. 

If Fame say true and omens be not very much mistaken, You are about 
to make your exit from that world where the sun of gladness gilds the 
path of prosperous men : permit us, Great Sir, with the sympathy of 
fellow-feeling, to hail your passage to the realms of ruin. Whether the 
sentiment proceed from the selfishness or cowardice of mankind is 
immaterial ; but to a child of misfortune, pointing him out those who are 
still more unhappy, is giving him some degree of positive enjoyment. 
In this light, Sir, our downfall may be again useful to you : though not 
exactly in the same way, it is not perhaps the first time it has gratified 
your feelings. It is true, the triumph of your evil star is exceedingly 
despiteful. At an age when others are the votaries of Pleasure or 
underlings in business, you had attained the highest wish of a Biitish 
Statesman ; and, with the ordinary date of human life, what a prospect 
was before you ! Deeply rooted in Royal favour, you overshadowed the 
Land ; the birds of passage which follow Ministeiial sunshine through 
every clime of Political faith and manners flocked to your branches ; and 
the beasts of the field, the lordly possessors of hills and vallies, crowded 
under your shade. * But behold a watcher, a holy one, came down from 
Heaven, and cried aloud, aud said thus : Hew down the tree and cut off 
his branches ; shake off his leaves and scatter his fruit ; let the beasts 
get away from under it and the fowls from his branches ! ' A blow from 
an unthought-of quarter, one of those terrible accidents * which peculiarly 
mark the hand of Omnipotence, overset your career and laid all your 
fancied honoui's in the dust. But turn your eyes, Sir, to the tragic scenes 
of our fate. An ancient Nation that for many ages had gallantly main- 
tained the unequal struggle for independence with her much more 
powerful neighbour, at last agrees to a Union which should ever after 
make them one People. In consideration of certain circumstances, it was 
covenanted that the former should enjoy a stipulated alleviation in her 
share of the public burdens, particularly in that branch of the revenue 
called the Excise. This just privilege has of late given great umbrage 
to some interested, powerful individuals of the more potent half of the 
empire, and they have spared no wicked pains, under insidious pretexts, 
to subvert, what they yet di*eaded, the spirit of their ancient enemies, 
too much openly to attack. In this conspiracy we fell : nor did we alone 
suffer: our Country Avas deeply wounded. A number of, we will say 
it, respectable individuals, largely engaged in trade, where we were not 
only useful but absolute necessiiry to our Country in her dearest interests ; 
we, with all that was near and dear to us, were sacrificed without remorse 
to the Infernal deity of Pt>]itical Expediency ! Not that sound policy, the 
good of the whole ; we fell to gratify the wishes of dark Envy, and the 
views of unprincipled Ambition I Your foes. Sir, were avowed : you fell 

• In November 1788-February 1789, the king's insanity and the regency controversy 
seriously threat^rned Pitt's position, and he thouglit of returning to work at the bar. 
lie wtui triumphant again iu October 1790. 
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in the face of day : your enemies were too brave to take an ungenerons 
advantage. On the contrary, onr enemies, to complete our overthrow, 
contrived to make their guilt appear the villainy of a Nation. Your 
downfall only drags with you your private friends and partizans ; in 
our misery are, more or less, involved the most numerous and the most 
valuable part of the Community— all those who immediately depend on 
the cultivation of the soil, from the landlonl of a province down to his 
lowest hind. 

Allow us. Sir, yet further, just to hint at another rich vein of comfort 
in the dreary regions of Adversity : the gratulations of an approving 
conscience. In a certain Great Assembly of which you are a distingnishecl 
member, panegyrics on your private virtues have so often wounded your 
delicacy that we shall not distress you with any thing on the subject. 
There is, however, one part of your public conduct which our feelings 
will not permit us to pass in silence : our gratitude must trespass on your 
mo<le8ty : we mean, worthy Sir, your whole behaviour to the Scots 
Distillers. In evil hours, when obtrusive recollection presses bitterly on 
the sense, let that. Sir, come like a healing angel and speak the peace 
to your soul which the world can neither give nor take away. 

We have the honor to be. Sir, your sympathising fellow-sufferers and 
grateful humble servants, John Barleycorn — Preses, 

Another contribution shows Burns's persistent interest in the 
political movements of his time. In consequence of the illness 
of the king, a Regency Bill was introduced. Fox was for giving 
all power to the Prince of Wales — the proposed regent ; Pitt was 
for restrictions on that power. The Bill had passed the Commons, 
and been read a second time in the Lords, when it was announced 
that the king was recovering. The Bill was therefore withdrawn. 
The following ode, dated from * Edinburgh, April 7,* and signed 
*Agricola/ was preceded by this note: *As the following fanciful 
verses contain the genuine energy and commanding spirit of Poetry, 
the Printer is happy in communicating them to the Public ; and 
he assures his Readers, notwithstanding they api)ear under a 
fictitious signature, that they are the production of a Genius who 
ranks very high in the Republic of letters.' 

ODE TO THE DEPARTED REGENCY-BILL, 1789. 

Ellibland, I7th March 1789. 

Daughter of Chaos* doting years ! 
Nurse of ten thousand hopes and fears ! 
Whether thy airy, unsubstantial Shade 
(The rights of sepulture now duly paid) 
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Spread abroad its hideous form 
On the roaring Civil Storm, 
Deafening din and warring rage • 
Factions wild with factions wage ; 
Or under ground, deep-sunk, profound, 

Among the demons of the earth. 
With groans that make the mountains shake, 

Thou mourn thy ill-starred, blighted birth ; 
Or in the uncreated Void 

Where seeds of future-being fight, 
With lessened stop thou wander wide, 

To greet thy Mother — Ancient Night,* 
And as each jarring, monster mass is past, 
Fond recollect what once thou wast : 
In manner due, beneath this sacred oak, 
Hear, Spirit, hear ! thy presence I invoke ! 

By a Monarch's heaven-struck fate ! 
By a disunited State ! 
liy a generous Prince's wrongs ! 
By a Senate's strife of tongues ! 
By a Premier's sullen pri<le, 
Louring on the changing tide ! 
By dread Thurlow's powers to awe, 
Rhetoric, bhisphemy and law ! 
By the turbulent ocean, 
A Nation's commotion ! 
By the harlot-caresses 
Of borough-addresses ! 
By days few and evil ! 
Thy portion, poor devil ! 
By Power, Wealth, Show ! the gods by men adored ! 
By Nameless Poverty ! (Their hell abhorred !) 
By all they hope ! By all they fear ! 
Hear ! ! ! And Appear ! ! ! 

Stare not on me, thou ghastly Power ; 
Nor grim with chained defiance lour : 

* Milton's ' chaos and ancient night ' again. 
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Ko Babel-structure would I build 

Where, Order exil'd from his native sway, 

Confusion may the KEGSNT-sceptre wield, 

While all would rule and none obey : 

Go ! to the world of Man relate 

The story of thy sad, eventful fate ! 

And call Presumptuous Hope to hear. 

And bid him check his blind career, 

And tell the sore-prest sons of Care, 
Never, never to despair ! * 

Paint Charles's speed on wings of fire, 
The object of his fond desire, 
Beyond his boldest hopes, at hand : 
Paint all the triumph of the Portland Band : t 
Mark how they lift the joy -exulting voice ; 
And how their numerous Creditors rejoice : 
But just as hopes to warm enjoyment rise. 
Cry CoNVALBSOENOB ! and the vision flies. 

Then next portray a darkening twilight gloom 
Eclipsing, sad, a gay, rejoicing morn. 
While proud Ambition to th' untimely tomb 

By gnashing, grim, despairing fiends is borne : 
Paint ruin, in the shape of high D[unda8], 

Guping with giddy terror o*er the brow ; 
In vain he struggles, the Fates behind him press. 

And clamorous hell yawns for her pi-ey below : 
How fallen That, whose pride late scaled the skies ! 
And TliiSy like Lucifer, no more to rise ! 

Again pronounce the powerful word ; 
See Day, triumphant from the night, restored. 

Then know this truth, ye Sons of Men ! 
(Thus end thy moral tale) 
Your darkest terrors may be vain, 
Your brightest hojies may fail. 

• From Tkn Mnmpte o/Alfrtd^ by James ThomBon an«l Dftvl«l Mallet. 
t TlieCUiinl) Duke of Portland vrsM nominal liead of the 'Coalition MiniHtry' of 1783, of 
which *Char1«i' (Charles James Fox) vea» the chief member. 
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A month later we find another communication — this time a 
parody of a psalm — proving that Tlie Star was what Burns had 
said of it — *a blasphemous party newspaper.' Thursday, 23d 
April, was appointed a day of public thanksgiving for the 
recovery of the king. Burns looked on the ' whole business as a 
solemn farce of pageant mummery/ and composed some ' Stanzas 
of Psalmody.* 

KlLMAJiNOCK, April 80. 

Mr Printer — In a certain Chapel not fifty leagues from the market* 
cross of this good town, the following stanz&s of Psalmody, it is said, 
were composed for, and devoutly sung on, the late joyful solemnity, on 
the 23rd lust. 

0, sing a new song to the Lord 1 

Make, all and every one, 
A joyful noise, ev'n for the king 

His Kestoration. 

The sons of Belial in the land 

Did set their heads togotlicr ; 
Come, let us sweep them off, said they 

Like an o'erflowing river. 

They set their heads togetlier, I say, 

They set their lieads together : 
On right, and left, and every hand, 

We saw none to deliver. 

Thou madost strong two chosen Ones, 

To quell the Wicked's pride : 
That Young Man,* great in Tssjichnr 

The bunlen-bearing Tribe. 

And him, among the Princes chief 

In our Jerusalem, 
The Judge that 's mighty in Thy law, t 

The Man that fears Thy name. 

• William Pitt. 

t Eclwanl Thiirlow, then Tx)rcl niancellor. Titt and * lighting Thnrlow * bad opposrsl 
(for personal and party reasons) the appointment of a regent anne<l with all the powers of 
a king. 
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Yet they, even they, with all their might, 

Began to faint and fail ; 
Even as two howling, ravening wolves 

To dogs do turn their tail. 

Th' Ungodly o'er the Just prevailed. 

For so Thou hadst appointed. 
That Thou might'st greater glory give 

Unto Thine own Anointed. 

And now Thou hast restor'd our State, 

Pity our kirk also, 
For she by tribulations 

Is now brought very low ! 

Consume that High-Place, Patronage, 

From off thine holy hill ; 
And in Thy fury burn the book 

Even of that man M*Gill.* 



Now hear our Prayer, accept our Song, 

And fight Thy Chosen's battle : 
We seek but little, Lord, from Thee, 

Thou kens we get as little. 

Duncan M*Leerie. 

There is usually printed in Burns*s works an ode, entitled 
* Delia,' which, from its lack of force and true feeling, many critics 
have suspected not to be his composition. Allan Cunningham 
tells a feasible-enough-looking story regarding it: *One day when 
the poet was at Brownhill, in Nithsdale, a friend read some verses 
composed after the pattern of Po])e's song by a person of quality, 
and said : " Burns, this is beyond you ; the muse of Kyle cannot 
match the muse of London City." The poet took the paper, 
hummed the verses over, and then recited " Delia, an Ode." * 
Tliis also seems to have been communicated to Stuart. 

* Eitay on the dtatk of Jesus Christ, by WiUiain M'Gill. (See below, p. 91). 
VOL. III. S 
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Mr Printer — If the productions of a simple ploughinan can merit a 
place in the same paper with Sylvester Otway and the other favourites 
of the Muses who illuminate the Star with the lustre of genius, your 
insertion of the enclosed trifle will be succeeded by future communica- 
tions from — Yours, &c., K. BURNS. 

Elliklaxd, ntar Dumfriei^ 
18f A May 1789. 

DELIA. AN ODE. 

Fair the face of orient day, 

Fair the tints of opening rose ; 
But fairer still my Delia dawns, 

More lovely far her beauty shows. 

Sweet the lark's wild warbled lay. 

Sweet the tinkling rill to hear ; 
But, Delia, more delightful still 

Steal tbine accents on mine ear. 

The flower-ennniourM, busy bee 

The rosy banquet loves to sip ; 
Sweet the streamlet's limpid laps 

To tbo sun-brown'd Arab's lip. 

But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 

Let mo, no vagrant insect, rovo ; 
let me steal one liquid kiss, 

For, oil ! my soul is parclied with love ! 



TO MR WILLIAM BURNS. 

Isi.E, \Uh April 1780. 

My dear William— I am extremely sorry at tlie misfortune of your 
legs ; I l»eg you will never let any worhlly concern interfere with the 
more serious matter, the safety of your life and liin))S. I have not time 
in these hurried days to write you anytliing other than a mere how cV ijc 
letter. I will only repeat my favourite quotation :— 

Wliat proves the hero truly great 
Is never, never to despair.* 

* The Mu»i^ie of Alfred is once more tlrawn tijion by tlie poet. 
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My house shall he your welcome home ; an<l as I know your pradeuca 
(would to God you had resolution equal to your prudence/); if, any^ 
where at a distance from friends, you slionld need money, you know my 
direction hy post. 

Tlie inclosed is from Gilhert, brought hy your sister Nanny. It was 
unluckily forgot. Yours to Gilbert goes by post. I heard from them 
yestenlay, they are all well. Adieu. R. B. 

TO MR JAMES JOHNSON. 

Bllisland, 24tii April 1789. 

Dear Sir— My trunk was unaccountably delayed in Edinburgh, and 
did not reach me till about ten days ago ; so I had not much time of 
your muHic. I have sent you a list that I approve of, but I beg and 
insist that you will never allow my opinion to overrule yours. I will 
write you more at large next post, as I, at present, have scarce time to 
subscribe myself, dear Sir, yours sincerely, ROBT. Burns. 

Burns had paid a visit this spring to Mr M*Murdo,* at Drumlan- 
rig Castle, and had been charmed by the kindness of his reception. 
Having occasion soon after to send to Mrs M*Miirdo a poem which 
he had recited to her family in an imperfect state, he accompanied 
it with a letter of thanks. 

TO MRS M*MURD0, DRUMLANRIO. 

Elusland, 2nd May 1789. 

Madam — I have finished the piece which had the happy fortune to lie 
honored with your approbation ; and never did little Miss, with more 
sparkling pleasure, hIiow her applaude<l sampler to ]>artial Mamma, than 
1 now send my Poem to you and Mr M'Murdo, if he is returned to 
Drumlanrig. You cannot e:isily imagine what thin-skinne<l animals — 
what sensitive plants, poor Poets are. How do we shrink into the em- 
bittere<l comer of self-abasement when neglected or condemned by those 
to whom we look uj) ! and how do we, in erect importance, add another 
cubit to onr stature on being noticed and applauded by those whom we 
honor an<l respect ! My late visit to Drumlaniig has, 1 can tell you. 
Madam, given me a balloon waft up Parnassus, where on my fancied 
elevation I regard my poetic self with no small degree of complacency. 

Surely with all their sins, the rhyming tribe are not ungrateful 
creatures. I recollect your gooilness to your humble guest— I see Mr 
M'Murdo adding to the politeness of the (vcntleman the kindness of a 
Friend, and my heart swells as it would burst, M'ith warm emotions and 
ardent wishes ! It may l>e it is not gratitude, at least it may l>e a mixed 

* John M'Munio (1743-1803) was (lescen<lcd from a family which was long connected 
with Dnnscortt. HIh Tiithor alno hail been chamberlain at Drumlaurig. Mm M'Murdo was 
a (laughter of Provotit Blair of Dumfries. 
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sensation. That strange, shifting, doubling animal MAN is so generally 
at best, but a negative, often a worthless, creature, that we cannot see 
real Goodness and native Worth without feeling the bosom glow with 
sympathetic approbation. With every sentiment of grateful respect, I 
have the honor to be, Madam, your obliged and grateful humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Bllislamd, 4th Moff 1780.* 

Yon see, Madam, that I am returned to my folio epistles again. I no 
sooner hit on any poetic plan or fancy but I wish to send it to you ; and 
if knowing and reading them gives half the pleasui-e to you, that com- 
municating them to you gives to me, I am satisfied. 

As I am not devoutly attached to a certain monarch, I cannot say 
that my heart ran any risk of bursting, on Thursday was se*ennight,t 
with the struggling emotions of gratitude. God forgive me for speaking 
evil of dignities ! but I must say that I look on the whole business as 
a solenm farce of fragrant mummery. The following are a few stanzas 
of new Psalmody for that 'joyful solemnity,* which I sent to a London 
newspaper with the date and preface following. 

[Stanzas beginning * O sing a new song to the Lord.'] 

So much for Psalmody. You must know that the publisher of one 
of tiie most blasphemous party London newspapers is an acquaintance 
of mine, and as I am a little tinctured with Buff and Blue myself, I now 
and then help him to a stanza. 

I have another poetic whim in my head, which I at present detlicate, 
or rather inscribe, to the Rt. Honble. Ch. J. Fox, Esquire ; but how long 
that fancy may hold, I can't say. A few of the first lines I have just 
rough-sketched as follows : — 

SKETCH. 

INSCRIBED TO CHARLES JAMES FOX, ESQ. 

How Wisdom and Folly meet, mix and unite ; 
How Virtue and Vice blend their black and their wliite ; 
How Genius, th' illustrious father of fiction, 
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction — 
I sing : If these mortals, the critics, should bustle, 
I care not, not I — let the critics go whistle ! 

But now for a patron, whose name and whose glory 
At once may illustrate and honor my story. 

• Dr Currie gave the date of this letter as 4th April 1789— an impossible one. 
t Tlie public thanksgiving in St Paul's for the kings recovery from mental derangement 
V>ok place on 23<1 April. 
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Thou first of our orators, first of our wits, 
Tet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky hits, 
With knowledge so vast and with judgment so strong, 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went far wrong ; 
With passions so potent and fancies so bright. 
No man with the half of 'em e'er went quite right ; 
A Sony, poor, misbegot son of the muses, 
For using thy name ofifers fifty excuses. 

Grood L — d, what is man ! for as simple he looks, 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ; 
With his depths and his shallows, his good and his evil. 
All in all he 's a problem must puzzle the devil. 

On his one ruling passion Sir Pope* hugely labours. 
That, like tli' old Hebrew walking-switch, eats up its neighbours : 
Mankind are his show-box — a friend, would you know him ] 
Pull the string, ruling passion the picture will shew him. 
What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system. 
One trifling particular, truths should have miss'd him ; 
For, spite of his fine theoretic positions. 
Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all our qualities, each to its tribe. 
And think human nature they truly describe ; 
Have you found this or t' other ? there *s more in the wind, 
As by one drunken fellow his comrades you 'U find. 
But such is the flaw, or the depth of the plan, 
In the make of that wonderful creature call'd Man ; 
No two virtues, whatever relation they claim. 
Nor even two diflerent shades of the same, 
Though like as was ever twin brother to brother. 
Possessing the one shall imply you 've the other, t 

But truce with abstraction, and truce with a Muse 
Whose rhymes you '11 perhaps. Sir, ne'er deign to peruse : 

* Pope'fl Enay on Man. 

t The verses following this line were first printed, fh>in tlie roanuscript, in the second 
Aldine edition (1839)i 



70 LIFE AND WORKS OP BURNS. 

Will you leave your justings, your jars and your quarrels, 

Contending with Billy * for proud-noddiug laurels ? 

My much-liouor'd Patron, believe your poor poet, 

Your courage, much more than your prudence, you show it : 

In vain with Squire Billy for laurels you struggle ; 

He '11 have them by fair trade, if not, he will smuggle : 

Kot cabinets even of kings would conceal *em, 

He 'd up the back-stairs, and by G — he would steal 'em I 

Tlien feats like Squire Billy's you ne'er can achieve 'em ; 

It is not, out-do him — the task is, out-thieve him ! 

I beg your pardon for troubling you with the enclosed to the Major's 
tenant before the gate ; it is to I'equest him to look uie out two milk 
cow» ; one for myself and another for Captain Riddel of Glenriddel, a 
very obliging neighbour of mine. John very obligingly offered to do so 
for me ; and I will either serve myself that way or at Mauchline fair. 
It happens on the 20th curt., and the Sunday preceding it I ho])e to have 
the honor of assuring yon in person how sincerely I am, Madam, your 
higlily obliged and most obedient humble servant, Kobt. Burns. 



TO MR ALEXANDER C U N N I N O H A M.t 

Ellislani), 4th May 1789. 

My Dear Sir — Your dnlyfrcc Favor of the 2Gth April I received two 
days ago. I will not say I perused it with pleasure; that is the cold 
coinj)Unient of ceremony ; I perused it, Sir, with delicious satisfaction. 
In short, it is such a letter that not you nor your friend, but the 
Legislature, by express Proviso in their Postage laws, should frank. A 
letter informed with all the glowing soul of friendship is such an honor 
to Human nature, that they should order it free ingress and egress to and 
from their bags and mails, as an encouragement and mark of distinction 
to supereminent Virtue. 

I have just put the last hand to a little Poem which I think will be 
something to your taste. One morning lately, as I was out pretty early 
in the fields sowing some grass-seeds, I heard the burst of a shot from a 
neighbouring Plantation, and presently a poor little wounded hare came 
crippling l»y me. You will guess my indignation at the inhuman fellow 
who could shoot a hare at this season, when they all of them have young 
ones ; and it gave me no little gloomy satisfaction to see the i)0(>r injured 
creature escape him. Indeed, tliere is something in all tliat multiform 
business of destroying, for our sjmrt, individuals in the animal creation 
that do not injure us mat-erially, that 1 could never reconcile to my ideas 
of native Virtue and eternal Right. 

♦ William Pitt. 

t Here first given completely from the MS.— now in the Observatory at Dunifiios. 
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ON SEEING A FELLOW WOUND A HARE 
WITH A SHOT, APRIL 1789. 

Inliuniau man ! curse on thy barb'roiis art, 

And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ! 

May never Pity soothe thee with a sigh, 
Nor ever Pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wand'rer of the wood and field, 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes or verdant plains 

To thee or home or food or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled innocent, some wonted form ; rettting-p ™ce 

Tliat wonted form, alas ! thy dying bed, 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 

The cold earth with thy blood-stain'd bosom warm. 

Perhaps a mother's anguish adds its woe ; 
The playful pair crowd fondly by thy side : 
Ah, helpless nurslings, who will now provide 

That life a mother only can bestow ? 

Oft as by winding Nith I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I '11 miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruthless wretch and mourn thy hapless fate. 

(For an important addition to this letter, see Appendix I.] 

Let me know how you like my Poem. I am doubtful whether it 
would not be an improvement to keep out the last stanza but one, 
altogether.* 

Cleghom is a glorious production of the author of Man.t You, He 
and the noble Colonel t of the Crochallan Fenciblea, are to me 

Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart. § 

I have a good mind to make verses on you all, to the tune of ' Three gude 

fallows ayont yon glen.' By the way, do look in on poor JohuHOii how he 

comes on. I sent him a list of what / would chitse for his thii-d Volume. 

Adieu I God bless you ! Robt. Burns. 

* It was omitted in the 1793 ed. See finished version, p. 76. 

t Robert Cleghom of tiaugliton Mills. 

X William Dunbar, W.S. 

f ' As dear to ine as are the ruddy drops 

Tliat visit iny sad heart.' — Suakesi'Kaiik's Julius Couar. 
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TO MR WILLIAM BURNS, SADDLER, IN THE SHOP OF MR 
NICHOLSON, NEWGATE STREET, NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE. 

Bllisland, bth May 1789. 

My DEAR William — I am happy to hear by yours from Newcastle, 
that you are getting some employ. Remember, 

On Reason build HesoWe, 
That column of true majesty in man. 

I had a visit of your old landlord. In the midst of a drunken frolic 
in Dumfries, he took it into his head to come and see me ; and I took 
all the pains in my power to please and entertain the old veteran. He 
is high in your praises, and I would advise you to cultivate his friendship, 
as he is, in his way, a worthy, and to you may l>e a useful, man. 

Anderson I hope will have your shoes i-eady to send by the waggon 
to-morrow. I forgot to mention the circumstance of making them 
pumps ; but I suppose good calf shoes will be no great mistake. Wattie 
has paid me for the thongs. 

What would you think of making a little inquiry how husbandry 
matters go, as you travel, and if one thing fail, you might try another? 

Your falling in love is indeed a phenomenon. To a fellow of your 
turn it cannot l>e hurtful. I am, you know, a veteran in these cam- 
paigns, so let me advise you always to pay your particular assiduities 
and try for intimacy as soon as you feel the fii-st symptoms of passion ; 
this is not only best, as making the most of the little entertainment 
which the sportabilities of distant addresses always give, but is the l)e8t 
preservative for one's peace. I need not caution you a1>ont guilty 
amoui*s — they are bad everywhere, but in England they are the devil. 
I shall be in Ayrshire about a fortnight. Your sisters send their compli- 
ments. God bless you ! Robert Burns.* 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 

Elusland, IBth May 1789. 

Sir, — Though I intend making a little manuscript-book of my unpub- 
lished poems for Mrs Graham, yet I cannot forbear in the meantime 
sending her the enclosed, which was the production of the other day.t 
In the plea of humanity, the la<Ues, to their honour be it spoken, are ever 
warmly interested. That is one reason of my troubling you with this ; 
another motive I have is a hackneyed subject in my letters to you — 

* It is possible, though not probable, that Bums may have misdated this letter, and that 
it was written in 1790. His brother William is not known positively to have lived in New- 
castle till 1790, although he was in L<mgtown in March 1789, and in Morpeth in November 
of the same year. On the other hand, ho may have obtained temporary employment in 
Newcastle before going to Mori)eth. 

t Probably the ' Verses on seeing a wounded hare.' 
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God help a poor devil who carries about with him a load of gratitude of 
which he can never hope to ease his shoulders hut at the expense of his 
heart I I waiteil on Collector Mitchell with your letter. It happened 
to be collection-day, so he was very busy ; but he received me with the 
otnioBt politeness, and made me promise to call on him soon. As I 
don't wish to degrade myself to a hungry rook, gaping for a morsel, I 
shall just give him a hint of my wishes. I am going on with a bold 
hand in my farm, and am certain of holding it with safety for thi-ee or 
four years ; and I think, if some cursed malevolent star had not taken 
irremovcable possession of my zenith, that your patronage and my own 
priority then as an expectant, should run a fair chance for the division 
I want. By the bye, the Excise instnictions you mentioned were not 
in the bundle; but 'tis no matter; Marshall in his Yorkshire* and par- 
ticularly that extraordinary man, Smith, in his Wealth of Nations^ fmd 
me leisure employment enough. I could not have given any mere vian 
credit for half the intelligence Mr Smith discovers in his l)ook. I would 
covet much to have his ideas respecting the present state of some 
quarters of the world that are, or have been, the scenes of considerable 
revolutions since his book was written. Though I take the advantage 
of your goodness, and presume to send you any new poetic thing of 
mine, I nnist not tax you with answers to each of my idle letters. I 
remember you talked of being this way with my honoured friend, Sir 
William Murray, in the course of this summer. You cannot imagine, 
sir, how happy it would make me, should you, too, illuminate my 
humble domicile. You will certainly do me the honour to partake of a 
farmer's dinner with me. T shall promise you a piece of good old beef, 
a chicken or perhaps a Nith salmon fresh from the weir, and a glass 
of good punch, on the shortest notice; and allow me to say that Cin- 
cinnatus or Fabricius, who presided in the august Roman senate and 
led their invincible armies, would have jumped at such a dinner. I 
expect your honours with a kind of enthusiasm. I shall mark the year 
and mark the day, and hand it down to my children's children, as one 
of the most distinguished honours of their ancestor. 

I have the honor to be, with siucerest gratitude, your obliged and very 
humble servant, Kobt. Burns. 



TO LADY BETTY CUNNINGHAM, AT COATES, EDINBURGH.f 

Ellislamd, nmr Dumfries, \^h May 1789. 

My Lady— Though I claim the privilege your Ladyship's goodness 
allows me of sending you copies of anything I compose in the way of my 
Poetic Trade, I must not tax you with noticing each of my idle epistles. 

* Wm. Hanthall (1745-1818), agriculttirist, &c., published Rural Economy of England in 12 
voLi. ; flrat division (2 vols.) dealing with Norfolk and Suflblk (1787), second division 
(2 vols., 1788) deatinf! with Yorkshire. The last division appeareil in 1708. 

t (Toates Ilouse iit now an Episcopal College, and absorbed in the city of Edinburgh. 
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The incloaed piece, pleading the cause of Humanity, is for your Lady- 
ship ; the other, a specimen of the Author's Political Piety, I preeent 
with my humble respects to the noble Earl to whom I owe my All. 

Though I had no other motive, I would continue to cultivate the 
acquaintance of the Muses for the sake of having an opportunity of 
assuring the Noble Family of Glencaim with what enthusiasm I have 
the honor to be the grateful creature of their bounty, and their very 
humble Servant, Robt. Burns. 

Bunis's tender afifection for aniiuals inspired some of his best 
verse : witness the * Farmer's Address to bis Mare,' the verses on 
*Tlie Winter Night,' the 'Address to the Mouse,' and several 
other pieces.'^ He could treat the passion of a Tarn Samson 
jocularly ; and it has been stated that ' when he visited Mr 
Bushby at Tinwald Downs, he would accompany the gentlemen- 
visitoi-s to the field and look on at their sport.' His true feeling 
about field-sports appears, however, to be presented in * The Brigs 
of Ayr:' 

The thundenng guns are heard on ev*ry side. 
The woundetl coveys, reeling, scatter wide; 
The feather'd field -mates, bound by Nature's tie, 
Sires, mothera, children, in one carnage lie : 
(What warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds, 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds ! ) 

The poem on the Hare was sent to I)r Gregory, of Edinburgh, 
of whose critical judgment and general character Burns, as we 
have seen, thought very highly. He who had been so lenient 
with Clarinda's versicles chose to be strict with this poem of 
Burns. 

FROM DR GREGORY. 

Edinburgh, 2d June 1789. 
Dear Sir — I take the first leisure hour I could command, to thank you 
for your letter and the copy of verses enclosed in it. As there is real 
poetic merit, I mean both fancy and tenderness, and some happy 
expressions, in them, I think they well deserve that you should revise 
them carefully and polisli them to the utmost. This I am sure you can 

* • Burns had a favourite collie at Ellisland, with this legend ou its collar : Robert Burks, 
PoKT.' — A. Cunningham. 

'His last dog— a fine burly fellow, which survived him some time— was named Thurlow, 
which I Buppo.«(e the poet had bestowed on him in compliment to the rough, manly char- 
acter of the chancellor. You remember Thurlow's famous reply to the Puke of Grafton, 
in which he rhallenged comparison with the noble duke as a man. Tliis could not fail to 
take a strong hold of Ihe feelings of Burns.' — Ji. Carruthen's MS. 
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do if you please, for you have great couiniand both of expresBion and of 
rhymes: and you may judge, from the two last pieces of Mrs Hunter's 
poetry * that I gave you, how much correctness and high polish enhance 
the value of such compositions. As you desire it, I shall with great free- 
dom give you my most rigorous criticisms on your verses. I wish you 
would give me another edition of them, much amended, and I will send 
it to Mrs Hunter, who, I am sure, will have nmch pleasure in reading it 
Pray give me likewise for myself, and her too, a copy (as much amended 
as you please) of the * Water-fowl on Loch Turit. ' 

The * Wounded Hare * is a pretty good subject, but the measure or 
stanza you have chosen for it is not a good one : it does not Jlow well ; 
and the rhyme of the fourth line is almost lost by its dintAnce from the 
first, and the two interposetl, close rhymes. If I were you, I would put it 
into a difrerent stanza yet. 

Stanza 1. — The execrations in the fii-st two lines are too strong or 
coarhe, but they may ]>aAS. * Murder-aiming ' is a l)ad compound epithet 
and not very intelligible. 'Blood -stained,' in stanza iii., line 4, has the 
same fault : Bleeding bosom is infinitely l)etter. You have accuHtomed 
yourself to such epitheU and have no notion how stiff and quaint they 
appear to others and how incongruous Avith poetic fancy and tender 
sentiments. Suppose Pope had written ' Why that blood-stained 
bosom goretl,' how would you have liked it ? Form is neither a poetic 
nor a dignified nor a plain common word : it is a mere sportsman's word ; 
unsuitable to pathetic or serious poetry. 

' Mangled ' is a coarse word. ' Innocent,' in this sense, is a nursery 
word ; but both may pass. 

Stanza 4. — * Who will now provide that life a mother only can bestow * 
will not do at all : it is not grammar — it is not intelligible. Do you 
mean ' provide for that life which the mother had bestowed and used to 
provide for?* 

There was a ridiculous slip of the pen, 'Feeling' (I suppose) for 
* Fellow,* in the title of your copy of verses ; but even * fellow ' would be 
wrong : it is but a colloquial and vulgar word, unsuitable to your senti- 
ments. ' Shot * is iin])roper too. On seeing a person (or a sportsman) 
wound a hare : it is needless to add with what weapon ; but if you think 
otherwise, you should say tvith a fowling-piece. 

Let me see you when you come to town, and 1 will shew you some 
more of Mrs Hunter's poems. 

* It must be admitted,' writes Currie, with his iisual naivete, 
'that this criticism is not more distinguished by its good sense 
than by its freedom from ceremony. It is impossible not to smile 
at the manner in which the poet may be supposed to have received 

* Anne Home (1742-1821), wife of the celebrated Rurgeon, John Hunter, wan theanthor of 
' My mother bitU ue bind my hair,' and many graceful lyric*. Her Poems were published 
iu IbOri. 
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it. In fact, it appears, as the sailors say, to have thrown him 
quite aback. In a letter which he wrote soon after, he says : ' Dr 
Gregory is a good man, but he crucifies me.' And again : * I 
believe in the iron justice of Dr Gregory ; but, like the devils, I 
believe and tremble.' 
The piece, as the poet finally left it, is as follows : 

ON SEEING A WOUNDED HARE LIMP BY ME, 

WHICH A FELLOW HAD JUST SHOT AT. 

Inhuman man ! curse on thy barb'rous art. 

And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ; 

May never pity soothe thee with a sigh, 
Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 

The bitter little that of life remains ! 

No more the thickening brakes and verdant plains 
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest, 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed ! 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head, 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom prest. 

Oft as by winding Nith I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I '11 miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruffian's aim and mourn thy hapless fate.* 

The rhyming epistle t which follows was perhaps sent at this 
time to the eldest son of * old Glenconner,' whose counsel Burns 
had taken in regard to his farm at Ellisland. 

* Allan Cunningham mentions that the poor hare whose sufferings excited this burst of 
indignation on the part of the poet w&s shot by a lad named James Thomson, son of a 
farmer near Ellisland. Bums, who was near the Nith at the moment, execrated the young 
man, and threatened to throw him into the water. 

t Although this poem has been generally assigned to the Ellisland period of Bums's life, 
with which such a line as ' For now I 'm grown sae cursed douce* accords better than with 
any other, it is possible that it may have been written in Mossgiel. The fact that ' My 
auld acquaintance, Nancy' (Mrs Reid of Barquharie), is spoken of as if she were alive, 
although she died— if the Glenconner tombstone in Ochiltree is to be trusted— on 14th 
June 1787, more than a year before Burns went to Ellisland, gives undoubted support to 
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TO JAMES TENNANT OF GLENCONNER 



Auld comrade dear and brither sinner, 
How 's a' the folk about Glenconner ? 
How do you this blae eastlin wind 
That 's like to blaw a body blind ? 
For me, my faculties are frozen, 
My dearest member nearly dozen'd. 
I 've sent you here, by Johnie Simson,* 
Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on : 
Smith, wi' his sympathetic feeling,! 
An' Reid,t to common sense appealing. 
Philosophers have fought and wrangled. 
An' meikle Greek an' Latin mangled. 
Till wi' their logic-jargon tir'd, 
And in the depth of science mirM, 
To common sense they now ap[)cal, 
Wliat wives and wabsters see and feel. 
But, hark ye, friend ! I charge you strictly, 
Peruse them, an' return them quickly — 
For now I 'm grown sae cursed douce 
I pray and ponder butt the house : 
My shins, my lane, I there sit roastin'. 
Perusing Bunyan, Brown an' Boston, J 
Till by an' by, if I baud on, 
I '11 grunt a real gospel groan : 
Already I begin to try it. 
To cast my e'en up like a pyet 
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the latter theory. On the other hand, the allusion to ' Auchenbay' would appear to be 
opposed to this view, as it is generally understood that John Tennant did not entor upon 
the Ann of that name until he had given up the business of distiller. Tliere seems to be no 
doubt, Aroni a letter written by Bums ft^m Ellisland in the end of 1788, that the friend 
of his youth was then in that business, llie question of the date of such a poem as this 
* Epistle ' Is not of material importance. 

* * Johnie Simson,' whom, as ' poor Simson,' James Tennant is asked in the fourth last 
line of the poem to ' assist,' is believed to have been a dancing-master. The object of the 
epistle was to induce 'the miller' to take Simson round the i^arish, and introduce him to 
possible patrons. The result, according to tradition, was ' the biggest dancing-class ever 
known in Ochiltree.' 

t Adam Smith's Theory of the Moral Sentimtntt was published in 1759 ; An Inquiry into 
th$ Human Mind, on the Principlet of Common Sense, by Thomas Reid, D.D., in 1764. 

t Banyan's Pilgrim's Progress, The Self-interpreting Bible of Rev. John Brown of Had* 
dington (1722-87X and The Fovrfold State of Rev. Thomas Boston of Ettrick (1670-1732), 
uaed to be found in every pious Scottish household. 
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When by the gun she tumbles o'er 
Flutt'ring an' gasping in her gore : 
Sao shortly you shall see me bright^ 
A burning an' a shining light. 

My heart-warm love to guid auld Glen, 

The ace an' wale of honest men : choice 

When bending down wi' auld grey hairs 

Beneath the load of years and cares 

May He who made him still support him, 

An' views beyond the grave comfort him ; 

His worthy fam'ly, far and near, 

God bless them a' wi' grace and gear ! gooiU 

My auld schoolfellow, preacher Willie ; 

The manly tar, my mason-Billie ; crony 

An' Auchenbay, I wish him joy — 

If he 's a parent,* lass or boy, 

May he be dad and Meg the mither^ 

Just five-and- forty years thegither ! together 

An' no forgetting wabstcr Charlie, 

I 'm tauld he offers very fairly ; 

An' Lord, remember singinj^ Sannock, 

Wi' hale breeks, saxpence an' a bannock:! ^^■^>«i« ^"^""^'^ 

' * ^ ' —scone 

An' next, my auld acquaintance, Xancy, 

Since she is fitted to her fancy, 

An' her kind stars bae airted till her directe.! to 

A good chicl wi' a pickle siller ; fniiow— little money 

^ly kindest, best respects, I son' it 

To cousin Kate an' sister Janet ; 

Tell them, frae me, wi' chiels bo cautious, lads 

For, faith, they '11 aiblins fin' them fashions : , ^^^^^^- 

' . . . troublesome 

To grant a heart is fairly civil, 

]^ut to grant a mai«lenhead 's the devil ; 

♦ Supporters of the view that the 'Epistle' was written at Mossgiel (ind further cou- 
finnatiou in these two lines, which they maintain were written in anticipation of the birth 
(15th May 1786) of John Tennant's first child Jane. The rejwrt goes that when Burns 
was engaged on its composition, he heard that a messenger had arrived at Mauchline from 
Auchenbay, which was three miles distant, for a midwife. 

t • Fortune ! if thou '11 but gie me still 

Hale breeks, a scone, an' whisky gill.'—' Scotch Drink.' 
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An* lastly, Jamie, for yonrecl. 

May guardian angels tak a spell. 

An' steer you seven miles south o* hell : 

But first, before you see heaven's glory, 

May ye get monie a merry story, 

Monie a laugh and monie a drink. 

And aye eneugh o* needfu' clink. money 

Now fare ye well an' joy be wi' you : 

For my sake this I beg it o' you. 

Assist poor Simson a' ye can. 

Ye 11 fin' him just an honest man ; 

Sae I conclude, and quat my chanter,* q"it 

Yours, saint or sinner, 

Rob thk Ranter.! 



TO MR RICHARD BROWN, PORT-GLASGOW. 

Mauchline, 2Ut \fay 1789. 

My dear Friend — I was in the country hy accident, and hearing of 
your Mife arrival, I could not resist the temptation of wishing you joy 
on your return — wishing yon would write to me before you sail again — 

* Chanter is part of a bagpipe. 

t The various alluHions to the Tennant family in this poem may here be explained. Itfl 
heoil, 'Guid Auld Glen,' is, of course, John Tennant (1726-1810), farmer in Glenconner, 
from 1700 to 1780 factor for the Ochiltree property of Elizabeth, Countess of Glencairn, and 
the fkiend both of Burns and of his father. lie was thrice married, and the James Tennant 
to whom this epistle is addresseil was one of the sons of the flrst marriage. He was Ave 
years Bnms's senior, and having taken the mill at Ochiltree was popularly known as * the 
miller.' ' My auld schoolfellow, preacher Willie,' was William Tennant (1758-1813), the 
eldest son of 'Auld Glen ' by his second wife. Trained for the ministry of the Cliurch of 
Scotland, he became chaplain to the forces in India, published two works based on his 
experiences there — Indian Reteareket and Thovgkts on the Effects of Uie JiritUh Government 
on iht State of Indian and returned to Glenconner, where he died. The ' manly tar, my 
mason-Billie,' was David Tennant (17G2-I8S9), third son of Glenconner. He entered the 
merchant service, ami so distinguished himself in privateering against the French that he 
was offered a knighthood. He died in Swansea. * Auchenbay ' was John Tennant (I700-1858X 
Qlenconner's second son by his second wife, who has frequently been allude<l to in Vo!s. I. 
and III. Having tried business, first as a shipbuilder and then as a distiller (see Bums's 
letter to him from Ellislaml, 22d December 1788, Vol. II. pp. S04-5), he leased the farm of 
Auchenbay in Ochiltree parish. He l)ecame noted as a skilful and successfid agriculturist, 
and before he die<l purchase*! the estate of Creoch, in his native parish. * Meg the mither' 
was his wife, Margaret Colvilln, whom he married in 1785, and who died in 1823. * Wabster 
Charlie' was Cliarles Tennant (17AS-1838), Glenconner's fourth son by his second wife. 
Sent by his father to Kilbarchan to learn weaviug, he entered the bleaching business, 
and ultimately became founder of the chemical works at St BoUox, Glasgow, the 
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wishing yon would always set me down as your bosom-friend — wishing 
you long life and prosperity, and that every good thing may attend you 
— wishing Mrs Brown and your little ones as free of the evils of this 
world as is consistent with humanity — wishing yon and she were to 
make two at the ensuing lying-in with which Mrs li. threatens very 
soon to favor me — wishing 1 Iiad longer time to write to yon at present ; 
and, finally, wishing that, if there is to be another state of existence, 
Mrs Brown, Mrs Burns, our little ones of both families, and you and I, 
in some snug retreat, may make a jonal party to all eternity ! * 
My direction is at Ellisland, near Dumfries. Yonrs, R. K 



TO MR JAMES HAMILTON, GROCER, GLASGOW. 

Elusland, May 26, 1789. 

Dear Sir— I send you by John Glover, Carrier, the above account for 
Mr Tumbull, as I suppose you know his address. I would fain offer, 
my dear Sir, a word of sympathy with your misfortunes ; but it is a 
tender string and I know not how to touch it. It is easy to flourish a 
set of high-flown sentiments on the subject that would give great satis- 
faction to — a breast quite at ease; but, as ONE oliserves who was very 
seldom mistaken in the theory of life, *The heart knoweth its own 
sorrows, and a stranger intermeddleth not thorewitli.' 

Among some distressful emergencies that I have experienced in life, I 
ever laid this down as my foundation of comfort — 2'hnt he tolw has lived 
the life of an honest man has by no means lived in vain. 

With every wish for your welfare and future success, I am, my dear 
Sir, Sincerely youi-s, Robt. Burns. 



TO MR JOHN M*AULEY, DUMBARTON.f 

Ellisland, 4th Jvne 1789. 

Dear Sir— Though I am not without my fears respecting my fate at 
that grand, universal inquest of right and wrong, commonly called The 
Last Day^ yet I trust there is one sin which that nrch-vagal)ond, Satan, 

senior jvartiier In the finii owning which is (1896) his descendant, Sir Clmrles Tennant of 
TlieGlen, Innerleithen. 'Singing Sann<K'k ' is underst«>od to l>e Holxrl T»Minant(1774-lS41), 
sixth son of (Jlenconner by his second wife. lie also entered the bleaching bnsiness, an<l 
died in Ireland. *My anhl ac«inaintanco, Nancy,' was Agnes Tinnant, eMest danght«'r of 
Glenconner, In K.'^S she niarriwl George Hei«l of Ban^uharie, on whose pony Burns nnle 
into Edinbnrgh. Acconling to the family tombstone in Ochiltrt'e chun-hyani, slie {\'uh\ on 
14th June 17S7. 'Cousin Kate' was Katherine, daughter of Alexander Tennant, a yotniger 
brother of Glenconner. • Sister Janet ' was Janet Tennant (17rt«)-1843), .second daughter of 
Glenconner. Slie niarried Antlrew I'.iterson, of Ayr, and died there 

* Brown was again at home from Grenada. 

t See Vol. II., p. 181. 
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who, I anderatond, is to be king's evidence, cannot throw in my teeth, 
I mean ingratitude. Tliere is a certain pretty large quantum of kindness 
for which I remain, and from inability, I fear, must still remain, your 
debtor ; but though unable to repay the debt, I assure yon, sir, I shall 
ever warmly remember the obligation. It gives me the sincerest pleasure 
to hear by my old acquaintance, Mr Kennedy,* that you are, in immortal 
Allan's [Ramsay] language, 'Hale and weel and living;' and that your 
charming family are well and promising to be an amiable and respectable 
addition to the company of performers whom the Great Manager of the 
Drama of Man is bringing into action for the succeeding age. 

With respect to my welfare, a subject in wiiich you once warmly and 
effectively interested yourself, I am here in my old way, holding my 
plough, marking the growth of my com or the health of my dairy ; and 
at times sauntering by the delightful windings of the Nith, on the 
margin of which I have built my humble domicile, praying for season- 
able weather or holding an intrigue with the Muses, the only gypseys 
with whom I have now any intercourse. As I am entered into the holy 
state of matrimony, I trust my face \a turned completely Zion-ward ; 
and as it is a rule with all honest fellows to repeat no grievances, I ho|)e 
that the little poetic licences of former days will, of course, fall under 
the oblivious influence of some good-natured statute of celestial pre- 
scription. In my family devotion, which, like a good Presbyterian, I 
occasionally give to my household folks, I am extremely fond of the 
pealm 'Let not the errors of my youth,' &c., and that other 'Lo, 
children are God's heritage,' &c., in which last Mrs Bums, who, by the 
by, has a glorious 'wood-note wild' at either old song or psalmody, 
joins me with the pathos of Handel's Messiah. R. B. 

Robert Ainslie in his old age was in the habit of relating that 
Bums often quoted with great relish the verses from the 127th 
psalm in the familiar English translation still current in Scotland : 

Lo, children are God's heritage. 

The womb's fruit his reward : 
The sons of youth as arrows are, 

For strong men's hands prepared. 
O happy is the man that hath 

His quiver filled with those ; 
They unashamed in the gate 

Shall speak unto their foes. 

He used to add, that a young friend of his, an advocate, who 
afterwards became a judge with the title of Lord Cringletie, 
added greatly to the amusement of a company before which Bums 

* Perhaps the (Iftte) fkctor at DumfHes House. 
VOL. III. P 
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bad one evening repeated the lines, when, with great mmplieity, hei 
praised them as yerses of the poet's own oomposition. 



TO MB BOBBBT AIBSLIB. 

My dbab Fb»ki>— I am perfectly ashamed of myself when I kwk at 
the date of yonr last It is not that I fcniget the frimid of my heart and 
the companion of my peregrinations; hot I have been oondenmed |o 
dmdgery beyond anfferance, though not, thank God, beyond redemptkm. 
I have had a collection of poems by a lady pnt into my hands, to prspan 
them for the press; which horrid task, with sowing my com with my own 
hand, a parcel of masons, wrights, plasteren, &c., to attend to, roaming 
on business through AyrBhire--all this was against me, and the veiy first 
dreadful article was of itself too much for me. 

lSih.—l have not had a moment to spars from incessant toil since the 
8th. Life, my dear 8ir, ia a serious matter. Yon know by experience 
that a man's individual self is a good deal ; but, believe me, a wife and 
family of children, whenever you have the honor to be a husband and a 
father, will shew yon that your present and moat anxious hours of 
solitude are spent on trifles. The welfare of those who are very dear to 
us, whose only support, hope and stay we are— this, to a generous mind, 
is another sort of more important object of care than any concerns 
whatever which centre merely in tlie individual. On the other hand, 
let no young, unmarried, rakehelly dog among yon make a song of his 
pretended liberty and freedom from care. If the relations we stand in 
to king, country, kindred and friends be any thing but the visionary 
fancies of dreaming metaphysicans ; if religion, virtue, magnanimity, 
generosity, humanity and justice !« aught but empty sounds ; then the 
man who may be said to live only for others, for the beloved, honorable 
female whose tender, faithful embrace endears life, and for the helpless 
little innocents who are to be the men and women, tiie worshippei-s of 
his God, the subjects of his king, and the support, nay, the very vital 
existence, of his country, in the ensuing age;— compare such a man 
with any fellow whatever, who, whether he bnstle and push in business 
among laborers, clerks, statesmen ; or whether he roar and rant, and 
drink and sing in taverns — a fellow over whose grave no one will bi*eathe 
a single heigh-ho, except fi-om the cobweb- tie of w^hat is called good- 
fellowship — who has no view nor aim but what terminates in himself — if 
there be any grovelling, earthborn wretch of our species, a renegade to 
common sense, who would fain believe that the noble creatui-e Man is no 
better than a sort of fungus, generated out of nothing, nobody knows 
how, and soon dissipating in notliing, nobody knows where— such a 
stu])id beast, such a crawling reptile, might balance the foregoing 
unexaggerated comparison, but no one else would have the patience. 
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Forgive me, my dear Sir, for this long silence. To make you amends^ 
I shall send you soon, and, more encouraging still, without any postage, 
one or two rliymes of my later manufacture. R. B. 



While residing at Ellisland, Burns with his family attended 
Dunscore church. The raipister, Rev. Joseph Kirkpatrick, was 
a zealous Calvinist, and therefore not a favourite with the poet. 
This appears from a letter 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Bllisland, 21s< Juiu 1789. 

Dear Madam — ^Will you take the effusions, the miserable effusions, of 
low spirits, just as they flow from their bitter spring ? I know not of any 
particular cause for this worst of all my foes besetting me, but for some 
time my soul has been beclouded with a thickening atmosphere of evil 
imaginations and gloomy presages. . . . 

Monda'}/ evening, 
I have just heard Mr Kirkpatrick give a sermon. He is a man famous 
for his benevolence, and I revere him ; but from such ideas of my Creator, 
good Lord deliver me ! Religion, my honored friend, is surely a simple 
business, as it equally concerns the ignorant and the learned, the poor 
and the rich. That there is an incomprehensible Great Being, to whom 
I owe my existence, and that he must be intimately acquainted with the 
operations and progress of the internal machinery and consequent out- 
ward deportment of this creature which he has made : these are, I think, 
self-evident propositions. That there is a real and eternal distinction 
between virtue and vice, and, consequently, that I am an accountable 
creature ; that from the seeming nature of the human mind, as well as 
from the evident imperfection, nay, positive injustice, in the administra- 
tion of affairs, both in the natural and moral worlds, there must be a 
retributive scene of existence beyond the grave, must, I think, be 
allowed by every one who will give himself a moment's reflection. I 
will go further, and affirm that from the sublimity, excellence and 
purity of his doctrine and precepts, unparalleled by all the aggregated 
wisdom and learning of many preceding ages, though, to appearance^ 
he himself was the obscurest and most illiterate of our species ; therefore 
Jesus Christ was from God. . . . 

Whatever mitigates the woes or increases the happiness of others, 
this is my criterion of goodness ; and whatever injures society at large 
or any individual in it, this is my measure of iniquity. 

What think you. Madam, of my creed? I trust that I have said 
nothing that will lessen me in the eye of one whose good opinion I value 
almost next to the approbation of my own mind. R. B. 
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TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ. 

Bllxiland, Slal July 1780. 

Sir— The language of gratitude has been so prostituted by servile 
adulation and designing flattery, that I know not how to express myself 
when I would acknowledge the receipt of your last letter. I beg and 
hope, ever-honoured 

• Friend of my life ! true patr&n of my rhymes,* 

that you will always give me credit for the sinoerest, chastest gratitude ! 
The callous hypocrite may be louder than I in his grateful professions — 
professions wliich he never felt ; or the selfish heart of the covetous may 
pocket the bounties of beneficence with more rejoicing exultation ; but 
for the brimful eye, springing from the ardent throbbings of an honest 
bosom, at the goodness of a kindly active benefactor and politely 
generous friend, I dare call the Searcher of hearts and Author of all 
goodness to witness how truly these are mine to you. 

Mr [Collector] Mitchell did not wait my calling on him, but sent me a 
kind letter giving me a hint of the business, and on my waiting on 
him yesterday, he entered with the most friendly ardour into my 
views and interests. He seems to think, and from my own private 
knowledge I am certain he is right, that removing the officer who 
now does, and for these many years has done, duty in the division 
in the middle of wliicli I live, will be pro<luctive of at least no 
disadvantage to the revenue, and may likewise be done without any 
detriment to him. Should the Honourable Board think so, and 
should they deem it eligible to appoint me to officiate in his 
present place, I am then at the top of my wishes. The emoluments 
of my office will enable me to carry on and enjoy these improve- 
ments in my farm, which, but for this additional assistance, I might 
in a year or two have abandoned. Should it be judged improper to 
place me in this division, I am deliberating whetlier I had not better 
give up my farming altogether and go into the Excise whenever I can 
find employment. Now that the salaiy is £50 per annum, the Excise is 
surely a much superior object to a fann which, without some foreign 
assistance, must, for half a lease, be a losing bargain. The woret of it 
is, I know there are some respectable characters who do me the honour to 
interest themselves in my welfare and l>ehaviour, and as leaving the 
farm so soon may have an unstea<ly, giddy-headed appearance, I had 
perhaps better lose a little money than hazard such people's esteem. 

You see, sir, with what freedom I lay before you all my little matters 
— little indeed to the world, but of the most important magnitude to me. 
You are so gootl, that I trust I am not troublesome. I have heard and 
read a good deal of philanthropy, generosity, and greatness of soul, 
and when rounded with the flourish of declamatory perio<ls, or poured in 
the mellifluence of Parnassian measure, they have a tolerable effect on a 
musical ear; but when these high-sounding professions are compare<l 
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with the very act and deed as it Lk usaally performed, I do not think 
there is any tiling in or belonging to human natura so baldly dispropor- 
tionate. In fact, were it not for a very few of our kind, among whom an 
honoured friend of mine, that to you, sir, I will not name, is a distinguished 
individual, the very existence of magnanimity, generosity and all their 
kindred virtues, would be as much a question among metaphysicians as 
the existence of witchcraft. Perhaps the nature of man is not so much 
to blame for all this, as the situation in which, by some miscaniage or 
other, he is placed in this world. The poor, naked, helpless wretch, 
with such voracious appetites and such a famine of provision for them, is 
under a cursed necessity of turning selfish in his own defence. Except 
here and there a scelerat, who seems to be a scoundrel from the womb 
of original sin, thorough- paced selfishness is always a work of time. 
Indeed, in a little time, we generally grow so attentive to ourselves and 
so regardless of others, that I have often in poetic frenzy looked on this 
world as one vast ocean, occupied and commoved by innumerable vor- 
tices, each whirling round its centre, which vortices are the children of 
men ; and that the great design and merit, if I may say so, of every 
particular vortex consists in how wide it can extend the influence of its 
circle, and how much floating trash it can suck in and absorb. 

I know not why I have got into this preaching vein, except it be to 
shew you, sir, that it is not my ignorance, but my knowledge, of mankind 
which makes me so much admire your goodness to your humble servant. 

I hope this will find my amiable young acquaintance, John, recovered 
from hb indisposition, and all the members of your charming fii-eside 
well and happy. I am sure I am anxiously interested in all their 
welfares ; I wish it with all my soul, nay, I believe I sometimes catch 
myself praying for it. I am not impatient of my own impotence under 
that immense debt which I owe to your goodness, but I wish and beseech 
that Being who has all good things in His hands, to bless and reward 
you with all those comforts and pleasures which He knows I would 
bestow on you, were they mine to give. 

I shall return your books very soon. I only wish to give Dr Smith 
one other perusal, which I will do in two or three days. I do not think 
that I must trouble you for another cargo, at least for some time, as I 
am going to apply to Leadbetter and Symons * on Gauging, and to study 
my sliding rule, Brannan's rule, &c., with all possible attention. 

An apology for the impertinent length of this epistle would only add 
to the evil. 

I have the honour to be, sir, your deeply indebted, humble servant, 

ROBT. BUBNS. 

Helen Maria Williams, t who had been introduced to Burns by 
Dr Moore, sent him, in June 1787, a letter enclosing some poems 

* Charles Leadbetter, The Royal Ganger (1789); Jelinger Symons, Index to the Exciae 
low (1771). 
t See note, Vol. II., p. 41. 
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vhich Moore had addressed to herself. She told Bums that, from 
her mother being a Scotchwoman, she had been enabled to under- 
stand the language of the Ayrshire bard, ' had read his poems with 
sati a faction, and shared the triumph of liis country in ptodudng 
his laurels.' She had sent him n poem of hei own on th« alava- 
tntde. Bums criticised it in his next letter to her, 

TO MISS WILLIAHS, LOMDOM. 

Madam — Of the many probleau in the nature of that wonderfal 
creatare, man, this is one of the roost extraordinary, that be iholl go on 
from day to ilay, from week h) week, from month to mouth, or perhaps 
from year to year. Buffering a hundred times more In on honr from the 
impotent canscionaneH of neglecliiig what lie ought to do, tlian tlie very 
iloing of it would coat lilm. I am deeply indebted to you, first, for k 
moat elegant poetic coiopliiiient ; then, for a po1it«, obliging letter ; and, 
iBHtly, for your excellent poem on the slave-trade ; and yet, wietdi that 
I am ! thniigh the debts were debts of lioDonr and the ereilitor a lady, I 
have put off and put off even the very acknowledgment of the obligation, 
until you must indeed be the very aiigel I take you for, if you can 
forgive me. 

Your |H>em I have read with the liighcst pleasure. I have a way when- 
ever I read n l>ook — I mean a book in our owu trade, madam, a poetic 
one— and wlien it is my own proiKrty, tliat I take a pencil aixl mark at 
the ends of verses or note on niarginR and <Kld |mi>er, little critiuisiiis of 
appi'obation or Uisap probation as 1 pcmse along. I will make no 
apology for presenting you with a few unconnected thoughts that 
occurred to me in my repeated peru^alH of your jMicni. I want to sliew 
you that I have honesty enough to t«ll you what 1 take to be trutlis, 
even when they are not quite on tlie side of approbation ; and I do it in 
the firm faith that you have equal greatness of mind to hear tlieni witli 

pl«L.U,» 

I know very little of scientific criticism ; so all I can pretend to in that 
intricate art :s merely to note, as I read alon};, what passages strike iiie 
as being uncommonly beautiful, and where tlie expression secma to bo 
perplexed or faulty. 

Tlie poem opens linely. There are none of tliose idle prefatory line.s 
which one may skip over before one comes to the subject. Verses 9th and 
10th in particular— 

Whare ooean'a unsesn bound 

Leaves a drt-ar world of waters round — 

are truly beautiful. Tlie simile of tlie liurricanc is likewise fine ; and 

indeed, beaiitifiil as the poem is, almost all the similes rise decidedly 

above it. from veroo 31st to verse 60th is a pretty eulogy on Britain. 



^ ' . 
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Vena 36th, ' That foal drama de«p with wroni;,' is nobly expresaiTS. 
Verae 4St(i, 1 &ri afraid, is rather onworthy of the rest : ' to dare to feel ' 
u on idea that I do uot altogetlicr like. The eontroat of valoor and 
mercy, from the 46th verse to the SOth, is admirable. 

Either my apprehenaiou is dall or there ii something a little confuMd 
in tlie apostrophe to Mr Pitt. Verse 56th is the antecedent to rersea 
S7tb and 58th, hnt in verse 58th the connection seenia nngramniatical : — 



With no gntdktiona nuuked their flight, 

Bat roM at ones to glor;'* heighl 
' Ris'n ' should be the word, instead of * rose.' Try it in prose. Power* 
— their Qight [itnrked by no grsdationa, but [the same powera] risen at 
once to the heijflit of glory. Likewise, verse 53d, ' For this,' is evidently 
meant to lead on the aense of the verses 50Lh, GOth, 61at and 62d ; bat 
let na try how the thread of c< 



The deedi of meroy, tLst embr»oe 

A diat&nt sphere, u alien ntx. 

Shall virtue'! lipa reoord, and oUim 

Tha lureat bonoun of thy nuns. 
I beg pardon if I misapprehend the matter, but this appeaia to me the 
only imperfect passage in the poem. The comparison of the sunbeam is 
fine. 

Tlie compliment to the Duke of Richmond ia, 1 hope, as just as it is 
certainly elegant. The thought, 



is exceedingly beantiful. The idea, from verse Slst to the SSth, that the 
* blest decree ' is like the beams of morning ushering in the glorious day 
of liberty, ought not to pass unnoticed or unappinuded. From versa 
B6lh to verse 108th ia an animated contrant between the unfeeling 
eellialmess of the oppressor on the one hand and the misery of the 
captive on tlie other. Verse 88th might perhajia be amended thus : 'Nor 
ever quit her narrow maze.' We are said to patt a bound, bnt we quit 
a maze. Verse lOOIIi is exquisitely beautiful — 
They, whom wuted bleieinga tire. 
Verse 1 10th ia, I doubt, acta-ihing of metaphors; ' to lend a apan' u, I 
am afraid, an unwarrantable expression. In verse 114th, 'Cast tho 
universe in shade,' is a fine idea. From the 115th veree to the 142d is a 
striking description of the wrongs of the poor African. Verse 120th, 
' The load uf unremiti«d pain,' is a remarkable, strong expression. The 
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address to the advocAtea for ftbolialiing tlia aUve-toade, from vma 14U 
lo vetM 208th, U uuniAMd with the true lifa of gaaiu. Tb« picton o( 
oppression — 

Vhila iha linki b«i f midoM tluia, 

Asd MlsnUtM tba prioa o( |»iii; 

Wctflu teaj In lordid msIm, 

And nuirki It Ufa or daatii pnnila— 

Ib nobly executed. 

Vhat a t«nder Ideo ie In verse ISOtli I Indeed, thmt whole desoiption 
of home may vie with Thoinaon'a description of home, somewhere in tin 
beginningof his 'Antamn.' I do not remember to hare seen ft atn»ger 
expression of misery than is contained in Uieee vene*— 



The comparison of our disltnt joys to distant objects Is equally original 
aiid striking. 

The chancier and roannera of the dealer In the infernal tmffic ia a well 
done, though a horrid, picture. I am not sure how far introducing the 
Bailor was right ; for though the sailor's eoniuioti characteriBtic is 
generosity, yet in tliis ciwe he is certainly not only an unconcerned 
witnesH, but in some dcgi-ee an efficient agent in tlic liuniiietu). Veise 
2'i4th is a nervous . . . expression—' The heart convulsive anguish 
breaks.' Tlie ilesciiption of the captive uretch wlien he arrives in tlie 
West Indies is carried on with equal spirit. Tlie tlioughl that the 
oppressor's sorrow on seeing the slave pine, like tlio butcher's regret 
when his destined lamb dies a natural death, is exceedingly Rne. 

I am got so niiicli into the cant of criticism that I begin to be 
afraid lest I have nothing except the cant of it; and instead nf 
elucidating my author, nm only benighting iiiysclf. For tlito reason, 
I will not pretend to go through the whole poem. Some few remain- 
ing beaatifal lines, however, 1 cannot pniH over. Verse 280lli is the 
strongest deaciiption of selfishness 1 ever saw. The ciimpariHon in 
verves 285tli and Btetli i« new and Une ; and the line, ' Your arms to 
pennry you lend,' is excellenL 

In verse 3l7tli, ' like ' should certainly be ' as ' or ' bo ; ' for instance— 

His ewaj the hardened bosom leads 
To cruelty's reinorBelFu deeds ; 
As (or, so) the blue lightning when it springs 
With fury on its livid vringi. 
Darts on the goal with rapid force, 
Hot beede that ruin uiarka its course. 

tf you insert tiie word 'like' wliere I have placed 'as,' you must alter 
'darts' to 'darting' aud 'heeds' to 'heeding,' in order to make it 
grammar. A tempest is a favourite subject with the poets, but I do not 
remember anything, even in Thomson's 'Winter,' superior to your 
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veiBCa from the 347th to the SSlBt Indeed, the last Nimile, liegioniDg 
with ' Fancy may di-esa,' &c., and ending with the 3S0th verve, is, in 
my opinion, tlie luwt benntifiit pBssaf,'e in the poem ; it would do 
hoDot to the greatest naniee tliat ever graced our profewion. 

I will not beg your pardon, madam, for these etrictarea, aa my con- 
Bcience 1«IIb me that for once in my life I liave acted np to the dutiea 
of a CbriatiaD, io doing ai> I would be done by. 

I had lately the honour of a letter from Dr Moore, where lie tells 
me that lie has sent me some books ; they are not yet come to hand, 
hut I hear they are on the way. 

Wishing you all success in your progress in the path of fame, and 
that you niay equally escape the danger of stumbling, through in- 
cautious speed, ur losing givund, through loitering neglect, I am, &&, 

K. B. 



Miss Williams replied : 

■Ik Jnftul 17N. 

Dkar Sir — I do not loee a moment in returning yon my sincere 
acknowIedgu)cnb< for your letter snd your criticism on my poem, which 
is a verj' flattering proof that you have read it with attention. I tllink 
your objections are iwifcctl.v just, except in one instance. 

You liave, indeed, been very pi-ofuxe of panegj'ric on my little per- 
formance. A much le>« i>ortion of agiplnuse from yo» would have been 
gratifying to me, since I think lis value depends entirely upon the 
source from whence it proceeds — the incense of praise, like other incense, 
IB more grateful from the quality than the quantity of the odour. 

I hope you still cultivate the plenaures of poetry, which are precious 
even independent of the rewards of fame. Perhaps the most laliiable 
[iroperty of poetry is its power of disengaging the mind from worldly 
cares, and leading the imagination to the lichest epringn of intellectual 
enjoyment ; since, however frequently life may be cliequered with gloomy 
scenes, tho«e who truly love the Muse can alwayB find one little path 
adorned with flowers and cheered by snnshine. 

Bunis's BUC0C8S in print was the signal for the issue of an 
extraordinary number of volumes of ' nonsense under the name of 
Scottish poetry.' Never at any previous time had Scotland been 
80 inundated. The mania raged all over the country — ^aa far north 
as Aberdeen — but was worst in the West. From the Wilson 
Press at Kilmarnock were issued volumes of Poems by Burns's old 
acquaintances Laproik and Sillnr. Burns had assisted in procuring 
Gubscril>er3 for Sillar's volume* 
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TO HR DAVID 8ILLAB, HBKOHAMT, IBVIXB. 



My UKAB Sir— I wu half In tkonghta not to have wiittoi to yon tJt 
all, by way of revenge for UiB two d — d buinsM leUare yon wnt me; 
I wanMil to know all ftbont yonr PnblloitiiiD — what w«ie yonr Tlem, 
your hopea, fean, etc., etc., iu commeoiciDg poet in print. In ahort, I 
wonted yon to write to Hobin like hia old aoqimintanee Davit; uul 
not in tiie atyla of Mr Tan to Mr Tret :— ' Mr Trat—Sir, Thia eowea to 
advise yon tliat fifteen barrels of heirings wen, by tlie blaring <rf Ood, 
shipped safe on board the 'Lovely Jaiwt,* Q.D.C., Donowi H'Leeriei 
iiuMteT, etc., etc' 

1 hear yon have commenced married man — so nmeh the better for it. 
I know not whether tlie Nine Gypsies are jeolons ttf my Lncky ; * but 
they are a good deal aliyer since I conld boast the important relation of 
Husband. 

I have got, I think, about eleven eobKribera for yonr book. When 
yon senil Mr Anld, In Dnnifriee, his copies, yon nuqr with them pack me 
eleven ; should I need more, I can write yon ; abonld they be too many, 
tliey can be returned. My l>ent compliments to Hn SHIar, luid helieve 
me to be, dear David, ever yours, Robt. Burns. 

In hia rides between Nithedale and Ayrshire, Bums had several 
times visited a small laird or yeoman, nameil Lognn, styled 'of 
Knockaliiiinocli,' but rssidiug at Laiglit, both of which places are 
in the beautiful Yale of the Afton.t Another laird, Johnston of 
Clacklcitii, residing in the same valley, hod likewise formed the 
acquainteuce of Burns on these occasions. 



TO HB JOHN LOOAN. 

Bllislakd, near DtvifrUi, 'tk Avj. ITW. 

Dear Sir — t intended to have written yoit long ere now, and as I tohl 
you I bad gotten tliree »Un7Ji8 and a half on my way in n poetic epiHtle 
to you ; but tliat old enemy of all fjood iror^s, the ilevil, threw me into 
a praeaic niire, and for the aoul of ine I cannot get ont of it. I dme not 
write you a long letter, as I niti goin;; to intrude on yonr time with a 
long ballad. I have, oh you will shortly oee. nnUheil 'The Kirk's 
Alarm ; ' but, nowr that it in done ami that I have laughed once or twice 
at tlie conceits in sonie of the stanzas, I ani determined not to let it get 
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Into tlie pnblic ; bo I Bend yoD this copy, the Snt that I have Bent to 
Aynihire, except wnie few of the Btanzas which I wrot« off in enihryo foT 
Gavin Haitiiltoo, under the express provision and request that you will 
only read it to a few of ua, and do not on any account give, or petmit to 
be taken, any copy of the ballad. If I could be of any service to Dr 
M'Gill, I would do it, though it should be at a ninch greater expense 
tlian irritating a few bigoted priesla, bnt I am afraid serving him in 
his present embarrat is a task too liard for me. I have enemies enow, 
God knows, though I do not wantonly add to tlie number. Still, as 
I think there is some merit in two or three of the thoughts, I send it 
to yon oa a small, but sincere, testimony how much, and with what 
respectful esteem, I am, dear Sir, your obliged humble servant, 

E.B. 



Tlie poem alluded to was a satire evoked by an ecclesiastical 
case ill which Burns was strongly moved to take a side by two 
motives — personal frieudship and his sympathy with heterodoxy. 
Dc William M'Gill, one of the two mintstera conjoined in tlie 
parochial char(,'e of Ayr, had published, in 1786, A Practical Ettaij 
vit the Death of Jeeus Citrist, in Tico Parta; containing, 1, the 
Higlori/, 2, the Ductriuit of hit Death, which was supposed to 
inculcate both Arian and Socinian principles, and provoked many 
severe censures from the more orthodox party in the Church. 
M'Gill remained silent under the attacks of hia opponenta, till 
Dr William Peebles, of Newton -upon- Ayr, a neighbour, and up 
to that time a friend, in preaching a centenary sermon on the 
Revolution, November 6, 1 7S8, denounced the essay as heretical, 
and the author as one who ' with one hand received the privil^es 
of the Church, while with the other he vas endeavouring to 
plunge the keenest poniard into her heart.' M'Gill pnhlished a 
defence, which led, in April 1789, to the case being taken up by 
the Presbytery of Ayr, and subsequently by the Synod of Glasgow 
and Ayr. The General Assembly in tho following May remitted 
to a Committee of fifteen ministers and ten elders (including ' Holy 
Willie ') to draw up an abstract of objectionable passages from the 
book, and lay it before the Presbytery. Meanwhile, the public 
out of doors was deeply agitated by the question, and the strife 
between the liberal and the zealous party in the Church reached 
a painful climax. It was now that Bums took up the pen in 
behalf of M'Gill, whom he looked on as a worthy and enlightened 
man suffering peraecution. 
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THE KIRK'S ALARM— A BALLAD. 

TvsE— Come rmtte, brother Sporitmai. 

Orthodox, Orthodox, who believe in John Knox, 
Let ins sound an alarm to jour conacienoe : 

There 'a a heretic blust has been blawn i' the west, 
That ' vhat is not seuse must be nonBenee,' 
Orthodox I That ' what is not aenae must be nonaeiue.' 

Doctor Mac,* Doctor Mac, ye should stretch on a tnck, 
To strike evil-doeis wi' terror ; 

To join Faith and Sense, upon any pretence. 
Was heretic, damnable error, 
Doctor Mac I "Twas heretic, damnable error. 

Town of Ayr.t town of Ayr, it was rash, I dedate. 

To meddle wi' luischief a-brewing; 
Provost John is still deaf to the Church's relief, 

And orator Bob { is its ruin, 

Town of Ayr ! Yes omtor Bob is its ruin. 

D'ryniple mild, D'ryniple niild,§ tho' your heart 'a liko a child, 

And your life's like the neiv-drivun snaw, 
Yet that winna save yc, old Satan must have ye, 

For preaching that three 's aiie and two, 

D'rjmple mild ! For preaching that three 's nnc und twa. 

■ Dr M'Oill mi * Sociniiti or Uiiiuhnu iii prliici|>Ic, UioiieU not n nliiaeiit at Uie mnki 
at Bocinoi (sea b*lDW], none of wboM worka ha luid avar trtA. He wiun ntniigs iiilitun 
of almpllclty and etoLcliiu. He Hldoin mnlled, but artan Hi Ihii table In a roar by bl* 
quaint mnirki. Hs wu InAexlbly ngular In Uia dlrtilbiUkin at hli tlni* : he etildied M 
niiich evary day, and took bli Halk at tha iwnia hour In all wrta of HHllier. Hei>1iyed 
- - - ^j,^^ ^^^ 
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re widely dlllereiit rroin thiwe of tint bulk of urlety. 
, an early «HN|«iilon at Ilia own, wbo, biviug eiit^nd 
the pulpit Iq hia camnlcabi, and beliiK about ta coniinence aanrln. Ml back and expired 
In a nioniant nr M'OIII clappari hlahwidB toitethar. and aairt : "Duit wu racy dninble i 
he liteil all the 'laya or hia life,' Tha tiioniing alUr a doinMlie calamity ot tha iitaat 
haiTDwinft kliid, tlie reverend <loctor, to the aurinioe of hia Dock, ofllciated In chuTch 
with hia uaual aeranlty. Ha coiiraned ou ■elt'iuunlnr witli tlie coulneM of a Boiiiaii 
phlhwopbar. 
I When Dr H-Oni'a eaae nml ranie beturetha Synod, the inanlntratea of Ayr piihliahed 

deltuder'a ehanuter and tu their iplinTlation ot bli oprvkee n>. a |a<lur. 

J It la ararcely neceauiry tu eay tlut ' Fnivust John ' ia John Uallantyne. and 'onlor 
Bob' Boban Aiken. 

t Rev. Dr Wllltaiu Dalrymple, wnlor inluiatar at tha oollcglata chaiGc vt Ayr— a niaii 
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Calvin's sons, Calvin's sons, seize your Rpiritual gnns, 
Amrounition ye never can need ; 

Your hearts are the atuff will be powder enough, 
And your skulls are a storehouse o' lead, 
Calvin's sons, and your skulls are a storehouse o' lead. 

Rumble John,* Rumble John, mount the steps with a groan. 
Cry, the book is with heresy craiuin'd ; 

Then lug out your ladle, deal brimstone like aidle, muck-m 
And roar every note o' the Damn'd, 
Rumble John, and roar every note o' the Damn'd. 

Simper James,t Simper James, leave the fair Killie dames^ 
There 's a holier chase in your view ; 

I'll lay on your head that the Pack ye 'II soon lead, 
For Puppies like you there 's but few. 
Simper James, for Puppies like you there 's but few. 

Singet Sawnie, { Singet Sawnie, are ye herding •ine^-hardi 
the Penny, 

Unconscious what danger awaiUl 
With a jump, yell and howl, alarm every soul. 

For Hannibal 's just at your gates, 

Singet Sawnie ! For Hannibal 's just at your gates. 

Poet Willie, $ Poet Willie, gie the Doctor a volley. 
Wi' your ' liberty's chain ' and your wit ; 

O'er Pegasus' side ye ne'er laid a stride. 
Ye only stood by where he sh — , 
Poet Willie ! Ye only stood by where he sh — . 

Barr Steenie, || Bair Steenie, what mean ye t what mean ye I 
If ye '11 meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 

orflitnonllnuy btnavolenM. It in reliMd thit. ona diy mssling In Blunoat ukn) tMffl 
In the eountrr, ha took olT hi« io«t and w»liilc«t, ^vb the Utter to the poor m»n, tti 
put on hl« coat, buttonol It up, uid wilkad home. He illHl in 1314. Hlt> connection «l 
Burne olU be dealt with In the Hnil \-alnnie of thl> work. 
■ Ra*. John Riiswll, celebrated In ■ Tha Holy Filr.' 

t Rev. Jiniea MMkinlAy, mliiieler or Kilmimorli, the hero of 'The Onlln»Hon/ 
I Rev. Alemider Hoodie, of Rlccarton, one of Ihaharoea of 'ThsTwi Herdi.' 

I Rev. William Peabl« (Koe nota, Vol. I., p. 183) lud excited Hinn ridicule by * line 
■ poem on the Cantenery of the Revolution ; 

'And bound In f.fterlt'f endearing dial*.' 

II R«T. Stephen Toting, mlnirter of Barr, ITSO-lSl*. 
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Ye may hu some pretence, nan, to havins and aenoe, 



maD, 
Wi' people that ken you nae better, 
Barr Steenie I Wi' people that ken yon 



nas better. 



Jamie GooBe,* Jamie Goose, ye bae mode hut toom rooee ^^^ 
0' hunting the wicked Lieutenant ; 

But the Doctor 'a your mark, for the L — d'a holy ark, boir 

He has coopw'd and oa'd a wrang pin in, Mtm 

Jamie Goose ! He has coopei'd and ca'd a irrang pin in. 

Davie Bluster.f Davie Bluster, for s aaunt if ye mnster, 

It 'a a sign they 're no nice t/ recruits ; 
Yet to worth let 'a be just, Royal Blood ye might bo«?t — 

If the Ass were the king o' the brutes, 

Davie Bluster I If the Aas were the king o' the brutes. 

Cessnock-eide, X Ces8nock.side, wi' your turkey-cock pride, 

O' manhood but ama' ia your share : 
Ye 've the figure, it 'a truD, even your faea maun allow, fo«i 

And your friends darona say ye hae mair, 

Cessnock-side ! And your friends darena say ye hae mair. 

Muirlan' Jock,§ Muirlau' Jock, whom the Lord gave a atock 

Would set up a tinkler in brass ; 
If ill manners were wit, there 's no mortal so fit 

To prove the poor Doctor an nsa, 

Muirlan' Jock ! To prove the poor Doctor an ass, 

Andrew Gowk, || Andrew Gowk, ye may plnnder the hook. 

And the book nought the waur, let me tell ye : wons 

Tho' ye 're rich and look big, yet lay by hat and wig, 
And ye '11 hae a calfg Jieaii o' sma' value, 
Andrew Gowk ! And ye '11 hae a caifs head o' sma' value. 

■ Bav. Jimiw Tilling beoune inluitMr or New Cumoock In ITST iiul died In 1799. 

t Rev. D«Hd Omit wu iiilnisKit uf Ochlltrc* from 17W till his duth in i;Bl. 

I Rev. Gnoree ttniith, Galilun. Thli gentlBinin ii pniaed u friendly to Coiiininii 
Hmim In 'Tbg Holy I^lr.' Ths oltence which wu taksn iC UiaC conipliiiieiiC pretmbly 
■mblttcreU tha poel igaiuat hliii. See nolo. Vol. I., )>. tiii. 

I Rev. John Shepherd, iiitninlerof Miiirkirk from 1776 tlllhin d«th In 171)9. Tlie Kbitietknl 
uxouM of Mnirkirli. CMiUributfl by this gentleiiien to Sir John 8incl»lr'> work, ia very 

loUtook fur wit, uid lhii> lild hli'neelf open to Bume'a aatlre. 

II I>TAiidreirMitche1l,niln!iteriifHai>lltanlnimmtUinSll. H« ptrhipa ' looked big,' 
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Daddie Auli!,* Daddie Auld, there 's a lod i' the fauld, tox-Wd 
A tod iiieikle waur than the Clerk ; t much wont 

Tho' ye do little akaith, ye '11 be in at the death, hum 

For if ye canna bite, ye can bark, 
Daddie Auld ! For if ye canna bite, ye can bark. 

Poet Bums, Poet Burns, wi' your priest-ekelping turns, hittinj 
Wliy desert ye your auld native Sliirel 

Tho' your Muae is a gipsy, yet were she even tipsy. 
She could ca' us nae waur than we are, 
Poet Bums ! She could ca' us nae waur than we are. 

Holy Will.t Holy Will, there was wit in yoar skull, 
WTien ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor; 

The tiromer is scant when ye 're ta'en for a saint, timbn 

Wha should swing in a rape for an hour, mo 

Holy Will ! Ye should swing in a rape for an hour. 

PRK9ENTATI0N STANZAS. 

Factor John, Factor John, whom the Lord made alone. 

And ne'er raade another thy peer, 
Thy poor servant, the Bard, in respectful regard, 

Presents thee this token sincere, 

Factor John,§ He presents thee this token sincere. 

Afton's Laird ! Afton's iMird, when your pen can he spared, 
A copy of this I boqneath. 

On the same sicker score aa I mention'd before, 
To that trusty auld worthy, Clackleith, 
Alton's laird I To that trusty auld worthy, Clackleith. 

beonwht WM the ion or Hugli M<tc1ie1[, luinl of Dalgiin, In thn culeni put of Arnblie. 
■lid hl> TiioUiaF wu one of the diii|ib>lLi of I'-glrllsld. Hs hlmaelf nw> Uird oT ATiiyird. In 
Uie neigh bonrhood of Cumnock. Bitiwiie love of iiioiiBy, nnd a ulTiiigo coiifujion of tint*, 
cli»r«cterii»d Uili cleTgymin. In hiB pr»yer for the loytX ftinlly. he would eipim hlmMlf 
tbiu : ' lllBH Ihs King- hli Mi^wly the Queen— her ll^eaty the Prince of WileL' Tho 
word cheinlHlry he proiiouncsl In three dilTerent wiye— AtHtjtri, iktnldrv, end IcAiMlttry 
-bat nerer by mj cliiinn In tbs rlcht wiy. Notwitluttuidliig Uie intlp^thy be oonld 
nrcely help feeling towudi Bunii, an« of the poet'i coiiik v«h> wouhl nuka him UU|h 
iieartlly, and con few that, 'iftersll, he wua droll feUow.' Hedlnl 1811, leed el||hty-ili. 
• Rev. Mr Auld. or MniKlilinr. 
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TO [MR ROBSXT AIKKK (!)^ 

[ELLnLtan, Aural ITKI 

Dear Sir— Wliether io the wa^ of my tnde I can be of any Hrrke 
to the Kev. Doctor ia, I fear, very donbtfnl. Ajax's afaield oomUted, I 
thiuk, of Mvea ball hide* and a plate of braM, which altogatliar aet 
Hector's ntmoet force At deKance. AIm t I am not a Hector, and the 
worthy Doctor's foes are as secuTely anned as Ajax was. Ignorance, 
enperstition, bigotry, stnpidlty, malevolence, salf-coneelt, enry — all 
strongly bound in a massy frame of brazen impadence. Good God, Bir I 
to BQcli a shield, honior ia tlie peek of a aparrow and satire the pop-gnn 
of a school-boy. Creation-disgiacing tederaU anch as they, God only 
can mend and the Deril only can pnuleh. In the comprehending way 
of Calignia, I wish they had all bat one neek. I feel impotent aa a diild 
to the ardor of my wishes I for a withering eniae to blast the genniiia 
of their wicked machinationB. O f or a pcHsonons Tornado winged from 
the Torrid Zone of Tartams, to sweep the spreading crop of tlieir 
villainons contrivaneee to the lowest hell 1 B. B. 

The WKT raged till, in April 1790, the case came on for trial 
before the Synod, when I)r M'Gill etopped further procedure by 
expreBsing his deep regret for the disquiet he liad occasioned, ex- 
plaining the challenged passages of hia book, and declnring his 
adherence to the standards of the Church on the points of doctrine 
in question.* 

The dato of Bums'a appointment to active service as an excise- 
man in his district would seem to be approximately lixed by a 
manuscript volume which has recently been discovered, bearing 
the title ' List of all the Divisions, officers, expectants, &c., in 
Scotland as they stand at 10th October 1789.'t The first entry 
relating to the poet ia dated 1789, and it states that at that time 
he waa twenty-nine yenra of age, that he had been a quarter of 
a year employed, and that he had six of a family. The oflUcial 
'character' placed against hia name, in all probability by the 
supervisor of hia district, is ' Never tryed ; n Poet ; Turns out 
well.' It is therefore extremely probable that on receiving hia 
appointment he entered upon his new duties at once. On being 
informed that he had received the position he had requested, he 
sent his thanks in the form of a sonnet : 

•Dr H'OiU died Hirch 30, ISOT, st UiaigsorHvsnty-ilx.iod In Iba rorty-tiith yeiT of 
hli minlitry. 
( Thli VDlDms l> now (ISM) In tlw poueuloa oT Mr Juii« Divlilwn, Hiiiillton tlua, 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, 6SQ., OF FINTRY, 

ON RECEIVlNa A FAVOUR, IOTH AUGUST 1789. 

I call no goddcEs to inspire my etiajna, 

A fabled Miise may suit a bard that feigna; 

Friend of my life t my Bident spirit bums, 

And all the tribute of my heart returns, 

For bootie accorded, goodness ever new. 

The gift still dearer, as the Giver Yon. 

Thou Orb of day ! thou other Paler Light I 

And all ye many aparkling stars of night I 

If aught that Giver from my mind efface ; 

If I that Giver's bounty e'er disgrace ; 

Then roll, to me, along your vand'ring spheres^ 

Only to number out a villain's years 1 

I lay my hand upon my swelling breast, 

And grateful would, but cannot, speak the rest. 



HR WtLLIAH BURNS. 



f-int. 



Mv Dear William— I received your letter, and am very happy to 
hear tliat you liave got settled for the winter. I enclose you the two 
giiinea-notes of the Bonk of Scotland, which I hope will serve yonr need, 
ft is in<1ee<l not quite bo convenient for me to spare the money as it once 
was, hilt I know your nitualinn, and, I will say it, in mme respect*, yonr 
worlli. I have no time to write at present, bnl I I>eg you will endeavour 
to pluck Dp a little more of the Man than yon used to have. Remember 
my favorite quotations : 

On Teunn build iflBolyo, 

That column of true majeaty in Hui. 



■ Bami'i mother liail at thit tlins pBliI > vlift to EllliUnil. Sh< brought tb« po«t'> 
«lilait MW. Robert, from HonslaL 
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Biiniii!, as- lias been seen, did not occupy the wliole of 
at Ellisknd in tlie beginning of 1789 ; indeed, be addrassod letters 
to his brother William in March, dating from the Isle. Eliiabetb 
Smith rcniembei'ad the removal from the Isle to Ellisland, though 
she was uncertain about tlie date. ' Burna,' nuis the fnmiliar 
story, ' ronde hor take the Family Bible and a bowl of salt, and 
placing the one upon tlie other, carry tliem to the new lionae, 
and walk into it before any one elae. This was tlio old Jreif 
[siiporatitious usage] appropriate to the taking posaesaion of a 
new house, the object being to secure good-luck for all who 
ahould tenant it. He liiniself, with his wife on hia arm, folloired 
the bearer of the Bible and salt, and so entered upon the pos- 
BCBsion of his homo.' On the 18th of August, Jean gave birth 
to a child, who was named Francis Wallace, in honour of Mrs 
Duiilop. 

Burns appears to have believed that ho could tnalce not lees 
than forty pounds a year by the Jjtcise work, into which he 
now threw himself. According to Allan Cunningham, he contem- 
plated working his farm chiefly aa a dairy-farm. His sisters were 
skilled makers of butter and cheese and had imparted their 
knowledge to Mrs Burns. He thought that, while Jean, with the 
assistance of some of her west-country girls, managed the cows 
and their produce, he himself might work as a ganger, and still 
have time enough for whatever was left for him to do on the 
dairy-farm. 




FROM PETER STUART. 

iBSDOK, m Auruii tree. 

My dear Sir— EKcnse me when I say tliat tlie unconimnn abilities 
which you poasesa must render your coi respond ence very acceptAble to 
any one. 1 can assure you I am particularly proud of your jiartiality, 
and slial] endeavour, by every metliod in my power, to merit a conLinu- 
ance of your politeness. . . . 

When you can spare a few moments, I should be proud of a letter from 
yon, directed tor me, GerrarJ Street, Soho. . , , 

I cannot express my liappiness sufficiently at the instance of your 

attachment to my late inestimable friend, Bob Fergiisson,* who was 

particularly intimate with myself anil relations. Wliile I recollect with 

* Thg erection or « wonuinent to hlin. 8e*VoL II., pp. ss. W. 
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pleacnre hu extraordinary talenta and manj amiable qualities, it aRbrdi 
me tlie greatest consolation that I ani hononred with the correspondence 
of hU successor in national simplicity and genins. That Mr Bums baa 
Te6ned in the art of poetry must readily be admitted ; but, notwith- 
standing many favoarable representations, I am yet to learn that lie 
inherits his convivial powers. 

There was sucli a richness of conversation, sncli a plentitade of fancy 
and attraction, in him, that wiien I call tlie happy period of onr inter- 
coarse to niy memory, I feel myself in a stale of delirinin. I was then 
younger than him by eight or ten years, bnt his manner was so felicitons 
that he enrsptnred every person aronnd him and infused into the hearts 
of the young and old the spirit and animation which operated on his own 
mind. I am. Dear Sir, Yours, &c P. Stuabt. 



TO MR PETEK STUART. 

[Antral] ITW. 

Mr DEAR Sir— The hnrry of a farmer in this partlenlar seascm, and 
the indolence of a poet at all timee and seasons, will, I hope, plead my 
excuse for neglecting so long to answer your obliging letter of the fifth of 
Angnst. 

Tliat yon have done well in qnitting yonr laborions concern in [The 
Slap], I do not donbt ; tlie weighty reasons you mention were, I hope, 
very, and deservedly, indeed, weighty ones, and your healthis a matter of 
Uie last importance ; but whether the remaining pmprietoni of the paper 
have also done well, is what 1 much doubt. Tlie [Slar], so far as I whs m 
reader, exhiliited snch a brilliancy of point, sncli an elegance of para- 
graph, and such a variety of intelli}^nce, that I can hardly conceive it 
possible to continue a dwly paper iu the same degree of excellence : bnt 
if there was a man who had abiliUm equal to the task, that man's 
assistance the proprietors have lost. . . . 

When 1 receive<l your letter, I was transcribing for [The St(ir\ my 
letter to the magistrates of the Canongate, Edicburgh, begging their 
permission to place a tomb-stone over poor Fergusson, and their edict 
in consequenceof my petition ; but now 1 shall send them to * ■ • • * *. 
Poor Fergusson ! If there be a life beyond the grave, wliich I trust there 
is ; and if there be a good God presiding over all nature, which I am 
sure there is ; thou art now enjoying existence in a glorious world, 
where worth of the heart alone is distinction in the man ; where riches, 
deprived of all their pleasure purchasing powers, return to their native 
sordid matter ; where titles and honors are the disregarded reveries of 
an idle dream : and where that heavy virtue, which is the n^ativa 
consequence of steady dniness, and those thonghlless, thongli often 
destructive, follies, which are the nnavmdable aberrations of frail humaa 
nature, will Iw thrown into equal oblivion as if they had never been t 
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Ailieu, my dear Sir. So book as yma ptceent vien-H and Hcliemes nre 
concenlPi'ed in nn nim, I eliall be glul to heAr from yoa; na yoor 
welf&re aad bappineas is by no mea.nji a subject indifferaot to— Yours, 
&c, R.B. 



TO MK8 DUNLOP. 

Elublaxd. ea .'^. nsa. 
Dear MadAH— I have mentioned in my last my a]>[M)intmeril to 
the Excise and the birth of little Frank, who, by the bye, I trust will 
be no diaci'edit to the honorable name of Wallace, aa he has a fine 
manly coiint«naDce and a lie""> ^f^^ might do credit to a little fellow 
two months older ; and likewixe an excellent good temper, thongli when 
he pleasea he has a pi|>e, only not quite »d loud as the liom that hie 
immortal namesake blew as a signal to take out the pin of Stirling 

1 ha<l some time ago an epistle, part poetic and part prosaic, from 
your poetess, Miss J. Little,t a very ingenious, but modest, composition. 
I should have writ tten her as she reqiiesteii, but for the hurry of this 
new business. I have heard of her and her conipoeitions in thia 
country ; and, I am happy to add, always to the honor of her character. 
The fact is, I know not well how to write to her : I should sit down to a 
sheet of paper that I knew not how to stain. I am no dab at fine.drawn 
letter- writing ; and, except wlien prompted by friendship or gmtitude, 
or, which happens extremely rarely, inspired by the Muse (I know not 
her name) that prenidee over epistolary writing, I sit down, wlien 
necessitated to write, as I would sit down to beat hemp. 

Some parts of your lettor of the 20th August, struck me with the most 
melancholy concern for the state of your mind at present. . . . 

Would I could write you a letter of comfort 1 I would sit down to it 
with aa much pleasure as I would to write an epic poem of my own 
composition that should equal the Ili'ad. Religion, my dear friend, 
ia the true comfort I A stiong persuasion in a future state of existence ; 

■ Pn Jop the honi he hynlyt inil nuth bUw 
Sn Mpnly, snd wiinied itiid jrion Wricht : 
Tha romront he itnik with gret ilycht ; 
The IsttTnld iloun, quhen Ihs pynnynnl gari. 
I Imsnj; Ihs [wple niii ; 



• snd in 



111 bo ths 1 



Ir milltivi Wtillarf, book 
Jop <(Cinnerly Orymniytbe) wm » piir«iiiv«nt of Eclwird. 

t Jinft Litt1«(niM-]g1S). 'the Scotllih mtlkinilil,' waa bC Ihti Umi 
dilry U London Ctetie, nhere Mn Henrie. Mn Dimlop'e dniigfatir, 
knonn ir Burni nplled to her tetter. She trurwinlg visited EIIKI 
Interview with BiimJi, faut fkJled, u the poet wu oonnned to bed v 
She pnbltuheils voliimeor poeini In 17H: beams wife of Ji 
London Cutle, and died In IglS. 
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a propoeitioii bo obvioiuly probable, that, Retting revelation aside, eveiy 
nation and people, ao far as iDveatigation has readied, for at least four 
thousand years, have, in some mode or other, firmly believed it In 
vain would we reason and pretend to doubt. I have myself done bo to 
a very daritig pitch ; but when I reflected that I was opposing the moat 
ardent wishes and tlie moat darling hopes of good men, and flying 
in the face of all human helief, in all ages, I was shocked at my own 
coadact. 

I know not whether I liave ever sent you the following lines or if you 
have ever seen them ; hut it is one of my favorite qnotations, which I 
keep constantly by me in my progress through life, in the language of 
the book of Job, 

Againat the day of battle and of war— 
apoken of religion : 

Tis Ikit, my frisnd, th>t rtreaka oar miming bright, 

Tis tkii tlikt gilda the horror of our night : 

Whan wealth f orGakea iu uid when frieudi are few ; 

When friends are faithless or when foes pniiue ; 

Tis this that wards the blow oi stilts the smart. 

Disarms affliction or repels his dart -, 

Within the breast bidi purest raptures rise, 

Bids smiling eonsoieuoe spread her oloodlasi skies.* 

I have been very busy with Z«/ueo,t The doctor is so obliging as to 
reqneat my opinion of it ; and I have been revolving in my mind soma 
kind of ciiticisnis on novel- writing, but it is a depth beyond my re- 
search. I shall, however, digest my thoughts on the subject as well 
as I can. Zelueo is a most sterling performance. 

Farewell 1 A Dieu, le bon Dieu, je voia etmunettde. R. B. 

We have to turn from tJiia eerious lettei to two of the merriest 
episodes of Burns's life. The first was that which gave rise to 
his well-known song 'Willie brew'd a Peck o' Maut!' Bnrns'B 
note upon this ditty gives its history: 'This air is [Allan] 
Mosterton's ; the song, mine. The occasion of it was this: Mr 
William Nicol, of the High School, Edinburgh, during the autumn 
vacation being at Mofiat, honest Allan — who was at that time on 
a visit to Dolswinton — and I, went to pay Nicol a visit We 
had such a joyous meeting, that Mr Masteiion and I agreed, each 
in our own way, that we should celebrate the business.'} 

• S« rota, VoL II., p. IM. 

I Ztlus wu pubUihed la ITN. 

t The snct spot where the mMlIngwuhsldl* Hid to have bien ' WlUle'i MUV on tba 

ro*a bMweeaMolliiC sod 'Tibbie Elikli'a-luu,audcloi " 

(Jeeii Lorliuer) WM boni. 
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WILLIE BREW'D A PECK 0' MAUT. 


1 


Willie brew'd a peck o' niaut, 
Anil Rob aiid Allau cam to preo; * 

Three blylher licarto, that lee-lang night, 
Ye wad nu found in CliristBudio. 


- 1 

tuu 


Choivs—Wa are nu I'ou, vre 're nae that fou, 
But juat a drappie in our e'e ; 
Tlie cock niiiy craw, tlie dsiy may daw, 
And iiy we '11 tasto tlio bailuy tree. 


full [drunlLl fl 
ilmp-Bja ^M 

.llHWD H 

brs».JuiC(s H 


Hero are wc met, tliree merry boys, 
Threu merry boys, I trow, are we ; 

And mony a niglit we 've merry been, 
And mony mae we Iiupe to be 1 


1 



It ia the moon, I ken lier horn, 

That 'b blinkin' in the lift aae hie ; hcavua-bigb 

She ahines sae brij^ht to wyle us hame, lun 

But, by my aooth, she '11 wait a woe ! > while 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 

A cuckold, coward lonn is lie ! feUow 

Wha firat beside liia cliair shall fa',f 
He is the King amaug us three ! 

The second affair alluded to was one in which some of the 
Kithsdale gentlemen of Bums's acquaintance were concerned. The 
poet, in introducing the ballad composed on the occasion, relates 
the following tradition : ' In the train of Anne of Denmark, when 
she came to Scotland with our James the Sixth, there came over 
also a Danish gentleman of gigantic stature and great prowess, 
and a matchless champion of Bacchus. He had a little ebony 
"Whistle, which, at the commencement of the orgies, he laid on the 
table; and whoever was last able to blow it, every body else being 
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diuliled by the potency of the bottle, was to carry off the Whistle 
w a trophy of victory. The Dane produced credentials of his 
victories, without a singlo defeat, at the courts of Copenhagen, 
Stockholm, MoBcow, Warsaw, and aeveral of tlie petty courts in 
Germany ; and challenged the Scots liacchaualianB to the alter- 
native of tryiiif; liia prowess or else of acknowledging their 
inferiority. After many overthrows on the part of the Scots, the 
Dane was encountered by Sir Kobert Lawrie of Maxwelton, 
ancestor to the present wortliy baronet of that name ; who, after 
three days and three nighta' hard contest, lelt the Scandinavian 
under the table, 

Aud blew on tlie Whistle his requiem shrill. 
Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before mentioned, afterwards lost 
the whistle to Walter Eiddel of Gleuriddel, who had married a 
sister of Sir Walter's.' * 

The whistle being now in the possession of Captain Riddel, 
Bnms'a neighbour at Friars' Carse, it was resolved tliat he should 
submit it to an amicable competition between himself and two 
other descendants of the conqueror of the Scandinavian — namely, 
Alexander Ferguseon of Craigdarroch, and Sir Robert Lawrie of 
Maxwelton, then MP, for Dumfriesshire. t Tlie meeting was to 
take place at Friara' Carse on Friday, the 16th of October; and 

*'Tli«n in aomt odd blumlan In the IsgenJ olchs WhliUa, which m pedlgnc ofth* 
Huwelton hmlly In lay ponaualon snililai me to mention. Then hu no Sir Bobnt 
UwrisorUuwalUn prior to or during the nign of Jtnieg VI. Stsphen, the third Ho of 
John Lenrie. the tint of the niiiilly on rscunl, and an Inhabitant of DumfrlM, purchued 
tha lariUg of Hiioclton from the Bar] of Glencairn In UU. He wai luccMded bj hia 
■on John, who died In the year IMS ; and his aon and heti, Robert, wai i:r«ted a 
bsrailet on tha ITth Mireh 1683. By his aecond wife, Jean RUlUel, lUugliter ofthe Lalid 
ofHInlo, he had three iwna and rotirdauehteni, of whom CstheKne wa« married to Waller 
Rlildel otOleiiriaael. *nd Aune lo Aleiander Persuwon orCnigaamKh. Hli aon Robert 
«a« killed, when a lad, by a Oil rrom bis horae, In 1T09, So the story of Queen Anne'e 
drunken Dane may be reginled la a groundleaa (able, unlcai such a penuin came over In 
the tnln of Prince George of Denmark, the husband ofour last Quoen Anno, whleh la not 
very probahle.'— aarlu Jf. Sharpi. In id edition of Johnson'a JfnilcaJ UiutamilSM), \v. HI. 
It Is neterlhelesn. evidently, to the flnt baronet that the legend recorded by Duma lefen, 
as hla soeceasor'a jucceiwof isa a son, Sir Walter, a contsmpomry of Walter BIddel of 
Glenriddel. The story bad probably some auch foundation as that described, though 

I Sir Kobert Ljiwrie (or Laurie) represented Dunifriesahlre (or thirty yeara^fTom ITTt 
UIl his death In IS04. His eiriot aon, AiliiiinI Sir Robert lawrie. died in ISU witliout 
ehUdren, aud the Lawrie baronetcy eiptrw] with hliii. The prwent proprietor of Mai- 
welton. Uie Rev. Sir EriiiUua Bayley Uurle, Is the great-grwi.lnon of the hero of the 
' Whittle,' but Inherits hit bsronetcy through his mother, * gmnddtughter of Sir Robert, 
■ho married Mr John B. Bayley, eldaat eon Of Sit Jobn Ikyley, But. He look the name 



104 LIFE ASO WOilKS Of BURNS. 

Mr John M'Murdo agreuU ti> nut as judge on the occasion. The 
historical aBBOciationa connected with the whistle would liave been 
sure to escite Buvne's interest; euch a frolic as was i>TOpoaed 
took his fancy. He expressed his delight in a letter whiuli he 
wiota that day on a trivial piece of business ; 



I CAPTAIN EIDU 



± IS, 17SB.* 



8lB— Big with the idea of this iniporl«tit day at Fiiai's Curse, I have 
watched the elements and skiea, in tiie full iiei-suasiun that they would 
announce it to the ostoniehed woi'ld by some pheuunieiia of terrific 
portent. Yea tern iglit, until a veiy late hour, did I wait with imxions 
horror fnr the appearance of some Oouiet firing half tlie sky, or aCriai 
arniiee of Bangainary Scandinavians darlliit; athwart the startled lieaveus, 
rapid aa the ragged lightning and horrid as thoHC convulsions of nature 
that bury nalioui. 

The elements, liowever, seem to take the matter very quietly: they 
dill nnt rvcii uslicr in [IiIm nioming witli tii]>1e»iiii!< and uHhowui of blood, 
symbohcal of the three potent lieroes, and tlie mighty claret-shed of the 

■ Bumi, 111 hii iiolu on Scottish long, given ■ Friiliy, lOUi October ITKO,' u the ilat« or 
tha Whlntla^contait. Tha yHr \t cutilnly vroiig. It will tie »dinitl«l (hut hs \a leu 

diitince ofa r«w )w*. Bcslilu, his date, -Fhaiy, lUlh October lieo.'carrieeeiroran Ita 
owD fUs, for the leth or October ITHO wh not ■ Friilay, thoi^h tlie loth o! October I7B9 
WM. Robert AInilie wrote ■ tetter to Un M'Lahme, dated DiiniMes, 18th October 
ITW, <n Hhlch he telli of hiiving been for ecvenil day> wttli Buma at BUialand. but nyi 
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day. For me, as Tlioiuson, in liU 'Winter,' says of Uie etonu — I iliall 
' Hear utODUilied, and aHtoniHlied sing.' 



Here ue wa met, tbree merry boji, 

Three merry boys 1 trov uo we ; 
Ami mon<r ft night we '*e inerr; been. 

And moDj mu we hope to be 1 mora 

. WIu fint BhkU Tue to gftng awft, 
A eaekold eonrd loon is he ; 
Wbe Uut beside hii obeir ihall U,' 
He U the Icing anwiig ni three. 

To leave tbe heiglite of Paniaiiaas and come to tlie hanible vale of 
prose. I have some mis^-ivingt that I take too much upon me, when 
I request you to get your gjieat, Sir Robert Lawrje, to frank the two 
enclosed covej-a for me, the one of them to Sir William Cuoningliani, of 
RoberLlSind, Bart., ut Auclieiiskeith, Kilmarnock — the oilier toMrAllan 
MastertOD, ^Vri ting- Master, Edinliujgli. The first lias a kindre<l claim 
on Sir Robert, as being a brotlier Baronet and likewise a keen Foxite ; 
the other is one of the wortliiest men in llie world, and a man of real 
genius ; so, allow me to say, lie has a fraternal claim on you. I want 
them franked for to-iiinrrow, as I cannot get them to the post to-ni};lit. 
I shall send a servant again for them in the evening. Wbhing that 
your head may be crowned with laurels to-night, and free from aches to- 
raorrow, I have the honor to be. Sir, Your deeply indebted humble Ser- 
vant, B. B. 



It would Beem that, after this letter had been received by 
Glenriddel, n note woa Bent to Burne, inviting him to join the 
party at Garse. He immediately replied in characteristic fashion : 

The king's poor blackguard slave am I, 

And scarce dow spare a minute ; 
But I 'II be with you by and bye, 

Or else the devil 's in it ! 
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Ho was probably prestait, if not at the dinner, nt tlie sym[ioEium 
which folluwed, although he makes no expre&s statement to this 
effect. Tliia is his ohrouiclo of the alliiir : 

I sint; of a Whistle, a Wliistle of worth, 

I fiiiig of a Whistle, the pride of the North, 

Was hrought to the couct of our good Scottish King, 

Ami long with this Whistle aU Scotland aliidl rin^. 

(Jld Loda,* Blill riieiiig the arm of Fiiigal, 
The god of the bottle sends down from his hall — 
'This Whistle 's yoiir challenge, to Scotland get o'er, 
And driuk them to Hell, Sir 1 or ne'er see me more 1' 

Old |ioels have sung and old chronicles tell 
Wiiat champions veiitui-'d, wLat champions fell ; 
The son of gi-eat Loda was conqueror still, 
And blew on the Whistle their reqniem BhriU. 

Till Kobort, the lord of the Caint and the 8caur,t 
Unmatch'd at the bottle, unconquer'd in war, 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the sea ; 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than he. 

Thus Robert, victorious, the trophy has gain'd ; 
Which now in his house has for ages rcniain'd ; 
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his blood, 
The jovial contest again have renew'd. 

Three joyons good fellows, with hearts clear of flaw : 
Ctaigduroch, so famous for wit, worth, and law ; 
And trusty Glenriddel, so skill'd in old coins ; 
And gallant Sir Bobert, deep-read in old wines. 

Ii«n round It Cnlgilnrrocli, but ha unlgna no posiUvs iwwii for bin Ka|>tlciaiD. R«ra)Tlng 
to Burai'i ventcle (ccsptlng t)i< Invitation to tw prtsent tt tlis ■ynipMiutn, h« uyi 
(Library Eilllion of lbs IVorIa of RiOrH B%nu, vol. il., p. tOT), itliidiug to tlia Poet'i 
il(i»cilptlonofliiin»lf iiimneiclwiMn—' Oi* king's poor blickguird ilav*'— "Bunisluiil not 
comnieiicsct hli Excln <lutlca at that claU.' Here Mr Bcott Doiiglai la In error. It Is 
poMlbla thai Bnnii ninl thla nnlela, with nrtatlom, on mora occuloni than one. It 
waa flnt paUlshed In ISOl, tha iTit Una ninnlng, -Tha kin^i'i mnt hnmbla Mivant, I.' 
CnnnakiiiT>orit: 'Th« abova anawer to ao InTllaUon mi wrltleB aitampon on a leaf 
ton from hia Ktettt book.' 

• SeeOulan'tCirlc-thtira.— a 

( Ths Calm, a itiwn In Olencalm pariah, oa vhkh Haivtltoii Honaa II aitnated : the 
BkaiT, a iliHllar inaaDtalU'rlU, in Ika putah at Panpout ; boUi ara affluents or the Kith. 



XLUSLIHD. ] 

Craigdarroch b^an, wiUi a tongue smootli aa oO, 
Desiriug Glemiddel to yield up the spoil; 
Oi elae he would muster tlie heads of the clan, 
And once more, in claret, try which was the man. 

' By the goda of the ancients I' Gledriddel leplies^ 
' Before I surrender so glorious a prize 
I 'li conjure the ghost of the great Rorio More,* 
And bumper hia horn with him twenty times o'er.' 

Sir Robert, a soldier, no speech would pretend. 
But he ne'er turn'd hia bock on his foe or his friend ; 
Said — 'ToKS down the Whistle, the prize of the field,' 
And, knee-deep in claret, he 'd die ere he'd yield. 

To the board of Glenriddel our heroes repair. 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and care ; 

But for wine and for welcome not more known to fame 

Thau the sense, wit and taste, of a eweet lovely dame. 

A bard was selected to witness the fray, 
And tell future ages the feats of the day ; 
A bard who detested all sadness and spleen. 
And wish'd that Parnassus a vineyard had been. 

The dinner being over, the claret they ply. 

And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of joy; 

In the bands of old friendship and kiudred so set, 

And the bands grew the tighter the more they were wet. 

Gay Pleasure ran riot as bumpers ran o'er ; 
Bright FhffibuH ne'er witness'd so joyous a core, couii 

And vow'd thot to leave them he was quite forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he 'd see tfaem next mom. 

Six bottles a-piece had well wore out the night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Turn'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red. 
And swore 'twas the way that their ancestors did. 

* Bm JobDHu'l TeuT to Iki HAridit.—B. 
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Then worthy Glenriiidel, so cautious and eage, 
Ko longer the warfare ungodly would wage : 
A high Ruling Elder to walJow in wine !' 
Ue kft the foul business to fulks less divine. 

The gallant Sir Robert fought hard to the end ; 
But who can with Fate and quart buinpere contend t 
Though Fate said, a hero shall perish in light ; 
So uprose bright Phcebus — and down fell the knight. 

Next uprose our Bard, like a prophet in drink : — 
■ Craigdarrocfa, thou 'It soar when creation shall sink I 
But if thou would flourish immortal in rhyme, 
Come — one bottle more — and have at the sublime ! 

'Thy line, that have struggieci for freedom with Bruce, 

Shall heroea and patriots ever produce : 

So thine be the laurel and mine be the bay ; 

Tlie field thou haat won, by you bright God of Day ! ' 

PRESENTATION STANZA : 

But one sorry quill— and that worue to the core ; 
Mo paper — but such as I shew it ; 
But such as it is, will the good Laird of Torr 
Accept — and excuse the poor Poet t 

l"he whistle is now (1896) in the possession of Mr R Cutlar 
Feigusson, the present proprietor of Craigdarroch, t 
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The poet was exceptionally libetal with copies of 'The 
Whistle.' Even the Duke of Queensbeirjr received one. A letter 
accompanied it : 



TO THE DUKE OF qUEENSBERRY. 

Mr Lord Duke — Will yonr Grace pardoa this approach in a poor 
Poet, who perhapa intrudes on your coiiveise with Princes, to present 
yon— all he has to offer—hia beat ballad, an<l to beg of you— all lie liaa 
to ask- yonr graciouB acceptance of it T Whatever might be my opinion 
of the merits of the poem, I woald not have dared to take the liberty of 
presenting it thna, but for your Grace's acquaintance with tlie Dramatis 
Pereonce of the piece. 

Wlien I first thought of sending my poem to your Grace, I had Bome 
misgivings of heart about it — something within me seemed to say :— ' A 
nobleman of the first rank and the ficet t&stc, and who has lived in the 
first Court of Europe, what will lie care for either you or your ballad ? 
Depend upon it that he will look on this business as some one or other 
of the many modifications of that servility of soul with which authora, 
and particularly you poets, have ever npproaclied the Great.' 

No t said I to himself, I sm conscious of the pnrity of my motives ; and 
as I never crouch to any man but the man I have wronged, nnt even him 
unless he forgives me, I will approach his Grace with tolerable upriglit 
conlidence, that were I and my ballad jtoorer stuff than we are, the Dnke 
of Queensberry'a polito affability would ntakn me welcome, as my sole 
motive is to show him how sincerely I have the honor to be. My Lord 
Duke, Your Grace's most obedient, humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 
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111 letter of 14th August I'm U hIa brother Willlaui the poet luentlotia 
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It v/as now tliree ye&rs, so far as can now lie aecortaincd, 
sinco the grave had closed over Mary Campbell, in Outobor 
1786. The poet had in the interval married and settled in life, 
Rnd taken up a new and laborious profession. Just alxiut this 
time, as will be found, lie expressed liia aenso of the iiiqwrtance of 
bning a good husband and father, saying that there lay ' the true 
pathos and sublime of human life,' Yet a day came at the end 
of liarveRt, when Mary's death was recalled to him with intense 
and atfecting vividness. According to Lockhart, who reported a 
statement made by Jean Burns to her friend John M'Diarmid, 
'he spent that day, though labouring under cold, in the usual 
work of the harvest, and apparently in excellent spirits. But as 
the twilight deepened, he ap|)eared to grow " very sad about 
Bomething," and at length wandered out into the barn-yanl, to 
which his wife, in her anxiety, followed him, entreating hjni in 
vain to observe that frost had set in, and to return to the 
fireside. On being again and again requested to do so, he 
promised compliance ; but still remained whei'e he was, strid- 
ing up and down slowly, and contemplating the aky, which 
was singularly clear and starry. At last Mrs Bums found 
him stretched on a mass of straw, with his eyes fixed on a 
beautiful planet " that shone like another moon," and prevailed 
on him to come in. He immediately, on entering the house, 
called for his desk, and wrote exactly as tliey now stand, with 
all the ease of one copying from memory, these sublime and 
jmthetie versea:' 



TO MARY IN HEAVEN. 
Tv^S—Captain Cook't Death, d^. 

Thou ling'ring star, with lesa'ning ray, 

That lov'st to greet the early mom, 
Again thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary ! dear departed Shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ! 
See'st thou thy Lover lowly laid? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast 1 



That aacred lioiir can I forget : 

Can I forget the hnllow'd grove 
Wliere^ by tiio winding Ayr, we met 

To live one dny of [wrting love! 
Eternity can not efface 

Those records dear of tranniKirt!) past ; 
Thy image at our Inst embrace, 

Ah, little thought we 'twas our last. 

Ayr, gurgling, kies'd his pebbled ahore, 

O'erhung with wild-wood^, thickening green ; 
The fmgratit birch and hawtlioi-n lionr 

Twin'd amorouB round the raptur'd scene ; 
Tlie flowers sprang wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Till too, too soon the glowing west 

Proclnim'd the speed of wingid day, 

Still o'er these scenes my motn'ry wakes 

And fondly broods with miser-caro ; 
Time but th' impression stronger * nialcc^ 

As streams their channels deeper wear : 
My Mary, dear departed Sliade I 

Where ia thy place of blissful reett 
See'st thou thy Ixiver lowly laid t 

Henr'st thou the groans that rend his breast T 

Bums had written a letter nbont the late changes in his 
circumstances to his venerable friend Blacklock, and entrusted 
it to Jiobert Heron, t a young minister and literary aspirant, 
whose enthusiasm for Burns has already been noted. Heron had 
proved a faithless messenger, and Blacklock addressed Bums 
as follows ; 

• V.ri.tion— 'dMper- 

I Robert Htran, ikhi of ■ vretvtT. iKini it Kfw Oillan/, lit*. Puwl tliroiigli Uio 
DnlrenLLjr of EdlnbiiFBli, giippnrtini; hlinnir by writing far bookwltmi. Hit worki coiii- 
pritetHlMrfufSmltaiul.J-nriuflltHnifh Ui4 Ifutfra CauiUUi of Scottmul, Ufi of Bhtih 
(t)i<nntlihpiibllah«d). H* iru linprlaonsd for debt In Na»git«, •rbanhetll«Uor f«var), 
ISOT. SmVoI. I., p.ttS. 



TO M It ROBERT BURNS. 

BDiNBDBon. e«* ^"(i"« ran. 
Sear Hiirns, tlioii l)rotlier of ray heart, 
Both for thy viitues and tliy art ; 
If art it may bo callixi in thee, 
Which Nature's bounty large nnd free 
With pleasure iu t!iy breast diffuses, 
And wnrma thy soul with all the Mus«a. 
Whetlier to laugh with easy grace 
Thy numbers move the s(^;e'a face, 
Or bid the softer ptt^ious rise, 
And ruthless souls with grief surpnae, 
Tis Nature's voice distinctly felt, 
Through thee, her organ, thus to melt. 

Most nuxiously I wish to know. 
With thee of Inte how matters go : 
How keeps thy much-loved Jean her health "! 
What promises thy farin of wealth ) 
Whether the Muse persists to smile. 
And all thy anxious cares beguile 1 
Whether bright fancy keeps alive T 
And how thy darling infants thrive 1 

For rae, with grief and sickness spient. 
Since I my homeward journey bent, 
Sfurits depressed no more I mourn. 
But vigour, life, and health return. 
No more to gloomy thoughts a prey, 
I sleep all night and live all day ; 
By turns my friend and book enjoy. 
And thus my circling hours employ; 
Happy while yet these hours remain, 
If Burns could join the cheerful train. 
With wonted zeal, sincere and fervent. 
Salute once more his humble servant, 

Thomas Blacklock. 
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Burns nplied in rhyme ; 

TO DR BLACKLOCK. 

Ellislakii, i^d M. 17M. 

Wow, but your letter made me vauntie ! tutod 

And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie t tn Eood h«ith— manir 
I ken'd it Btill your wee bit jauntie fmi 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord aend you ay as weel 'a I want ye, 

And then ye 'U do ! 

The ill-thief blaw the Heron south ! d«u 

And never drink be noar his drouth ! ti>>nt 
He tauld niysel, by woni o' mouth, 

He'd tak my lett«r; 

I Uppen'd to the chiel in trouth, trunied— ftiiow 

And bade nae better. ii«ired 

But, aiblins, honest Master Heron pniiiiM 

Had, at the time, some dainty fair one 

To ware his theologic care on •p™'i 

And lioly study ; 
And tired o' eaula to waate his lear on, iMmiDg 

E'en tried the body. 

But what d'ye think, my trusty fieri Ww* 

I 'm turn'd a ganger — Peace be here ! 
Parnassian queens, I fear, I fear 

¥e '11 now disdain nie. 
And then my fifty poniida a year 

Will little gain me ! 

Ye glaiket, gleeeome, dainty damies ^iMj 

Wha, by Castalia's wimplin' streamieB, ■iwUni 

Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies, Jump 

Ye ken, ye ken kao* 

That atiang necessity supreme is 
'Mang sons o' men. 
VOL. ui. H 
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I hue 11 wife nnd twa wee laddfea — 

They maun lino brose mid bmts o' dudJies : '"JjJj^^^SEj ^ 
Ye ken youraels lay heart right proud is— 

I need iia vaunt- 
Bat I '11 sned besoms — thraw suugh woodies, ^S^^i 

lief ore they want. 

Lord help me thro' this warid o' care ! 

I 'ni wenry sick o 't> late and ait I 
Not but I hao a richer Bhare 

Than niony ithere ; 
But why ahould ae man better fare, 

And a' men brithora ) 

Come, Firm Kcsolve, take thou the van, 
Thou stalk o' earl-hemp • in man ! 
And let ua inind faint heart ne'er wan 

A lady fair : 
Wha does the utmoat that he can, 

Will whylea do nwir. 

But to conclude my ailly rhyme 

(I 'm scant o' verse and scant o' time), 

To make a happy lire-side clime 

To weans and wife — 
That's the true pathos and sublime 

or human life. 



My compliments to aiater Beckie ; 

And eke the same to honest Lucky : 
I wat she ia a dnintie chuckle t 

Aa e'er tread clay ; 
And gratefully, my ginle auld cockie, 

I 'm yours for ay. 



Robert Bubks. 
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Among Captaia Riddel's viaitora this season was Francis Orose* 
— an English gentleman, in reduced ciroumatances, with a taste 
for antiquarian researck He had produced a lai^a work on the 
Antiquities of England, a treatise on Arms and Armour, a book 
on Military Antiquities, and several minor works. The talent and 
eamaradei-ie of tlie man were scarcely more remarkable than his 
figure, which was ludicrously squat and obese. Grose having 
made an excursion to Scotland for the purpose of sketching and 
chronicling its antiquities, Bums met him at Friars' Carse, and 
was greatly amused by his appearance and conversation, t which 
inspired the following : 

ON CAPTAIN GROSE'S PEREGRINATIONS THRO' 
SCOTLAND, 



COLLECTINO THE AHTIQUITIES OF THAT K 

Hear, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots 
Frae Maidenkirk J to Johnny Groat's — 
If there's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it : wini-« 

A chield 's amang you takin' notes, 

And faith he '11 pront it : 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 
0' stature short but genius bright. 

That 's he, mark weel — 
And wow ! he has an unco sleight oncoii 

0' cauk and keel. ch.ik(.). 

• Fnncia Groxe, non of ■ Jswalln who lu>l left BwltMrKml ind utUad ftt I 
wu Iwni It Gnwiilbnl, MlddlsH, ■boiit 1731 ; itudisd u ui utlit. but tuvii; 
rortniK left htm by hla hitlinr, hs took to wriUng. clileSy oil inUqulUu. He 
AatiiinttUi nf EniiiaaA and ITofnCivoU ITTS-ITST), anil whsD ha n»d« the «ci 
of Bumii, mu engigal In & iliniUr Hork on ScoUiiiil. Th« lilUr work hu 
17811-Sl (t Mil..), md Incluilad Bonn-* 'Tiin o' Shinter'— wrllteii tor it He iul 
vMtsd Ireliii'1, with ■ ilinllir puriioM, but hid only itarted work nt Dublin whi 
(ITttl), He liu been (InMhbnl u ■ wirl of mntiqulriui FnIgUIT. His olittt \ 
■nil pUilologlol uid iiiiwelUiieoiii BuldecU. 

t Hh Biimi itewTribea Gro« ■• on« of the fiinnieeC. Iiughine. ht, good-nitura 

B.'g) Iklhrr to ilnw hdihc Hntiqultim iboiit Ilia wnt country : but wu not prt 
the bargain oai made about Alloway Kirk.'— Un fiiinuli nninlKncn 

: Maidenkirk inanlnvenlon of theiun>eElrkn;aidan,mfflgtownihln,thainod 



By some auld, boulel-lmuiited biggin, o' 

Or kirk deserted by iU ri^iii, 

It 'b ten to Bne ye '11 liiid him snug in 

Some eldritch ixirt, 
Wi' deila, they aay, Lord safe 'a ! coUeagiiin 

At some black art. 



Ye giliay-gang that deal in glamour, 
And yuu, deeivrcod in hell's bkck grnmiti 

Warlocks niid witches : 
Ye '11 quake at his conjiiriiig hammer, 

Ye midnight bitches ! 

It 's tanld he was a sodger bred, 

And ane wad rather fa'u than fled ; would hive ikiiui 

But now he 's quat the gpurtle-hlade quitud-^woH 

And dog-skin wallet, 
And taen the — Antiquarian t}-ade, 

I think they call it 

He has a fouth o' auld niuk-nackets : ibundancs 

Kusty aim caps, and jinglin jackets iron— juk-trmaur 

Wad liaud the Lothians three in tnukets kc^p— nhM-iuiii* 

A towmont gude ; tirelvnnontti 

And parritch-pats and auld saitt- backets pom.igfrpou 

Before the Tlood. 

Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder ; 

Auld Tiibalcain's firc-shool and fender ; >iiovai 

That which distinguished the gender 

0' Balaam's ass ; 
A broomstick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel shod wi' brass. mounteii 

Forbye, he '11 shajie you afT fu' gleg B-si.ies- sin.rtiy 

The cnt of Adam's philibeg ; kiit 

The knife that nicket Abel's craig cut-ti>rwt 
He '11 prove you fully 



It WRS a faulding jocteleg,* rolding viup-kui» 

Oi laiig-kail gullie. knin ua cutting sra«n* 

But wad ye see him in his glea 

(For nieikle ^Ico atiJ fun lias he) much 

Thou aet him dowu, and twa or three 

Gude fellows wi' him ; 
And jMii, poti ! ehine thou a wee, tur i >hort Uma 

And then ye '11 see him I 

Now, by the Pow'rs o' verse and prose ! 

Thou art a dainty chield, O Grose !— - ona fellow 

Whae'er o' thee shall ill suppose, 

They snir mieca' thee; bvii; siuidar 

I'd take the rascal by the noae, 

VTad say ' Shame fa' thee.' b«riii 

Thia acquaintanceship also provoked an 

EPIGRAM ON CAPTAIN GROSE. 

The Devil got notice that Grosb was a-dying, 

So whip ! at the siimmone, old Satan came flying ; 

But when he approaeh'd where poor Francis lay moaning, 

And saw each bed-post with its hiirthen n-grooning, 

Astonish'd, confounded, cry'd Satan ' Ry G — d, 

I '11 want 'im, ere take such a damnable load I ' 

Afterwards, when Grose liad proceeded on his mission, Curns 
kept up a correspondence with him, Dugald Stewart having inti- 
mated a desire to see the nntiquary, Bums Eent the following 
letter to his friend : 

TO FRANCIS OROSB, ESQ., F.A.S. 

Sir— I lielieve among all oar Scots literati you have not met with 
Profewor Diigald Stewait, who (ills the moral philosophy chair in the 
Vniveniity of Btlinbiirgh. To say tliat lie is a man of the lint parts, and, 

* The eCyinologjr of thin wonl li iloiibll^il. It uHil to b« ctsrlvad mni Jaapia At Utft, 
muuineil to be tlie lunie of the ninkcr. But the vonl U doiibtlcM ikln (a the Kiig1l>li 
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whut b mate, a iiiun of tlie (inl wiirtli, Vu k Kvntleinan of your gener&l 
acqnniut&uce, and wliu mo mucli eiijojH tlie Inxnry cif uiipncuiiiben<il 
freedom and nndisturlied privacy, in nut perliaps recomniendMion 
enungli i—lnit wlien I inforiu yoii that Mr Stewart's |itiDci|>al charMter- 
ietic is yonr favourite feature— (Aaf sterling hiJepenilence of niiiid wliicli, 
tliongti erery man's right, io few men havo the cinirags to claim and 
leweratill thenuignanimity to support:— When I lell you tlinl, iinser1uc«il 
by sploudor and nndiagiwted hy wrelclieilneiM, be fl]iiireciate« tlie iiierila 
of the various acturB in tlie great drama of life, inetely m they perform 
tlieir parts— in short, he a a man after your own heart, and 1 comply 
with hin earnest request in letting yoa know that lie wislira ahovc nil 
things to meet with yon. His liniiM, Catrine, ie Miitliin leM Uian a mile 
of Sorn Castle, which you proposed visiting! or if you could transmit 
htm the enclosed, he wonid, witli lJi« great«Bt pleasure, ii>mi you any 
where in the neiglihouriiood. I write to Ayreliii-e, U> inform Mr Ston'art 
that I have a«?quitted myself of my promise. Sliould yonr lime nod 
spirits ]>ermit your nteeting with Mr Stewart, 'tis well i if uiil, I hope 
you will forgive this lilierty, and I have at lesfl an opjioitunity of 
assuring yon with what truth and respect, I am, Sir, Your grent ailmirer. 
And very humble servant. HttBT. Bf BSS. 



TO PROFESSOR DUOALD STEWART, EniNflUROH. 
(PER FAVOR OF CAPTAIN OROSE.) 

Sir— 1 will be extremely happy if tliia letter shall have the honor of 
introducing you to Captain Grose, a gentleman whose acqualntjince yon 
told nie yoit so much coveted. 1 inclose this to liim, and elinuld hie 
pursuits lead him again to Ayrshire, and should his time and (what I 
am soi-ry to aay is more precarious) his health permit, I have no doubt 
but you wilt have the mutual pleasure of being acquainted. — I am, 
&c, K. B. 

Not being, after all, very Bure of tlie wlieroabouts of Grose, 
Bums enclosed his letter in an envelope nddressed to Adam 
de Cordonnel,* a brother antiquary resident in EdiiibiiTgli, 
along with a set of joculnr versos in imitation of the song (;iven 
by Herd in tlie MiseeUany {vol, ii., p. 99) under tho title of ' Sir 
John MaIcolm.' + 

• AiUin da drdonnel. iftamrds Ctnlonntt.Liimion, hiil itiidlsil for the niHlinl 
proronjon. but rctind to Inilulga hii lore of mutiqiilUM ind numbmiitkB. He inad* tlis 
scquHlnUrcs of Grow when lfa« litter wh In Scotlanil (ins), and ualstnl hlin in hi* 
invvitigiUoni. Re toon tXlti quilled ScolUnd (nd nrnt to realde In Nortliiiiiiberlaiid. 
H* died It Bitli III 1S20. Hie chief work Ie Kiimimiain Scolin; (BdinburBh, ITM, 4to). 

I Dr Ch«r1» Bogen (Sedoi Satlajid, vol. it, pp. 413-418, 18S4) trsHd thie nnce 
myeterloue doggerel to the pen at Colonel Aleiinder Moiij-peimy of rilinllly. lanmile of 
the cnnvlvial club known u the ■B^gnr'a Benlion,' whoH hemlqiuirten were at 



VERSES ON CAPTAIN GROSE. 

Ken ye aught o' Captain Grose I 

Igo and ago. 
If he 's amang his friends or foea I 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Ib he to Abra'm'e bosom ganet 

Igo and ago. 
Or baudin Sarah by the wame 1 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Is he South or is lie Xorthl 

Igo and ago, 
Or drowned in the river Forth ! 

Iram, coram, dago. 

Is he slain by Hielsn' bodies ) 

Igo and ago. 
And eaten like a wethei-haggis t 

Irani, comm, dago. 



Where'er he be, the Lord be near him I 

Igo and ago, 
As for the tleil, he daur na steer him, din not diatorb 

Irani, coram, dago. 

Anttrather. Dr Rogen npiinU ■ comcled venlon of the >qulb, ohlch ntirisn tlia 
mngnliit gccentrlc bumret. Sir John Uilcolin, ■ proprietor In thai iieighbourhooil, who 
died berors 1747: 'Omit Dlaclliiiglon,- ii»iiel/, George Dtecliliigtnn, toxTi-cIerk ofCniil 
rroin 1708 oiiwanlt; ind 'Sindy Don,' the Mell-kiigirn wrhonlinuter oF Cnil »t thauin* 
d>t(. According tn Dr Rogen, the RnlTeneof Uie (ngiiiautli; 

O were you t'er In C«il tount 
Igo end Igo ; 
■lid tlie thiid : 

Kan y* ought a' Sir John lUlcoIni t 



irhe-i 






* him, 



Coloiiel Monypeiiny di*d tn ntreme old «g« in Dsceinber ISOl. Dr Chirlse Htcluy. In 
hli lytitioaary of touliiRd SceUk, ises, Myg (p. DO) that ' Igo and ago. Irani, comin, dagi^' 
ii the clionis or an old Gaelic b«t40iig. But the accuRicy of lliii gueia ia graral]' 
ikHibUd, erau tiy Gaelic icIiularB. 



tth'i 

VTbkli will oUige your buubk debtor, 
Inm, conm, digo. 

So am; jre bae anU sUnaa in Mot^ 

IgoaoMl^f^ 
Tbe very aUues that Adam hon, 

Inm, eocam, di^ 



Bo maj jr« get bt glad p 

Igo luwl ago. 
The couis o' Satan's ooronatioti 1 

Iram, conm, dtfft. 

The work oi the Excise uigbt have been guud fur Bunia if it 
had merely filled up Iiia spare tiai& Daily ridiii^ through th« 

bcaiitifiil scenery of Nitli^.UIe could not l>iit \xi eoii^-'uial to a 
poet who had always been accustomed to compos his poems in 
the open air and in the iiiidJIe of his laboura. Uii fortunately, how- 
ever, the work was too hanl and exacting. The ten parishes 
which Bums aucveyed form a district not less thaTi fifteen miles 
long and tiftecn miles broad He had to ride about two hundred 
milea a week. Neither poetry nor the farm received fair-play. 
The poet, however, was diligent and exact in the pei'formance 
of his official duty. Viewing the contraband -trade as an infrac- 
tion on the rights of the fair trader, lie was disposed to be 
severe with the regular aniuggler; but in dealing with the 
Bhortconiings of country brewers and retailers, he tempered 
justice with mercy. Professor Gillespie of St Andrews remem- 
bered seeing Burns on a fair-day in August 1793, at the village 
of Thornhill, where, as was not uncommon in those days, a poor 
woman named Kate Watson had, for one day, taken up the 
trade of a publican, of course without a licence. ' I saw the poet 
enter her door, and anticipated nothing short of an immediate 
seizure of a certain greybeaiii and barrel which, to my personal 
knowledge, contained the contraband commodities our bard was in 
quest of. A iioJ, accompanied by a significant movement of the 
forefiiigfr, brought Kate to the doorway or trance, ami 1 was near 
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enough to hear the following words distinctly uttered : "Kate, are 
you mod t Don't you know that the supervisor and I will be in 
upon you in the course of forty minutest 6ood-by t' ye at 
present." Bums was in the street and in the midst of the crowd 
in an instant, and I had access to know that the friendly hint was 
not neglected. It saved a poor widow from a fine of several 
pounds, for committing a quarterly offence by which the revenue 
was probably subject to an annual loss of five shillings.' * 

Allan Cunningham relates a similar anecdote. ' The poet and 
a brother exciseman one day suddenly entered a widow woman's 
shop in Dunscore, and made a seizure of smuggled tobacco. 
"Jenny," said the poet, "I expected this would be the u]>shot; 
Hero, Lewars, take note of the number of rolls aa I count 
them. Now, Jock, did ye ever hear an auld wife numbering 
her threads before check-reels were invented 1 Thou's ane, and 
thou 'b no ane, and thou 'a ane a' out — listen." As lie handed out 
the rolls, he went on with his humorous enumeration, but dropping 
every other roll into Janet's lap. Lewars took the desired note 
with much gravity, and saw as if he saw not the merciful conduct 
of his companion.' 

A brief, hurried note which Burns wrote this month to Mr. 
Alexander Ferguason of Ctaigdarroch t evidently refers to some 
similar Excise case, in which the poet's sympathy was enlisted by 
the delinquent : 

Globe Ikn, Ham, ITafNudair. 

fileas^ be he that kindly doth 
Tlie iioor man's cue oonsidcr. J 

I have sought ynu all over the tnwn, good Sir, to leam what you have 
done, or what can be done, for poor Robie Gonlon. The hour is at lianil 
when I must osaunie tlie execrable office of whipper>iH to the lilooi)- 
lioinids of justice, and must, iiiuitt let looae tlie ravetinuH rage of the 
carrion gnns of li— tches on |)oov Robie. I think you can do eonicthing 
to save the unfortunate man, ami am sure, if you can, you will. I 
know that Benevolence in supreme in your bosom anil has the first voice 
in, onil laKt check on, all you do ; but that insiilious whore. Politics, 

" EdtnJmtsh lAlrrarn JoHrwit, 1820. 

t AleKAiLiIrr FergtiaMoii, ■ distlngnlHlie*! lawyer, bnm abciil 174(1; iiiarrlel Dnbonh, 
daughter of Rnbert Ciitlar, nierclunt III Dumnin (tliroirgh hrr lie Inhsrltol tlis lindi of 
Arrolaiid In Rlrkcu<lbriglit>Ulrc}; illed ITCO. Bla elileat Kin, nohert CuLltr F«reiiHon, 

t rnliii xll. I. OiinialiualLiml'iTiiiglr'lo'klnillr.' 
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may aedtire the lioneaC cully Atl«nt,inn, until tlie ]>rActicable iiiDitient 
of doing gfxxl n 110 mure. 1 li&ve the hooor to be, Sir, yuur ohiiged, 
liimilile Bervwit, KOBT. BuRKs,* 



Mr HEAR FiiiK!(i)~-I hail nrlcten you lonj; ere iiovf, fouM I hnva 
gne»ie<l wtiere to find yuii, for T am anre you linve more good ■eiiHi tlin,n 
to waxLo tlie precioiiB dayn of vncntioii-tiine in lliu dirt of liiiMneMB in 
Edinburgk Wliereier yon &re, Goil ble» jun nud lead you tiul inlo 
teiiiptation, l>ut deliver you from evil 1 

I do not know if I liave informed you tLbt 1 rini now a|)]H>iiitei1 to an 
exci)'e divbdoii, in the ini<ldta of wliicli my houM and farm lie. In tbis 
I was extreniely lucky. Witliout erer hnving Iteen an expectant, a» titey 
call tlieir joarneymen excisemen, I was itireetly planteil down to all 
iotentK and pur|i09ca an oflicer of excise, there to llouriah and bring 
forth fruiC«— ii'orthy of rK|>eiitance. 

I know not how the word 'exciseman,' or still more oppmbiiouH 
'ganger,' will Miund in your pars. I, too, have seen the dny when my 
auditory nerves would have felt very delicately on this Guhject; but a 
wife and chililreii are tilings which have a wonderful power in blnnting 
tliew kind of sensations. Fifty pounds a year for life, and a provision 
for widows and orphans, you will allow is no bad settlement for a poet. 
For the ignominy of the pTOfeBsion, I have the encouragement which I 
once liearil a recruiting-serjeant give to a iiuuieroufi, if not a respectable, 
audience, in the streets of Kilniarnock— ' Gentlemen, for your further 
and better eiicoiiragenienl, I can assure you that our regiment ia the 
most blnckgnard corp under the crown, and, consequently, with us an 
honest fellow ban the surest chance for preferment.' 

Yoii neeil not doubt that I find several veiy unpleiuant and disagree- 
able circumstances in my bnsiness ; bnt I am tii'ed with and disgusted 
at the language of complaint against the evils of life. Human existence 
In the most favorable situations does not abound with pleasures and 
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lias its iuconveniences and ills ; capricious, foolish man mistakes these 
inconveniences and ills, as if they were the peculiar property of his 
particular situation ; and hence that eternal fickleness, that love of 
change, which has ruined, and daily does ruin, many a fine fellow, as well 
as many a blockhead ; and in almost, without exception, a constant 
source of disappointment and misery. So far from being dissatisfied 
with my present lot, I earnestly pray the Gi*eat Disposer of events that 
it may never be worse, and I think I can lay my hand on my heart and 
say ' I shall be content' 

I long to hear from you how you go on — not so much in business 
as in life. Are you pretty well satisfied with your own exertions and 
tolerably at ease in your internal reflections? Tis much to be a 
great character as a lawyer, but beyond comparison more to be a great 
character as a man. That you may be both the one and the other 
is the earnest wish, and that yon will be both is the firm persuasion, 
of, My dear Sir, &c, K. B. 



TO MB RICHABD BROWN. 

Elusland, ith November 1789. 

I have been so hurried, my ever-dear friend, that though I got both 
your letters, I have not been able to command an hour to answer them 
as I wished ; and even now, you are to look on this as merely confessing 
debt and craving days. Few things could have given me so much 
pleasure as the news that you were once more safe and sound on terra 
firtna and happy in that place where happiness is alone to be found— in 
the fireside circle. May the benevolent Director of all things peculiarly 
bless you in all those endeaiing connexions consequent on the tender 
and venerable names of husband and father ! I have indeed l>een 
extremely lucky in getting an additional income of £50 a year, while, at 
the same time, the appointment will not cost me above £10 or £12 per 
annum of expenses more than I. must have inevitably incurred. The 
worst circumstance is that the Excise diviHion which I have got is so 
extensive — ^no less than ten parishes to ride over ; and it al>ound8 besides 
with so much business that I can scarcely steal a spare moment. How- 
ever, lalior endears rest, and l)otli together are absolutely necessary for 
the proper enjoyment of human existence. I cannot meet you any 
where. No less than an order from the Board of Excise, at Edinburgh, is 
necessary l)efore I can have so nmch time as to meet you in Ayrshire. 
But do you come and see me. We must have a social day, and ))erliai>8 
lengtiien it out half the night, before you go again to sea. You 
are the earliest friend I now have on earth, my brothers excepted : and 
is not that an endearing circumstance? "When you and I first met, we 
were at the green period of human life. The twig would easily take a 
bent, but would as easily return to its former state. You and I not only 
took a nmtual bent, but, by the melancholy, though strong, influence of 
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being boili of tlia family of ilie anfarlunat«, wo were entwined wiili one 
aiiutlier in our growth towKitlis wivanceil age ; and lilonted be the eacri- 
logioua liaod tliat Hhall attempt to nndo tlie union i You nnd I n 
have one bumper to my fnvourito toast ; "May tbe companions of our 
yontb be the friends of our old age ! ' Come and Bee me one year ; I 
fliall sB« you at Port Glaagow the next ; and if wa can contrive to liave 
a gossipping between our two bedfellows, it will be so much additional 
Mrs Biinia joins me in kind coniidinieuU to you and Mm 



Broivi 



Adieu 1 I a 



or, my dear Sir, yui 



It B. 



TO MR WILLIAM BURNS, MOBPXTH. 

Si.i.ui.ii'D, IWt Km. 1T3B. 

Dear William— I would liave wiitten you sooner, but I am bo 
liiinied and fatigued with my Excise busineas that 1 can scarwly plQck 
up reKoliilion to go through the eHurt of a letter to luiybody. Indeed 
you hardly deserve a letUtr from nie, considering that you hare ^pare 
liourB iu which 3'oH have notliing to do at all, and yet it was near three 
months between yonr two last letters. 

I know not if yon heard lately from Gilbert. I ex]>ect liim here witli 
me about tlia latter end of this week. * • • • My mother is returned, 
now that she has seen my little boy Francis fairly set to tlie world. I 
suppose Gilbert has informed you that yuu have got a new nephew. He 
is a tine thriving fellow and promises to <lo honour to the name he bears. 
I have named him Francis Wallace, after my worthy f lienil, Mrs. Dunlop 
of Dunlop, 

The only Ayrshire news that I remembflr iti which I think you will be 
interested is that Mr Itonald b bankrupt.* You will easily giiess that 
from his insolent vanity In his sunshine ef life he will now feel a tittle 
retaliation from those who thought themselves ectipsetl by him ; for, 
poor fellow, f do not think he ever intentionally injured any one. I 
might, indeed, perhaps, except his wife, whom he cerl^inly has used 
very ill ; but she is still fond of liim to distraction, and bears up wonder- 
fully— much snperior to him — under this severe shock of fortune. 
Women have a kind of sturdy siiRerance which qualifies them to endure 
beyond, much beyond, the common mn of men ; but perhaps part of that 
fortitude is owing to their shortsightedness, for they are by no means 
famous for seeing remote consequences in all their real impoilnnce. 
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I am very glad at your molntioD to live witliin yonr income, be tliat 
what it will. Had poor Ronald done so, he had not tliia day been a 
prey to the dreadful niiseriee of ineolveney. You are at the time of 
life when those habitudes are begun which are to mark the character 
of the fatnre man. Go on and peraevere, and depend on le»s or more 
eacceea. I am, dear William, your brother, B. B. 

Burns'a kiudneas to his young brother has already heen 
alladed ta A letter of William Bums, dated from Morpeth, 
29th Ifovemher 1789, includes an account of moneys and 
articles of clothing furnished for him by the poet during the 
preceding eighteen months, to the amount of £5, 9s. In August 
of this year two guineas had been advanced^ which the young man 
says he intended to repay about Christmas; 'but,' he adds, 'as 
you can spare them, I will keep them till I go to London, when I 
expect soon to be able to clear you oif in full.' He goes on to 
express a hope that 'young Wallace bids fair to rival his great 
predecessor in strength and wisdom.' He apologises for negligence 
as a correspondent, pleading that he is devoting his leisure time 
to reading from a circulating library. He has read Karnes's 
Sketches of the Hislory of Man, BoawcU'a Tour to the HeMdes, 
Bums's Poems, and Beattie's Dimetiaiione, and will be glad if his 
brother will set down the names of a few other books which he 
should inquire for. 

A contest for the representation of the Dumfries Burghs com- 
menced in September between Sir James Johnstone of Westerhall, 
the previous member, and Captain Miller, younger of Dalswinton, 
son of Bums's landlord.* In this afiiiir the poet's sympathies were 
divided. Professing a sentimental Jacobitiam, he had latterly 
taken no decided part with either of the two great factions of 
his time. Curiously enough, although in Edinburgh he had 
worn the colours of Fox, he now leaned towards Pitt.t On 
the other hand, some of his beat friends — Henry Erskine, the 

* sir Jinwi Johnilons (i1'ia-9ti wu fourth taronet ; h*d bMii % 1lent«i»nt^»lonal la 
ttis ■miy 1 npmauMd Ouii>m«i Burghs, 17St-»0,ind Wsymoutb. 17fl1-M. Pitrlck Mi»ar, 
youngar or Dolawlnvon, wu el«t«l in I7M BS>l"*t BIr Jiinn Johnitoiis. Hs raUlucd tha 
•Ht until 17M. It wu CapUin Miller who peniuulad Parry of tha JTiimliif Chmiiit to 
oirerBuniii|»aIonhiiiia]>ar(Ma Vol. IV,). Millar ijlect In ISW. 

t On tlia subject or Dutni'a poUttca Sir Wtltar Scott nmirki in landing »nia 
or the poet't letlara to Lockhut: 'In ana of theTii to that ilnguUr old curmudgeon, 
LaI^ Wluirred Conitsbia, you will Ke he pUy> high Jicobita, itnl on IhsC ucount It \* 
curloui ; though I iiimglna hl> jKobltlein, like ]ny own, belonged lo tha Ikncy ratbar thu 
the reuon. Ha wu, however, i great PItUte down to a certain psriod. There were soma 
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Earl of Olencnirii, ^tr Miller, Cuiitaiii Riddel— were Whigs, niid 
he woidd nftliimlly wish not to offend Ihom. T!ie Kovoliitiuii 
Uml already coniiuencMl ill France ; Liifayclte brought Louis nnd 
}iis wife and children through the mob frum Veraaillw to Paris 
only ft fortnight Iwfure Burns was apostrophising the shads of 
Mnry in the hariiynrd at EllialamL I!ut it was loiml fMtling 
tattler than partisnnshij) thnt drew him into the H<;ht in the 
burghs. He deteatwl the Duke of Queeusborry,* thu greatest 
Undlord in Nitlwdale, who waa lield to have nil but played 
tmitor to the king on the occasion of the Reseiicy Bill, when he 
voted with the minority for the surraodor of the power of the 
crown into the hands of the Princa of WhI©b without restriction. 
For tliis, nnd for Iiis nieun personal character and heartless 
deban cileries. Burns held him in extreme contempt In the first 
place, then, hs penned au election balloil, chiefly aimed at tbo 
Dnlte. 

ELECTION BALLAD FOR WESTERUA'. 
TUNB— ' up and imtir t/ttm a.' 
The Lnddies by the banks o' Nith 

Wad trust his Grace wi' a', Jamie ; 
But lie '11 eair them os he snir'd the king — atnia 

Turn tail and riti awa, Jamie. 

Clior. — Up and waur them a', Jamie,t l>«Os 

Up and waur tliem a' ; 
T*he Johnstones hoe the guidin o't,^ 
Ye turncoat AVhigs, awa ! 

puiiiig itnphl vanH lii th« pipeni, ttUckiiigantltleremlLng hln uUn on ■ csrUJn prcaeher 
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Tha dny ha studa his country's friend, 

Or gied her fees a clavr, Jamie, roM-itroks 

Or frae puir m&n a bleasiii' wan, 

That day the Duke ne'er saw, Jamie. 

But wha is he, his country's boiiatl 

Like him there is na twa, Jamie ; 
There 'a no a callant tents the kya bay— henln— eon 

But kens o' Wtwterlia', Jamie. 

To end the wark, here 'a Whiatlebirk,* 

Long may his whistle blaw, Janiia ; 
And Maxwell ttue, o' sterling blue ; 

And we 'U bo Johnatones a', Jamie. 

Burns may be credited with the authorship of a piece of 
trenchant writing wliich appeared in The Star of February 32d 
of the following year. It is almost a prose version of the ' Election 
Ballad for Westerha' :' 

Our worthy Member, Sir James Johnstone, is now sure of bis election 
— 3 out of tlie 5 BoraugliB he represeiitii being determined to g;ive him 
that support to wtiich their long experience of liia Parliamentary con- 
dnct, and honest independence, entitle hitn, 

The agents of liis Ducal Opponent, are perfectly on a par with their 
degraded Master, wliorn tliey are a-kin to in every tbing but that 
Noliility wliich he baa so long debased by his apostacy from the best of 
Kings, in tlie niotnent nf distress. But the public indignation is now 
roused, and we are determined no longer to sHCrifice niir Liberties to 
such miscreanU. The corrupt inflnence of the Bank will tlien cease to 
delude, and tlie perverted office of Magistracy to tyrannize and oppress. 

When old Q. was last aiuongat ns, scorn and execmtiou tolloweil 
wherever he went ; and it is a iiotorioue fact, that he was obliged, in 
more places than one, to collect his vassals to protect faim from insult. 

It fared otbenvise with Sir James. Wherever Ae went, pleasure 
gladdened every countenance : the child that had but htard of the good 
man's virtues, liHped bis praise ; and the parent that kntw them, shed 
tears of joy !~No liaraHsed tenant dreaded his return ; an<l no fond 
mother had to reproach him with the ruin of a beloved daughter ! 




TO ROUKBT CBAI 



Sir— I liavo a good u-tiile imd a, wish to tronble yon with ft letWr, 
and Jiad certain)]' done it long ere now but for a liumitiating sometliiTig 
tlial tlirows cold wat«r on blie reiHiliitioii, an it one slionld aay : 'Yon 
liave fonnd Mr Graham a very powerfal and kind friend indeed, and 
thai interest lie ia bo kindly taking in your concerns you onght, by 
everytliingin yonr power, to keep alive and cherish.' Now, though, since 
Goil has thought proper to make one powerful and another helpless, the 
connection of obliger and obligeil is all fair ; and tliotigh niy being under 
yonr patronage is to me highly honourable, yet, air, allow me to flsttor 
myself, that as a iioet and an lioneat njan yoa lirst inturesl«d youraelf 
in my welfare, and principally as such still yon permit me to ap- 
proach yoa. 

I have found the Bxcioe hnxtneas f^ on a great deal smoother with m« 
than I expected, owing n good ileal tt) the generous friendship of Mr 
Hitchel, uiy collector, and the kind assistance of Mr Pindlat«r, my 
BnpervisnT. I dare to lie honest, nnd I fenr no labour. Nor do I find nty 
hurried life greatly ininiical lo my cnirespondence with the Muxes. 
Tlieir visits to me, indeed, and I believe lo nicwt of their acquaintance, 
like the visits of good angels, are short and far between ; but I meet 
them now and then as I jog through the hills of Nithsdale, jnst as I 
used to do on the banks of Ayr. I take the liberty to enctoHe yon a few 
bagatelles, all of them the productions of my leisni'e thoughts in my 
Excise rides. 

If you know or have ever seen Captain Grose, the antiquary, yon 
will enter into any humour that is in the vei'ses on him. Perhaps yon 
have seen them before, as I sent them to a London newspaper. * Though, 
1 daresay yon have none of the Solem^■Lel^;ue -ami -Covenant Tire which 
shone so conspicuous in Lord George Gordon and the Kilmarnock weavers, 
yet I think you must have heard of Dr M'Gill, one of the Clergymen of 
Ayr, and his heretical book. God help him, poor man 1 Though he is 
one of the worthiest, ss well as one of the ablest, of the whole priesthood 
of the Kirk of Scotland, in every sense of that ambiguous term, yet 
the poor doctor and Ins numerous family are in imminent danger 
of being thronn out to the mercy of the wintor winds. The enclosed 
ballad [' The Kirk of Scotland's Alarm 1 on that business is, I confess, 
too local; but I laughed myself at some conceits in it, tlioilgh 1 am 
convinced in my conscience that there are a good many heavy stanzas 
in it too. 

The Election Ballad [I'he Five Ca^linas^}, as you will see, alludes to 
the present canvass in our string of burghfl. I do not l)eliBve there 
will be a harder-run match in the whole general election. The great 
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man bera [ihe Dake of QoMnsberry], like ikll reneg&doe^ ia a flunbg 
E«&lot kicked oat before the astonulied imlignation of hii deserted 
master, and despised, I sappaae, by tlie party who took him in to 
be « miuteriog fagot at the mysterions orgies of their midnight iniqui- 
ties and a iisefnl drudge in the dirty work of their country elee- 
tions ; he would fain persaade this part of the world that he is turned 
patriot, and, where be knows his men, has the impadence to aim away 
at the nnmistnisting manner of a man of conscience and principle. Nay, 
to snch an intemper&M height has his zeal carried him that, in convalsive 
Tiotenee to every feeling in his boeoin, he iias made Home desperate 
attempts at the liopelees business of getting himself a character for 
benevolence, and, in one or two terrible strides in pursuit of party- 
interest, has actnally stumbled on something like meaning the welfare 
of his fellow -creatures. I beg your pardon, sir, if I differ from yon in 
tny idea of this great man ; but were you to know his sins, as well of 
omission as commiMion, to this outraged land, yon would cloh your 
onrse with the execrating voice of the country. I am too little a man t« 
have any political attachments ; I am deeply indebted to, and have the 
warmest veneration for, individuals of both parties ; but a man who has 
it in his power to be the father of a country, aud who is only known 
to that conntry by the mischiefs he does in it, is a character of which one 
cannot speak with patience. 

Sir James Johnston does ' what man can do,' but yet t doubt hb fate. 
Of the bnrgli of Annan he is secure ; Kirkcudbright is dubious. He lias 
the provost; but Lord Doer, who does the honours of great man to the 
place, makes every eHbrt in his power for the opposite interest. Luckily 
for Sir James, his lordship, though a very good lord, is a very poor 
politician. Dumfries and Sanquliar are decidedly the duke's 'to let 
or sell ; ' so Lochmaben, a city coutoining upwards of fourscore living 
souls that cannot discern between their right hand and their left — for 
dmnkenness— has at present the balance of power in her hands. The 
honourable council of that ancient burgh are fifteen in number; but 
alas ! their fifteen names indorsing a hill of fifteen pounds, would not 
discount the said bill in any banking-ofGce. My lonl provost, who is 
one of the soundeat-heoded, best-henrted, whisky -drinking fellows in the 
south of Scotland, is devoted to Sir Jnmea ; but his Grace thinks lie has 
a majority of the council, though I, who have the honour to be a burgess 
of the town, and know somewhat liehind the curtain, could tell him a 
different story. 

The worst of it for the buff and blue folks is that tlieir candidate. 
Captain Miller, my landlord's son, ia, entre ntnu, a youth by no means 
above me<Hocrity in his abilities, and is said to have a huckaterOust for 
shillings, pence and farthings. This is the more remarkable, as his 
father's abilities and benevolence are so justly celebrated. 

The song beginning 'Thou lingering star,' &c., is the last, and, in my 
own opinion, by nmch the best of the enclosed compositions. I beg leave 
to preMnt it with my most respectful compliments to Mis Graham. 
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I return you hy the carrier, tbe bearer o{ Ihia, Smith'* Weailh of 
Natioiu, Mareluill'i Yorkthire,' and Attgota. La Conta de J-'oniatHtf 
is in tlie way of my trade and 1 iniist give it anotber reading ur two. 
Chantoiu Jof/eiitea,t and Another little Pi'eneh book, I keep for the w 
renson. 1 think yoQ will not be reading tbeni, and 1 will not keep 
tliem long. 

Forgive nie, air, for the stupid length of liiia epiatle. I pray Heaven 
it may lind yon in a liiiniour to road The Belfiut AW Almntuir, or The 
Bwhttor'i Garlaati, containing Jine txcelltiit n«tt> iohijs, % or tlis I'nlsley 
poet's versinn of the Psalnia of DaWd, || and tlien my impertinenco may 
diagnnt the less. 

1 have tlio honour to be, air, ynur ever-grateful, humble nervant, 

HOBT. BiTRNa 

Tho ballad loot mentioned ia ono in which he prcaonta the 
five bvirjflia in ligurativa chanictets : Dumfries, aa Mn^y oil the 
liniika of Nitli ; Annan, aa Blinking Bess of Annandale ; Kirk- 
cudbright, as Whisky Jean of Galloway ; Sanquhar, aa Black 
Joan frae Crichton Peel ; and Lochmaben, aa JIarjory of the many 
Loclis — nppelktiona all of which have some appropriateness from 
local circumstances. 

THE FIVE CARLINS, 

AN ELECTION BALLAD. 

There was five Cnrlina in tlin South, oidworam 

They fell upon a scheme, 
To send a lad to London town 

To bring them tidings hainc. 

Nor only bring them tidings hame^ 

But do their errands there ; 
And aiblins gowd and honor baith posaibir gold 

Might be that laddie's share. 

There was Mi^y by the banks o' Nith, 

A dame wi' pride enettgh ; 
And Marjory o' the mony Lochs, 

A carlin auld and teugh. tough 

• Sea Vol. III., p. 7.1. t IJi FonliliiB. 

% Cluauoiti Joyr«ia (ITOS). pilhUiih*! rnionyinoiislr, irBrs MtribuWd to tli« Boiig-wrltor 
and rinniatlst ClmTlea BoM 0700.93). 

I Tillfi of 1 popiilir chuikbooli. 

II A uu HT.iuu oj Ih Kliali BvA of Pnlnt t* Miln. . . . Bf Jtlli«3 MHIwell. S.D.P. 
(Stiiifent or Dlvlno Pottryt <GlMgow, 1773. liino).— Mai well <l 720-1809) »tiii a pnitinc 
rfariD*t«. HontoriilipoblliatfantbMron tlia tltltalbittheintnorlii 'PoaLIn Palilay.' 
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And Blinkin Bess of Annandole, 

That dwelt near Solway-aide ; 
And whisky Jean, that took her gill, 

In Galloway sae wide. 

And Black Joan frae Crichton-Pee), 

O" gipsy kith and kin : 
Five w^hter Carlina were na found mon ponrAii 

The South Countrie within. 

To send a lad to London town, 

They met Upon a day ; 
And mony a Knight, and mony n Lainl, 

That errand fain wad gae. 

mony a Knight, and mony a Laint, 

This errand fain wad goe ; 
But nae ane could their fancy please, 

ne'er a ano but twe& 

The first ane was a belted Knight,* 

Bred of a Borderbani\; 
And ho wad gae to Lonifon town, 

Might nae man him withstand. 

And he wad do their enanda weel, 

And moikle he wad say ; much 

And ilka one about the court enrj 

Wad bid to him Gude^y. 

Then niest cam in a Soger youth.t n«rt-iioidi«r 

Wha spak wi' modest grace, 
And he wad gne to London town. 

If eae their pleasure waa. 

He wa<l na hecht them conrtly gifts, pramiH 

Not meikle speech pretend ; 
But he would hccht on honest heart, 
Wad ne'er desert his friend. 
It jKnn Johntton. t dpUln Ulllir. 
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Then, vhan) to chuse and wham refuse, 

At strife tliir Carlins fell ; 
For some had Gentlefolks to plense. 

And BGUie wad please tUeiiiseL 

Then ont apak mira-mou'd Meg o' Nitli, priw-nv 

And she apak up wi' pride, 
And she wad send tlie Soger youth, 

Whatever mi(,'ht betide. 

For the Quid Gudeman o' London court* 

She didna care a pin ; 
But shti wad send the Soger youth, 

To greet hia eldeat son.t 

Then up aprang Bess o' Atinandnla, 

And a dundly aith she 'a ta'en, 
That she wad vote the Border Knight, 

Though she should vote her lane : 

For far-aff fowls hae feathers fair. 

And fools o' change ore fain ; 
But I line tried thie Border Knight, 

And I 'II try him yet again. 

Says Black Joan frao Criditon-Peel, 

A Carlin atoor and grim. 
The auld Gudeman, and tlie young Gudeman, 

For me may sink or swim : 

For fools will prate o' right and wrang. 
While knaves laugh them to scorn ; 

But the Soger's friends hae blawn the best. 
So he shall bear the horn. 

Then whisky Jean spak owre her drink, 

Ye weel ken, kimniera a', 
The auld Gudeman o' London court, 

Hia back 's been at the wa' ; 

ha king. t The Pijnet of Wilo. 



And mony a friend that kiss'd his caup 

Ib now a fremit wight ; 
But it 'a ne'er be suid o' whisky Jean — 

We '11 Bciid the Border Kuight. 

Then slow raise Marjory o' the Locha, 
And wrinkled waa her brow, 

Uer ancient weed was russet gray, 
Her auld Scots bluid was true ;* 

There 'a some great folk aet light by me, 

I set as light by them ; 
But I will send to London town 

Wham I like best at hame. 

Sae how thia weighty plea may end, 

Nae mortal wiglit can toll ; 
God grant the King and ilka man 

May look wcel to himsel 1 



TO UBS DUHLOP. 

EujSLiro, lltt Dtetmtir Vltt. 

Many thanks, dear Madam, for yonr sheet-fall of rhymes. Thoagh at 
present I am below the verient prose, yet from yon every thing pleases. 
I am groaning under tlie niiaeries of a (tiseased nervous systein ; a system 
the state of all others the moat essential to nur happiness— or the most 
productive of our misery. For now near three weeks I have been so ill 
with a nervons head-ache, tliat I have been obliged to give np for a 
time my excise- books, being scarce able to lift my head, nindi leas to 
ride once a week over ten mnir parisliea. Lord I What is Man ! To-day, 
in the luxuriance of lieaHli, exulting in the enjoyment of existence ; 
in a few days, perliaps in a few hours, loaded with consdons painful 
being, counting tlie tardy pace of tlie lingering moments by the reper- 
cussions of anguish, and refuaingor denied acomforter. Day follows night, 
and night comes after day, only to curse liiiii with life which gives him no 
pleasure ; and yet tlie awful, dark termination of that life is a something 
—perhaps Notliing— at which he recoils with still more horror. 

Tall la, j» desd ; will noua of joa in pity 

DiidoM the secret 

mat 'til fou art, and Kt mial ihortlf btf 

A little tima will maks n* Isani'd sa jon sn.t 

u used to ndta it wllb good sBSct. 
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Cnn it. be poaaible lliat, vliaa 1 resiK" tliU frail, f««erU1i lieiiig. I sliall 
Btill tind iiiyaolf in coaaciuua oxbl«iice ! \Viieu the laat gaitp <>( Bgonj 
]taa auuouuced that I am do more to tliuse that knew iiie and the few 
wlio loved nie ; when the coM, »tilTened, nucouscioiu, gbuitly c 
resigneiJ into the eArth, to be the ]irey of unsiglitly reiitiles and to 
liecDine Id time a trmlden cW, sliall I yet be n&rm in life, aeexo^ lutd 
seen, enjoying antl enjoyed ! Ye venerable ttgea And holy llatiietui, is 
tliero probahility iu your many cittijoctarea, any trutli in your many 
stories, of another world beyond doath ; or are tliey all alike Imsclesa 
visions And fabricated ral>lee T If there is another life, it must bs only 
for the just, the benevolent, the amiable an<l the hnniaiie; what a 
flattering idea, then, is a world to ooine I Would to God I fw firmly 
believed it, as 1 arileutly wieh it 1 There 1 should meet an aged parent, 
now at rest from llie many bufTetingH of an evil world against which he 
long and ao bravely strnggleil. Tliei'e should 1 meet the frieail, tho 
disinterested friend of my early life ; the man who rejoiceil to see ine, 
because he loved me and could serve Tiie. Muir ! * tliy weaknesBcn were 
the aberrations of buman natni-e. bnt thy heart glowed witfi every 
thing ftenerons, manly and noble ; and if ever emanation from the All' 
gooil Being animated a human form, it was thine I There should 1, 
with sjieechle^ agony of rapture, again recognize my lost, niy ever 
dear Mnry ! whose bosuiti wlis fniiifjlit with truth, honor, constancy 
and love. 

lUy Msr;, deu deputed alisde 1 

M'bere is thy plsoe of heavenly rest? 
See'st thou thy loier lowly Isid ? 

Hur'at thoD the grouiB that rend his breut ? 

Jesus Christ, tho\l amiableat of characteis ! 1 trust thou art no 
impostor and that thy revelation of blissful scenes of existence beyond 
death And the grave ia not one of the many impositions which time after 
time liave been palmed on credulous mankind. J trust that in thee 
'shall all the families of the earth be blessed,' by being yet connected 
togetlier in a better world where every tie that bonnd heart to heart, in 
this state of existence, shall be, far beyond our present conceptions, more 
endearing. 

I am a good deal inclined to think with those who maintain that 
what Are called nervous affections are in fact diseases of tlie mind. I 
cannot reason, 1 cannot think ; and but to you, I would not venture to 
write any thing above an order to a cobbler. You have felt too much 
of the ills of life not to sympathize with a diseased wretch who is 
impaired more than half of any faculties he possessed. Your goodness 
will excuse this distracted scrawl which the wril«r dare scareely read, 
and which he would throw into the lire, were he able to write any thing 
betl«r or indeed any thing at all. 

1 am glad you have put me on transcribing my dc^iarted friend's 
epitaph. Transciibiug saves nie the trouble of thinking. 
^ ttdbert Uuir a[ Ki 



EPITAPH ON B. MUIH. 
Whkt mui ooolil esteem or what woman oould lore 

Wu he who lies Dnder this sod ; 
If nob Thou reftuest admiiaiaa aboTe, 
Then whom wilt Thon farour, Good Ood! 
Rninonr told me Bomethiog of a eon of yours who waa retorued ftom 
the East or West Indies. If you have gotten news from Junes or 
Anthony, it was erael in you not to let me know ; as I proTiiise yon, on 
the sincerity of a man who is weary of one world and anxious about 
another, that scarce any tiling could give me so much pleasure aa to hear 
of any good thing befalling my honoi'ed friend. 

If you have a minute's leisure, take up your pen in pity to hpauvrt 
m$tTabU, S. B. 

There is no difficulty in reconciling tliis letter with that 
written four days before to Mr Giaham, in which Bums epeaks of 
a cheerful and alert performance of his Excise duties, or with a 
verjr jocular letter written only a week afterwards to the provost 
of Lochmabcn. Ue waa in low Bpirits ; and, having to write to 
Mrs Duulop, Burns attuned his niiud accordingly, and poured 
out this effuaion, expressing feelings which were no doubt 
perfectly sincere, although very likely the first walk out to the 
river-side in the eye of the morning sun, or the first ride across 
the Duuscore Hills in quest of fiscal delinquents, set him off into 
a totally different strain of emotion. 

Amongst the gentry of Dumfriesshire, Burns was led by his 
Jacobitism to single out for special regatJ the Lady "Winifred 
Maxwell, granddaughter of that Earl of Nithsdale who owed bis 
escape from the block, for his concern in the insurrection of 171&t 
solely to the heroism and ingenuity of his wife, with whom he 
exchanged clothes in the Tower the night before his intended 
execution. It was only the illness alluded to in the letter to Mn 
Duulop that prevented him from being introduced to her. 

TO IXDY WINIFRED MAXWELL CONSTABLE.* 

Elltbuxd, IMIi nraa&w ITS*. 
Mr LadV — In vain have I from day to day expected to hear from 
Mm Young, aa she promised uie at Dalawinton that she wonld do me the 

* Lady Wlliirred M>i*«11. only aarrlvlng chlM of tbe iliUi Karl of NIthfdale, unccaeded 
to th* hmlly HUtei on the il«th ol htir (achar In ITTO. Slia niairtad, In I76S, WUUam 
BicsentOD Conatablaoriirarloghani, wboaaanmid the nwnaand anna of HaneU. She 
ilW 1u leoi Oved ility'llire}. Tbc fvuily la now ni>i«i>eutnl by Bacon UirrMa. 
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hoiioor tn introduce me at Tinwald ; tuiit 
lodyBhip'R (u!cea»ibility, but froui my uwr 
LaMly, indeed, Mr Mnswell of Carrnclia 
to accompany ine, when an unlucky in[liti|i 
my embracing the opportunity. ~ 



t woB impoMiiile, not from 

feeliiigB, tliat I could go alone. 

I, in his usual gootlneBa, offered 

lition on my part iiindereU 

notice or tlie tables of 



1 

om your ^H 



the great, exceiit where I soinetuues have hail a little matter to ask of 
tbeni, or more often the pleaaanter task of witnessing niy (rratitude to 
them, IN what I sever have done and I trust never shall do. But with 
your ladjaliip I have the honor to be connected by one of the strongest 
and most endearing ilea in the whole wurhl : Common HUflerers, in a 
cause where even to t>e unfortunate is glorious, the cause of heroic 
loyalty t Though niy fathers hail not illustrious honors and vast 
properties to hazard iu the contest, though they left their humble 
cottagen only tn add so many uiitta more to the unnoteil crowd that 
followed their leailers, yet what thoy couhl they did and what they had 
they lost : with unshaken Urmnees ami unconcealed political attachmenla, 
they shook handn with ruin for what they esteemed tlie cause nf tlieir 
king and their country. This language, and the enclosed verses* are 
for your ladyship's eye alone. I'octa are not very famoua for their 
[imdence ; but as I can do nothing^ fur a. cause whicli is now nearly no 
more, I do not wish to hurt myself. 

I have the honor to be, my lady, your ladyshiji'ii obliged and oliedient 
humble servant, Robt. Uubks. 



TO PBorOST MAXWELL OF LOCHHA 



Dear Provost— As my friend Mr Graham goes for your good town 
to-morrow, I cannot resist the temptation to send yuu a few lines ; and 
aa I have nothing to say, I have chosen this sheet of foolscap and begun, 
as you see, at the top of the first page, because I have ever observed that 
when once people have fairly set out, they know not where to 8t«p. 
Now, that my first sentence is concluded, I have nothing to do but to 
pray Heaven to help me on to another. Shall I write you on politics, or 
religion — two master -subjects for your say ers of nothing! Of the first, 
I dare say by this time you are nearly surfeited ; + and for the liut, what- 
ever they may talk of it who make it a kind of company conceni, I 
never could endure it beyond a soliloyuy. I might write yoo on farming, 
on building, on marketing ; but my poor distracted mind is so torn, so 
jaded, so racked and bedeviled with the task of the superlatively damned, 
to make oiie ^inta do the btinnest o/ three, that I detest, abhor, and 

••Addnut 
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swoon at the very word 'buBinees,' tliongh no leas than four letUra of 
my very aliort BDmame nie in it. 

Well, to make a n]all«r abort, I aliall betake oiyaelf to a snbject ever 
frnitful of tbemes— a aabject the tnrtle-fea«t of the Bona of 8atan and 
the delicious Bogar-pluiu of the babes of grace— a subject sparkling 
with all tlie jewels tliat wit can And in the mines of genius, and 
pr^nant with all tlie stores of learning from Mows and Confucius to 
Franklin and Priestley— in short, may it please your Lordship, I intend 
to write . . . 

['Sere' {taj/t Allan Cunningham) 'the Poet interled a »o«g vikich 
tan only be tang at timu when the Punch Bowl hat done itt duty and 
mid wit U ul free.' '\ 

If at any time you expect a field-day in your town— a day when 
Dnkes, Earls, and Knights pay their court to weavere, tailors and 
cobblera, I should like lo know of it two or three days beforehand. It b 
not that I care three skips of a curUog for the politics, but I should like 
to see sucli an exhibition of human nature. If yon meet with that worUiy 
old veteran in religion and good-fellowship, Mr JefTrey, or any of bis 
amiable family, I beg you will give them my best compliments. 

R. B. 

In the last paragraph of this letter, Burns alludes to the miiiisteT 
of Lochmaben.* In the course of hie travels, be occasionally 
visited the manae. Mr Jaffray had an only daughter, Jean, a 
sweet, blue-eyed girl, who at one of Bums's visits, probably the 
fint, did the honours of the table. Kext morning, the poet 
produced this soug : 



THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE.+ 
I gaed a waefu' gate yestreen, nwd— ye>tci-«vciiiiig 

A gate, I fear, 1 11 dearly rue : 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, sjm 

Twa lovely oeu o' bonie blue. 
Twas not her golden ringlets bright, 

Her lips, like roses wat wi' dew, *nt 

Uer heaving bosom, lily-white — 

It was her een sae bonie blue. 

* Andnv Juimy hid b«en tniuiUted rroin Tiindergirth to Rnthwell, >nd thanca to 
Lochnwbtii GT6t). Ha ncalved Uw tlegraa of D.D. In 17W, lud died 1T» (aged Mvanty- 
threa), Jeui JilTny wu bom ms ; jnirrled 1794; died ISM. 

I This KMig ma printed in Johnaoii'i Mtanan, wlUi an air oompDasd bj Riddel of 
Gieiiiiddai. It wt* Ml by Qaorg* TiUnnaaTi totba tuna of *Tba BliUulao't.' 



She tHlk'd, she Biuil'd, my lieart Btie vyl'd, beguiiid 

She ciianii'd luy soul I wist iia liow ; 
' And uy tlm atouud, tbe deadly wooud, I>k'i; 

Cum tea. Ler ven eae Louie blue. 
But, 'epare to epeak, and Bpurc to Hi»ed,'* 

Slio '11 aibliiiB listen to niy vow ; i»:iii*i« 

Should alio refuse, I 'II lay Uiy dead "iwtii 

To hur twa ecu sac Ijouie Lluii. 

Mias Jatfray iiiHrriod a geutleiuaii iiauied Kenwick, of Liver- 
l>oiil and, afterwards, New York, aiid was Uviug there about 
1822, whoii a boii of Uurns's w>rreB|)oud«iit George Tbomson wna 
iiitruduucd to her hy her sou, a professor iii Culuiuljia Collo)je. 
Mr Thomsou gave tha following nccouiit of her lo his father : 
'She is a widow — has still the romaiiis of liunia's delightful 
jjoctrait of her : her tiett nwevt een that gave him his death are 
ywt clear and full of expreasioii. She haa grt'at suavity of 
iiiiiniiera and much good aeiiae.' He thou siMf- fii.iii her recol- 
lection a eharmiu^ picture of the mamiers of Uurua iu refiDed 
and agreeable eot^iety. ' She told me that she often looks back 
with a melancholy satisfaction on the many evenings she spent 
in the coni|>any of the great bard, in the social circle of her 
father's fireside, listening to the brilliant sallies of his iniflginatloii 
and to Ids delightful conversation, "Many tinica," said she, "have 
I seen Bums enter my father's dwelling in a cold rainy night, after 
a long ride over tUe dreary moors. On such occasions one of 
the family would help to disencumber liim of his dreadnought 
and boots, while others brought hini a pair of slippers and made 
him a warm dish of lea. It was during these visits that he felt 
himself perfectly happy, and opeued his whole sou! to us, repeated 
aud even sang many of his admirable songs, and enchanted 
all who had the good fortune to be present with his manly, 
luminous obscrvatioas and artleas manners. I never," she added, 
"could fancy that Burns had ever followed the nistic occupation 
of the plough, because everything he said or did had a gracefulness 
and charm that was in an extraordinary degree engnging."'t 

On the death of her husband, the thirteenth Earl, Lady 

* A pnvMblal tiprewlon. mcknlng ' If yon dop't iip«k. 7011 II neitr coiiie iny spnad, 
ui<l 1« arinlriKnt to Oil EnRllBli ' Piint hurt imvn won bli UU/.' 
t K«w wliUon at Mr Thom»D*> iltlodia, imt. 
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Glencairu had settled at Coates, near Ediuburgh, \irith the 
younger of her two daughtei-s, Lady Betty Cunningham.* 

TO LADY ELIZABETH C U N N 1 N O H A M.t 

Bllibland, 23d De.r. 1789. 

My Lady — The honour you have done your poor poet in writing him 
BO very obliging a letter, and the pleasure the inclosed beautiful verses 
have given him, came very seasonably to his aid amid the cheerless 
gloom and sinking despondency of December weather and diseased 
nerves. As to forgetting the family of Glencairn, with which you tax 
me, Heaven is my witness with what sinceiity I could use those simple, 
Tude, but, I think, strongly expressive old, verses — 

If thee, Jems'lem, I forget. 

Skill pAii from my right hand. 
Hy tongue to my mouth's roof let cleave. 

If I do thee forget, 
Jerusalem, and thee above 

My chief joy do not set ! 

When I am tempted to do anything improper, I dare not, because I look 
on myself as accountable to your Ladyship and Family ; when now 
and then I liave the honor to be called to the tables of the Great, if 
I happen to meet with anything mortifying from the stately stupidity 
of self-sufficient Squires, or the luxuriant insolence of upstart Nabobs, I 
get above the creatures by calling to remembrance that I am patronised 
by the Noble House of Glencairn ; and at gala times such as New 
year's day, a Christening, or the Kirn-night,$ when my punch-bowl is 
brought from its dusty corner and filled up in honor of the occasion, 
I begin with. The Countess of Glencairn I My good ^voman with the 
enthusiasm of a grateful heart next cries, My Lord ! and so the toast 
goes on untill I end with Lady Hariet's little angel whose Epithala- 
mium I have pledged myself to write. 

When I received your Ladyship's letter, I was in the act of transcrib- 
ing the inclosed Poems such as they are for you ; and meant to have 
sent them my first leisure hour and acquainted you with a late change 
in my way of life. By the generous friendship of one of the first 
of men, Mr Graham of Fintry, I have got the Excise Division in the 
midst of which I live ; and considering my unlucky bargain of a farm, 
I find £50 per An, which is now our salary, an exceeding good thing. 
People may talk as they please of the ignominy' of the Excise, but 
what will supi>ort my family and keep me independant of the world is 

* The estate of Finlaxston— but not the title of Glencairn (which is now extinct)— de- 
volved on Robert Graham of Oartmore, on the death of the fifteenth earl, in 1790. That 
gentleman assumed the name and anns of Gunuinghame. The present representative of 
the family is If r R. R Cunninghame«Graham. 

t Tlie original is now in the library of the University of Bdiuburgh. 

I Harvest-home. 
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to me a very importAnt matter; and I had mucli rathor lliat my Pro- 
fession borrowed credit from me, tlifkti tliat I boiTovred credit fr^iu tuy 
Profeuiiiin. Auotiier advantage I have in this businesa is, the know- 
ledge it givea of the variona aluulcs of Human Ciiaracter; and con- 
seqiieully itMbting nie in my trule as a Poet. Not tliat I am in baste 
for the Preu, as my Lord baa been told ; liad it been ho, f would liave 
been bigbly wanting to myself, not to have nonsnlteil my noble, generous 
Patron ; but still, to be Poet, is my Lighest ambition, my dearest wish, 
and my unwearied atudy. I am aware that though I were tu give to the 
world performances superior to my former works, If they were pro- 
ductiona of the same kind, the comparative reception they would meet 
with would mortify me. For this reason I wish etill to secure my old 
friend, Novelty, on my side, by the kind of my performances: I have 
sonie thoughts of the Drauia. Con»ideiing the favorite things of the 
day, the two and three act pieces of Okeefe,* Altslnclilwld, &e, does not 
your Ladyship tbiiik that a Scotish Andience would be better pleased 
with the Affectation [tie). Whim and Folly of their own native growth, 
than with manners which to by far the greatest of them can be only 
second hand ! 

No man knows what Nature has fitted him fur untill he try ; and if 
after a preparatory course of sotue ycai-s' stuiiy "f Men and Bi«ks, 
I should find myself unequal to the task, there is no great harm done 
— Virtue and Study are their own reword. 1 have got Shakeapeare, 
and begun with him ; and I sliall stretch a point and make myself 
ntaster of all the Dramatic Authors of any repute, in both English 
and French, the only languages which I know. 

I ought to apologise to your Ladyahip for sending yon some of the 
inctose<l rliymea, they aie ao silly. Everybody knows now of poor 
Dr McUill. He is my particular friend, and my Ballad on his prosecu- 
tion lioH virulence enough, if it has not wit. You mnat not read Lady 
Glencairnf the stanza about the Priest of Ochiltree. Though 1 know 
him to be a designing, rotten -hear ted Puritan, yet perhaps her Lady- 
ship has a diflereut idea of him. The Ode to the Kegency bill was 
mangled in a Newspaper last winter. The Election ballad alludes to 
onr present canvass in this string of Boroughs. I do nut suppose 
there will be a harder run match in the whole Uenerat Election. 1 
have avoide<l taking a side in Politics. The Song is the only one of 
the inclosed Pieces that I think worthy of being sent to so good a judge 
as yonr Ladyship. 1 will not add to this tedious epistle more than to 
assure your Ladysliip with what grateful sincerity I have the honor te 
be, your Ladyship's highly oblidged and moat obedient Immble servt., 
RoBT. Burks. 

■ John O'RhITc (1747-1899). dnmitiit, lud pl«c» pnxluced it th< Harmsrket in inS. 
Hit mtd ObU !■ >li)! pUyed, itid Buckslone revivad his Cault of Andalurln. 

t Tb« Dowieer Lady OlcnuIrR Tu pitron ofthe padnh orOclilltrH,>iiil the Rav. Dirld 
OimntdTM-nei), wha^ii >he pnunted In 17S6. wu revered by tU IhsSvunfttlluI puty. - Hv 
■ru ilnsulirly upright In hli IiiMntloni, iniinited in iddnu, snd cbmrrul In cODVtrtatlOD. 
... Hie piety wai uwITected.'— i/ev ScoU'i taili EaicM. Sat., Fsit III., p. IM. 



CHAPTER II. 

BLU8UND, 1790. 

kURNS VOB at this time overlondcd Trilh business, and 
at the same time as niuch the victim of hypochondria as 
if he had been idle. Yet lie found time to pay occasional 
visits to Dumfries, in order to witness the pctfonnaiiceB 
of a company of playera who had temporarily settled there. He 
was even prompted by what he snw to think of droTnatic composi- 
tion. But neither at this time, nor afterwards, did he ever 
write anything for the stage but an occasional address or 
epilogue. 

Sums began the new year with a characteristic piece of 
moral isation. 

SKETCH-NEW-YEAR'S DAY. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

This day, Time winds th' exhausted chain, 
To run the twelvemonths' length again : 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow, 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow. 
Adjust the tintmpair'd machine. 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir, 
In vain assail him with their prayer; 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press, 
Kor makes the hour one moment less. 



Line AKn Tnnsa of burkb. 

Will you (the Major 'a* with the honnib ; 
The happy tenants share liie rotinds; 
Coila's fnir Rachel'Bt care to-day. 
And bloorainy Keith 'a eiigatted with Gray) 
From housewife cores a niinuto borrow — 
Thnt grandchild's cap will do to-morrow — 
And join with mo a-tnoral»ing — 
This day's propitious to bo wise in. 
First, what did yesternight deliver) 
' Another year is gone for ever.' 
And what is this day's strong suggestion t 
'The passing moment 's all wo rtat on ! ' 
Rest on — for whati what do wo herot 
Or why regant the passing yoart 
Will Time, amus'd with proverb'd loro, 
Add to our date one minute nioro 1 
A few days may — a few ypars must — 
Kopose ns in the silent duat 
Then, is it wise to damp our blisat 
Yes— all such reasoninga are amies I 
The voice of Nature loudly cries, 
And many a message from the skies, 
That something in us never dies: 
That on this frail, uncertain state. 
Hang matters of eternal weight : 
That futuro-life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone; 
Whether as heavenly glory bright, 
Or dark as Misery's woeful night. 



Since then, my honor'd first of frienda, 
On this poor being all depends ; 
Let us th' important now employ. 
And live as those who never die. 




Tho' you, with days and honors croi 
Witness that filial circle round 


■vn'd, 




• Andre*. M-'th 80.1 of Mri Diinlop, hwl t*"»d Ihrongh th. 
U» rank of i>,Mor. Ho disd, un.n.rri«.l. in IBW. 

Dunlop'«A»<l«iiBht«r. 


B Amerienn w«r, mi »tti 
Ich of CoiU; Keith WM 


Hn 
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(A' sight life's sorrows to repulse, 
A sight pale Envy to convulse), 
Others now claim your chief regard ; 
Yourself, you wait your bright reward. 



TO MR GEOROB B, SUTHERLAND, PLAYWRIGHT, 

NEAR DUMFRIES. 

Ellislaict), Tkunday noming [Dec 81, 1780]. 

Sir — Jogging home yesternight, it occurred to me that as your next 
night is the first night of the New Year, a few Hnes allusive to the 
Season by way of Prologue, Interlude or what you please, might take 
pretty well. The enclosed verses are very incorrect, liecanse they are 
almost the first crude suggestions of my Muse, by way of hearing me 
company in my darkling journey. I am sensible it is too late to send 
you them ; but if they can any way serve you, use, alter, or, if you 
please, neglect, them. I shall not 1>e in the least mortified though they 
are never heard of ; but if they can lie of any service to Mr Sutherland 
and his friends, I shall kiss my hands to my lady Muse, and own myself 
much her debtor. — I am, Sir, your very humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 



PROLOGUE FOR MR GEORGE S. SUTHERLAND. 

SPOKEN AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES, ON NEW-YEAR'S DAY 

EVENING. 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city, 
That queens it o*er our taste — the more *s the pity : 
Tho*, by the bye, abroad why will you roam ? 
Good sense and taste are natives here at home : 
But not for panegyric I appear, 
I come to wish you all a good New Year ! 
Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 
Not for to preach, but tell his simple story : 
The sage, grave Ancient coughM, and bade me say 
* You 're one year older this important day,' 
If mser, too — he hinted some suggestion. 
But 'twould be nide, you know, to ask the question ; 
And, with a would-be-roguish leer and wink, 
Said — * Sutherland, in one word, bid them think ! ' 



Yo sprightly youths, quite fluKh with hope and spiri 
"Who think to storm the world hy dint of merit, 
To you the dotard has a deal to say, 
In his sly, dry, eenteutioua, proverb way ! 
Ho bids you mind, nniid your thouglitlcss rattle. 
That the first blow is over lialf the battle ; 
Tliat tho' some by the skirt may try to snatch him, 
Yet by the forelock is tho hold to catch him ; 
That whether doing. Buffering or forbearing, 
You may do mimcloa hy jwrsevering. 

Last, tho' not least in Iovp, yo youtliful fair, 
Angehc forms, high Heaven's pecuhar care I 
To you old Bald-pato smooths hia wrinkled brow. 
And humbly Iiega you '11 mind the important— now ! 
To crown your happiness he asks your leave, 
And offers bliss to give and to receive. 



For our sincere, tho' haply weak endea 
With grateful piide we own your many favours ; 
And howsoe'er your tongues may ill reveal it. 
Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 



TO MR GILBERT D IT R N S. 

Dear Brother— I mean to take advantage of llie frank, though 
I have not, in my present frame of mind, miicli appetite fov exertion 
in writinj;. My nerves are in a damnable stale. I feel that liovritl 
liypoclionili'ia pervailiag every atom of both body anil Bont. This farm 
has undone my enjoyment of myself. It is a ruinous BfTair on all hands. 
Hut let it go to hell I 1 'II fight it out and 1>e off with it. 

We have gotten a set of very decent playei-s liei-e just now, 1 have 
seen them an evening or two. David Campbell, in Ayr, wrote ine by 
the manager of the company, a Mr Sutherland, who is indeed a man 
of genius and apparent worth. On New-year.day evening I gave him 
the following prologue, which he sponted to his audience with applause. 
[PiTslogue— see above.] 

I can no more. If once I were clear of this accursed farm, I shall 
respire more at ease.—! am, yours, Robt. Burns. 



BLLtSLAND. 



Three days after the writing of this letter, he was restored 

to a calmer humour. 



TO HR WILLIAU DUNBAR, W.S., EDINDUROH. 

ELUBLilID, tut Janwuj nsO. 

Since we kre, liere creatures of a day, since ' a few summer days and 
a few winter niglits, and the life of man ia at an end,' why, my dear 
much -esteemed Sir, ahoulit you and I let uegligent indolence, for 1 know 
it is nothing worse, step in between us and liar tlie enjoyment of a 
mutusl correspondence! We are not sliapen out of the common, heavy, 
methodical clod, tlie elemental stuff of the plodding sellisli race, the sons 
of Arithmetic and Prudence ; our feelings and hearts are not benumbed and 
poisoned liy the cursed influence of riches wliich, whatever blessing they 
may be in other respects, are no friends to the nobler qualities of the 
heart : in the name of random sensibility, tlien, let never the moon 
change on our silence any more. I have had a tract of bad health most 
part of this winter, else you hod heard from me long ere now. Tliank 
heaven, 1 am now got so iimch better aa to be able to partake a little in 
the enjoyments of life. 

Our friend Cnnninghaiit will perliaps have told you of my going into 
the Excise. The truth is, I fonnd it a very convenient business to have 
£S0 per annum, nor have 1 yet felt any of these mortifying circumstances 
in It that I was led to fear. 

Ftb. id. — t have not, for sheer hurry of business, been able to spare 
five tninutee to Rnish my letter. Besides my farm -business, I ride 
on my Excise matters at least 300 miles every week. 1 have not by 
any means given up the Muses. You will see in the third volume of 
Johnson's 'Scots Songs' that 1 have contributed my mite there. 

But, my dear Sir, little ones that look np to you for paternal protection 
are an important charge. I have already two hne, healthy, stout little 
fellows, and I wish to throw some light upon them. I liave a thousand 
reveries and schemes about them and their future destiny. Not that I 
am an Utopian projector in these things. 1 am resolved never to breed 
up a son of mine Id any of the learned professions. I know the valne of 
independence ; and since I cannot give my sons an independent fortune, 
I shall give them an independent line of life. What a chaos of hurry, 
chance and changes is this world, when one sits soberly down to reflect 
on it t To a father, wbo himself knows the world, the thought that he 
shall have sons to usher into it must fill him with drend ; but if he 
have daughters, the prospect in a thoughtful moment ia apt to shock 

I hope Mrs Fordyce and the two young ladies are well. Do let nw 
forget that they are nieces of yours and let me say that I never saw a 
more interesting, sweeter pair of sisters in my life. I am the fool of my 
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feelings and attaehmenta. I often take up a volmiie ni my Speniie 
realize you U> my imagination,* anil tliink over the Bocial Bceue« we hava 
had together, God grant that tliere may be anotber world more con- 
genial to honest fellowH beyond tbis. A world whore tlieae rubs and 
pIat;UGa of absence, distance, mierortnnes, ill-health, &c, sliall 
damp liilarity and divide friendsliip. This I liiiow b your throng [hnBy] 
EieaHon, but half a page viill much oblige, my dear Sir, Youra Sincerely, 



Mrs Dunlop appears to have at this time sent the poet a 
present, perhaps for his thirty-firat birthday, which was approach- 
ing. On that day he wrote bo her one of the most interesting of 
hie letters : 



El,UtLt>rti, 2M JanaaTf ITW. 

It bus been owing to unremitting hurry of buainess tliat 1 have not 
written you, Madam, long ere now. My health is greatly bettor and 1 
now begin once more to xliare in eatiefaction and enjoyment with the 
reit of my fellow -creatures. 

Many thanks, my much-es teemed fiienil, for your kind letters : only, 
why will you make me run the li-sk of being contemptible and mercenary 
in my own eyes! When i pique inyaelf on my independent spirit, I 
hope it is neither poetic licence nor poetic lant ; and I am ao flattered 
with the honour you have done me, in making me your compeer in 
friendship and friendly cori'eapondence, that I cannot, without paiu and 
a degree of mortification, be reminded of the real inequality between our 
situations. 

Most sincerely do I rejoice with yon, dear Madara, in the good news 
of Anthony, Not only your anxiety alwut bis fate, but my own est-eem 
for such a noble, warm-hearted, manly youug fellow, iu the Uttle I had 
of his acquaintance, has interested me deeply in his fortnnes. 

Falconer, the unfortunate author of the ' Shipwreck,' that glorious poem 
whicli you so much ailmire, is no more. After weathering the dreadful 
catastrophe he ao feelingly describes in hia poem and after weathering 
many bard gales of fortune, he went M tlie bottom with the Aurora 
frigate ! I forget what part of Scotland bad the honor of giving him 
birtli, but lie was the son of obscurity and luisfortnne.t He was one of 
those daring adventurous s])iiita which Scotland beyond any other nation 
is remarkable for producing. Little does the fond mother tliink, as she 
bangs delighted over the sweet little leech at her bosom, where the poor 



fellow la&y liet««ft«t wander and what miky be bis fate. I remember a 
Blanu in an old Scottiah ballad,* wbicb, notwillistanding ite rnde 
simplicity, spealu feelingly to tbe heart : 

Littli did raj mother think. 

That d>f the ondlsd me, 
Wlut Und I wu to travel in. 

Or what death I shonld die t 

Old Scota aong are, yon kaow, a favorite atndy and pursuit of mine, 
and now I am on that aabject, allow me to give you two etantat of 
another old simple ballad, wbicb I am enre will please yoa. The catu- 
tropbe of the piece is a poor mined female lamenting her fate. She 
coDclndeB witb this pathetic wish : 

O that m; father had ne'ar on me (luil'd ; 

O that Dif mother had ne'er to me iiids ! 
O that my cradia had never beea rook'd ; 

But that I had died when I vai young I 

O that the grave it vere my bed ; 

My blankets were my winding sheet ; 
nie olooki and the worms my bedtellove a' ; beetln 

And O aae sound as 1 would sleep I 

I do not remember in all my reading to faava met with any thing 
more truly tbe langnage of misery than the exclamation in the lost 
line. Misery in like love : to speak ite language truly, the author must 
have felt it. 

I am every day expecting tbe doctor to give your little godson t the 
amall-pox.t TItey are ri/e in tbe conntry, and I tremble for hia fate. 
By the way, I cannot help congratulating you on his looks and spirit. 
Every person who eeea him acknowledges him to be the linest, hand- 
somest child he has ever seen. I am myself delighted with tbe manly 
swell of bis little cbest and a certain miniature dignity in the carriage of 
hia bead, and the glance of liia line black eye, which promise the undaunted 
gallantry of an independent mind. 

I thought to have sent you some rhymes, hnt time forbids. I promise 
you poetry, nntil you are tired of it, next time I have the honor of assur- 
ing yon how truly I am, Dear ma<lam, your obl^ed and bnmhle servant, 

R. B. 

About this time the Clarinda correspondence was renewed for a 
brief period, the following letter being an answer to one from 
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Mrs M'Lohose, which has not been preserved. Doalitlesa the 
Bony with which it closes woa written iu compliment to liia 
correspondent. 



iHi-iJBUHi, AUn-X fid o/JsKitiiTv ITtO.)' 
Iliavo, imleed, l)een ill, Mmiani, tlie whole winter. AoiDces 
aclie, ilepressinn of spirilH, and all tlie truly luiseiuble consequencaB of » 
deraiigeil nervoUB gyBleiii have niitito Jreailful haroc of my health anil 
peace. Add to all lliia. a line of life intn wliicli I have ]at«ly entered 
obliges me la ride, upon an average, at leasl two hundred miles every 
week. However, tlianlt Heaven I am now ^nt&tly better in my 
health, • • • • 

I cannot, will not, enter intxt extenuatory circunistancea ; else I euuld 
show yon how my precipitate, hc^long, unthinking conduct leagued, 
with a conjuncture of imliicky evente, to tlinist nie out of a poesibilily 
of keeping the path of reclilude, to cuiw nie by an irreconcilable war 
between my duty and uiy nearest wialios, and to damn me with a choice 
only of difTerent apecieti of error and niifeConducL 

I dare not trust myself further with this subject. The following song 
is one of my latest productions, iind I aend Jt yon, na I would do any 
thing else, l>ecause it pleases myself. 

MV LOVELY NANCY.t 
Tune— TAe Quakei-'s Wife 
1. 
Thine am T, tny faithrul fair, 
Thine, my lovely Nancy ; 
Ev'ry pulae along my veins, 
Ev'ry roving fancy. 



To thy bosom lay my heart, 

There to throb and languish : 
Tho' despair had wrung its core, 

That would heal its anguish. 

grised cdltioQ of the carreipondence (1M3), this letter ia conjc 
1791.' The hypochondrii conipIiitiAl of, and the illuaiou to tl 
e Exclne biiilnrju, sesin to cmy It > year further btck. 
u Hill to Gtar^t Thomson in IT«5. It hu be«ii miniiliied, thfrefi 
n ttll tint year, and that th« »illtor or Ihs Clnrinda comspond 
b authority. In plica of 'To Mary In Heaven,' In aujipurt of th 
bla avidenca haa been brouglit rgruard. 



Take sway those rosy lips 

Rich with balmy treasure ; 
Turn away thine eyes of love, 

Lest I die with pleasure. 

IV. 

What is life when wonting lovel 

Kight without a morning : 
Love's the cloudless summer sun 
Nature gay adorning. 

R. B. 
A small fragment of a letter which Bums appears to have 
addressed to Mrs M'Lehose, immediately after receiving a reply to 
the preceding, contains one characteristic burst of sentiment: 
'I could not answer your last letter but one. "When you in so 
many words tell a man that you look on his letters with a smile 
of contempt, in what language, madan), can he answer youl 
Though I were conscious that I had acted wrong — and I am 
conscious thot I have acted wrong — yet would I not bo huUied 
into repentance; hut your last letter . . . Madam, determined 
as you. . . .' The reverse of the fn^ment contains tlie venea 
' To Mary in Heaven.' * 

Towards the conclusion of the theatrical season at Dumfries, 
Bums once more furnished Mr Sutherland with a prologue : 



I was much disappointed, my dear Sir, in wanting ynur nioel a);reeab1e 
company yesterday. However, I lieartily pray for good weatlier next 
Sunday ; and, wliatevcr aeiial Being has the guidance of the elements, 
tliat he may take any other half dozen Snndays he pleases, and clothe 
theui with 

Vaponn and cloadi >nd stonm, 

Until he terrify himKlf 

At oombiutiDU of his own njting. 
I sliall see you on Wednesday forenoon. In the greatest honj, &c, 
Mmidat Mornlna [Id Ftb. 1T«0). R. B. 

* The conJecUn hubean b«arded that thliftiemect Drlglnally ronnad partef thspre. 
Yknu l«tl« to Kn H'LehoM. AU th>t cm be lald with ttrUlnty on tlM «nhj»el li that, 
when dtocovaml, It wm endotwd by Ckrfndi ' Bceelnd F«b. B, nOO.' 
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PROLOGUE FOR MR SUTHERLAND, ON BIS 
BENEFIT-NIGHT. 
What needs thia din about the town o' Lon'on, 
How tills new play an' that new sang ia comiii' t 
Why is outlandish sLuff eae ineikle courted i 
Does nonsonso mend, like whisky, when imported I 
Is there nae poet, burning keen for fame, 
Will try to gie ua eanga and plays at hauiet 
For Comedy abroad he needna toil, 
A fool and knave are plants of every boU ; 
Nor need he hunt ns far aa Rome and Gre 
To gather matter for a serious piece; 
There's themes enow in Caledonian story 
Would shew the Tragic Muse in a' hor glory. 

Is there no daring bard will r 
How glorious Wallace stood, how, hapless, fell ) 
Where are the Muses fled that could produce 
A drama worthy o' the name o' Bruce) 
How here, even here, he first unaheath'd the sword 
'Gainst mighty Kngluud and her guilty lord; 
And after niony a bloody, deathless doing. 
Wrenched his dear country from the jaws of ruin I 
for a ShaksjJeare or an Otway ecene 
To draw the lovely, hapless Scottish Queen ! 
Yain all th' omnipotence of female cliarms 
'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion's arms : 
She fell, but fell with spirit truly Roman, 
To glut the vengeance of a rival woman ; 
A woman — though the phrase may seem uncivil — 
As able and as cruel as the devil i 
One I)oui;la3 lives in Home's immortal page,* 
But Douglasses were heroes every age i 
And though jour fathers, prodigal of life, 
A Douglas followed to the martial strife, 
Perhaps, if bowls t row right, and Right succeeds. 
Ye yet may follow where a Douglas leads I 



' DottfJaa, a TTo^ir, bjr Joliu Uoius. 
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Ah ya hae generous done, if a' the laud 
Would take the Muses' servants by the haud ; 
Not only liear, but patronise, befriend them, 
And where ye justly can commend, commeod them ; 
And aiblins, when they winna stand the test, pvrhiia— wtu irat 
Wink hard and say ' The folks hae done tlieir best 1 ' 
Would a' the land do this, then I '11 be caition cuation, mboHj 
Ye '11 soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation 
Will gac Fame blavr until her trumpet crack, mks 

And warsle Time, and lay him on his back t wiwtis wiiii 

For ue and for our stage should ony apier, inqntra 

' Wha 'a aught tbae chiela maks a' this bustle here 1' " niion 

My best leg foremost, I'll set up my brow. 

We have the honour to belong to you ! 

We're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like, °*^°^",'™ 

But like gude mithera, shore before you strike. mrn 

And gratefu' still I hope ye 11 ever find us, 

We 've got frae a' profeestons, sets, and ranks : . 

God help U8 ! we 're but poor — ye 'se get but thanks raaiwii 

For a' the patronage and meikle kindness. mDch-gimt 

It ia not improbable that tltc prologue, though written for Mi 
Sutherland, was intended for his wife's, and not his, beneGt-night. 
If not, then the prologue referred to the following (hitherto un- 
published) letter has not yet seen the light ; 

TO DAVID STAIO, BB*}., DUHPRIBS.t 

Sir— My friend and fellow -I aborer in scaling the baTren heights of 
Paniasaaa, Mr Sutherland, having asked me for a Prologue, or soroeUiing 
like it, for Mrs Siitherlnnd's benefit- night, E have eompoted a Prologue, 
' or something tike it,' for him, aa yon will see by the Inclosed. It is 
not for its merit that I trouble you with a copy of it : it it escape dam- 
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nnlmii, it trill be * of Grate, iiot o[ Wurkt ; ' but there is a dark stroke * of 
PoliticR in the belly of tlie Piece, &ii<l like a faitLful loyal Snbject, 1 lay 
it before You, aa tbe chief Magistrate of the Country, at least the only 
Mafiislrate whom I hare met with in tlie Conolry who had tlie honor 
to be very conspicnona lu a Gentleman ; that if the said Poem be foand 
to contain any Treason, or wordn of treai<onabIe conitmction, or any 
Fnma clamoea, or Scandalum niagnntiiin, a^'^nBt nnr Sovereign lord the 
Ki[]F;, or any of his liege sabjects, the said I'rologue may not see the 
light. Mr Sntberlatid may probably nienlioQ the circutnatance, for your 
Htrictiirea, or I may possihty meet witli you on Weilneeilay in yuiir market- 
day peranibuUtiotiB. 

Tn tell the truth, the whnte trnth (in tho langua^ of that elegant 
Science, the Law)i the real reason why 1 trouble you with thb, ia, that 
1 had a woman's longing for an opportunity of this kind to assure yon, 
how gratefully and tmly, I hare the honor to be, Sir, your ohlidged and 
obedient hanible servant, flOBT. BUBKS, 



Tho third volume of tlie SeoU Miudeal Museum had been making 
progrcs?, Bomcivhat itioro slowly than tho sccoiieI, but with an equal 
amount of assistance from Burns. It was issued in the beginning 
of February 1790, with the following preface by the poet : 



PREFACE TO JOHNSONS 'SCOTS 



MUSEUM,' VOL. 111., 1790. 



Now that the Editor given this third ^'oIunle of The Scots Musieal 
JUtueiim to the Public, he ho|>es it will not be found unworthy of the 
Volumes already Pubtished. As thin is not one of those many Publica- 
tions which are hourly ushereil into the 'World meiely to catch the ej'e of 
Fashion in her frenzy of a day, the Editor has little to hope or tear from 
the herd of readers. 

Consciousness of the well-known merit of our Scottish Music, and the 
national fondness of a Scotchman for the prwluctions of his oivn country, 
are at once the Editor's motive and apology for this Undertaking; and 
where any of the Pieces in the Collection may pei'liajis be found wanting 
at the Critical Bar of the First, he appeals to the honest prejudices of 
the Last. 

Besides tho songs already cited since the date of the second 
volume, Burna contributed ninny which, ns they make no jwr- 
ticnlar reference to his own history, and cannot otherwise be 

* If Ihis letter lUiiiles lo the prologue nlreaily given, pomibly 'tlif ilark stioke of 
politics' i9 



dated, are bare presented in one gronp. Several of them are, 
however, only old songs mended or extended by Burne. 

TIBBIE DUNBAB. 
TvsK— Johnny M'QUL * 
wilt then go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunbar T 

wilt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie Dunberl 
Wilt thou ride on a horse or be drawn in a car 
Or walk by my side, sweet Tibbie Dunbsi ! 

1 caiena thy daddie bis lands and his money; idoiitointor 
I caie na thy kin, eae high and eae lordly ; 

Bnt say thou wilt bae me, for better, for waur, m™ 

And come in thy coatie, sweet Tibbie Dnnbar. ,. , 'iiH!)L?'!S"^l 
■' ' (i*, wiUiont dowry) 



THE GARDENER WI' HIS PAIDLE 
TUNK— rfl« Gardener's March. 
[It will be found tliat Bums Bub«eqiiently produced a nev 
this song, clianging tlie burdeu at the cloae of the Btanzaa.] 
When rosy May comes in wi* flowers, 
To deck her gay, grecn-epreading bowers, 
Then bnsy, busy are his hours. 

The Gardener ^vi' his paidle. 

The crystal waters gently fa', 
The merry birds are lovere a'. 
The scented breezes round hira blaw. 
The Gardener wi' his paidle. 

When purple morning starts the bare 
To steal upon her early fare. 
Then tliro' the dews he maun repair. 
The Gardener wi' his paidle. 
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When day, expiring iii Lbe west, 
The ourtaiii draws of Nature's real. 
He flies to her arms hti lo'es the best, 
The Gardeuoi wi' his ^Jaidle. 



HIGHLAND HARRY. 

'rvUK—Hit/hlatuiei's Lamenl. 

tOf this •ong Bums wiya in tlie Glenriddel not«s: 'The oldest title 
I ovev lieanl to tliis air was "The Hi«hlBinl Wdtcli's Farewell to 
Irolaiiil." The clioma I picked np fmiii an o\A woman in Dunblane; 
the retiC of the song is mine.' It is erjilent llint the poet has under- 
stood the chonie in a Jacobite seiiHe. and written his own rentes 
in that strain ncconlingly. Peter Buchan lias, nevertheleas, alErmed 
' thAt the original son^ I'eliited to a luve attacliineul between Harry 
Lnmsdale, tlio second son of n Hl<;hlund gentleliuin, nnd Mrs Jennie 
Gonlon, <laii};hter to the Laird of Knocliespock, in Alterdeensbire. The 
lady was niarrieil to her cousin, Habicliie Gordon, a son of the Laird 
of Rhynie ; and some time after, her former lover having met her and 
shaken her hand, her husband drew liis sword io anger, and lopped off 
several of Luiiisdale's fingers, which Highland Harry took so much to 
heart that he soon after died.'— See Hogg and Motherwell's edition of 
Bums, ii., 197.] 

My Harry was a gallant gay, 

Fu' stately strade ho on tlie plain ; 

But now he 's banish'd far away, 
I '11 never see him back again. 

Chorm — for him back again ! 

for him bauk again ! 
I wad gie a' Knockhaspio's land 
For Highland Harry back again ! 



When a' tlia lave gaa to their bed, 

I wander duwio tip the glen ; 
I aet mo down and gi'eet my fill. 
And ay I wisli him hack again. 
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were some villains haiigit high. 

And ilka body had tbeir aia I 
Then I might see the joyfu' sight, 

My Highland Harry back agaio. 

Sad was the day and sad the hour 
He left me on his native plain, 

An' rnah'd, his saii-wiang'd Prince to join, 
Btit oh, he ne'er cam bock again I 

Strong was my Hany's arm in war, 
Unmatch'd ou a' CuUoden plain ; 

But Vengeance matk'd him for his ain. 
For oh, he ne'er cam bock again I 

for him back again I 

The auld Stuarte back again ! 

1 wad gio a' my faitfaec's land 

To see them a' come back again.* 



BEWARE 0' BONIE ANN. 
Air— ye Gallants Bright. 
[' I composed this soDg out of compliment to Misa Ann Mastertoii, the 
daagliter of my friend Allan MasterCon, tlie author of the air "Strath- 
allan's Lamenti" and two or three others [including " 0, Willie brew'd 
a peck o' maut" and "The Braes o' Ballochniyle "] in this work.'— 
ISiimt, Ann MssterUin married a medical man of the name of Derbiabire, 
who resided first in Itatli and sul«eqnently in Loudon.} 

Ye gallants bright, I rede you right adviN 

Beware o' bonie Ann ; 
Her comely face sae fa' o' grace. 

Your heart she will trepan : nM 

Her cen sae bright, like stars by night. 

Her skin is like the swan ; 

- Ths two Rloalng vsnea do n 
ot the long— thoiiuh nut In Bun 



Un AND WORKS OV BtlHKE. 

Sae jimply lac'd her genty waiat, t^Kiniy— Udyitke, giMNfui 
That sweetly ye might span. 

Youth, grace and lovo attendant move, 

And plensure leads the van : 
In a' their channs, and conquering arms, 

They wait on bonio Ann, 
The captive bands may chain the hands, 

But love enslftvoa tho man ; 
Ye gallantB hraw, I rede you a' 

Beware o' Iwnie Ann. 



JOHN ANDERSON. MY JO. 

TVHE—John AndtTSOH., wfj Jo. 

[Improved from an old indecent snng. Additional verses, by William 
Beid of Glasgow, appear in Poitiij Origitial and Selected, but are 
wotililegt>.] 

John Anderson, my jo, John, loi-e, duriing 

When we were first acquent, 
Yonr locks were like the raven. 

Your bonie brow was brent ; unwrinkied 

But now your brow is beld, John, buid 

Your locks are like the snaw ; 
But blessings on your frosty pow, white iiwi 

John Anderson, my jo. 



John Anderson, my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill tliegither ; 
And niony a cnnty day, John, 

We 've had wi' ane nnither ; 
Now we maun totter down, John : 

And hand in liand we'll go. 
And Bleep tbegither at the foot, 

John Anderson, my jo. 
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THE BATTLE OF SHERRAMOOR.* 

Tvvz— Cameron Rant. 

[In this instance Burns has pruned and paraphrased a more diffase 
song on the same subject, which is understood to have been the com- 
position of Rev. John Barclay (1734-1798), minister of the Church of 
Scotland, and founder of a small sect called < Bereans ' or ' Barclayites.'] 

' O cam ye here the fight to shun^ 

Or herd the sheep wi' me, man ? 
Or were ye at the Sherra-moor, 

Or did the battle see, man V 
' I saw the battle, sair and teugh, 
And reekin-red ran mony a sheugh ; 
My heart, for fear, gae sough for sough, 
To hear the thuds, and see the cluds 
O' Clans frao woods, in tartan duds, 

Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, man. 



ditch 

knocks— clouds 
dothet 
gnsped 



* The red-coat lads, wi' black cockauds. 

To meet them were na slaw, man, 
They rush'd and push'd, and blude outgush'd. 

And mony a bouk did fa', man : hMvy body 

The great Argyle led on his files, 
I wat they glanc^ for twenty miles, 
They hough'd the Clans like nine-pin kyles, nfne-pin pieces 
They hack'd and hash'd, while braid-swords clashed. 
And thro' they dash'd, and hew'd and smnsh'd 

Till fey men died awa, man. doomed 

' But had ye seen the philibegs 
And skyrin tartan trews, man, „ /*!,"!"«• f ^^'^y- 

^ ' ' tight-fitting trousers 

When in the teeth they dar'd our Whigs 

And covenant Trueblues,! man : 
In lines extended lang and large. 

When baig'nets o'erpower'd the taige, bayonets 

And thousands hastened to the charge, 

* This was written about the time our bard made his tour to the Highlands, 1787.— Curric 
Gilbert Bums entertained a doubt if the song was by his brother ; but for this scepticism 
we can see no Just grounds. 

t The Covenanters carried a ' Blue Banner/ and were therefore called ' true blues.' 
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Wi' Highland wrath tliey free tlie aheatli 

Drew blades o' death, till, out o' breath, 

They fled like frighted dowa, man.' 

' how del!, Tam, con that be true 1 i° 

The chBce gaed frae the nortl), man ; 
I saw mysel they did pursue 

The horse-men back to Fortli, man ; 
And at Dunblane, in my ain sight, 
They took the brig wi' a their might. 
And etraught to Stirling wing'd their flight : 
But, curstrd lot ! the gates woro shut ; 
And mony a buutit, poor Red-coat, 
For fear amaiat did swarf, man.' 

' My sister Kate cam up the gate 
Wi' crowdie unto me, man ; < 

She swoor she saw some rebels run 
Frae Pei'tli and to Dundee, man ; 
Their left-hand General had nae skill ; 
The Angus lads had nau gude will 
That day tlieir neebors' blude to spill. 
For fear, by foes, that tliey should lose 
Their c<^8 o' brose,* they scar'd at blows 
And hamewai'd faat did flee, man. 



'They 'vo lost some gallant gentlemen 

Amang the Highland clans, man ; 
I fear my Lord Panmure is slain. 

Or in his en'mies hands, man ; 
Now wad ye sing tins double fight. 
Some fell for wrang and some for right ; 
And mony bade the world gude-night ; 
Say, pell and mell, wi' muskets' knell 
How Tories fell and Whigs to hell 

Flew off in frighted bands, man !' 
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BLOOMING NELLY.* 

On a bank of flowers, in a aummer day, 

For summer lightly dreat, 
The youthful, blooming Nelly lay, 

With love and aleep oppreat ; 
Wlien Willie, wand'ring thro' the wood. 

Who foT her favour oft had sued ; 
He gai'd, he wish'd, he foar'd, he blush'd, 

And trembled where he etood. 

Her cloB^d eyes, like weapone aheath'd. 

Were aeal'd in soft repose ; 
Her lip, still as she fr^rant brenth'd. 

It richer dy'd the rose ; 
llie springing lilies, sweetly preat, 

Wild-wanton, kiaa'd her rival breast; 
He gai'd, lie wish'd, he fear'd, he blash'd. 

His bosom ill at leat 

Her robea light-waving in the breeue. 

Her tender limbs embrace ; 
Her lovely form, her native ease. 

All harmony and grace ; 
TamuItuouB tides his pulaea roll, 

A faltering, ardent kiaa he stole ; 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, he fear'd, he blush'd. 

And sigh'd his very soul. 

As flies the partridge from the brake 

On fear-inspired wings, 
So Nelly starting, half-awake. 

Away aflrighted springs ; 
But Willie follow'd— as he should, 

Ha overtook her in the wood ; 
He vow'd, he pray'd, he found the maid 

Forgiving all and good. 

li, bj ThMbild, llndi 1 plica In Rimnr^ r«-Catt( 
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MV HEART'S IN THE HIGHLAND; 

Tvss— Faille na JUioig.* 

[In this Bong BarnH caught np tii« aingle stneiik of poetry wliich 
existeil in a well-known olil stall song entiUed 'The Strong Walts o{ 
Derry,' and whicli comiiieiicea tlius : 

T)ie firat day I luided. 'twM on Triih ground, 
The tidingB came to mo (mill fair Itoriy town, 
That lay lavs wu luarried, uid to my Bid wo, 
And I luat my first love by couiting too alow. 

Aft«r iiiAuy ataniw of siniilar doggerel, the nutliur breaks out, as under 
an inapiratiou, with the one fine verse, which Bums used tu a haaia 
for his own beantifni ditty : 

My lieut 'e iu tlio Highluidi, my betit is not here ; 
Uy heart '» in tlie Highl&ndi a-ahuing the deer ; 
A-ohuing th«deer. and Folluwine the roc — 
My heut 'a in the Highlands, whererer I go, ] 

Farewell to tim Highlands, farewell to the north, 
The hirth-placo of Valour, the country of WortJi ; 
Wherever I wander, wherever I rove, 
The hills of the Highlands for ever I love. 

Chorua — My heart's in the HighUnda, ray heart is not here ; 

My heart 'b in the Highlands, a-chasing tlie deer ; 
A-chasing the wild-deer and following tlie roe. 
My heart 's in the Highlands, wherever I yo. 

Farewell to the mountains liigh-cover'd with snow ; 
Farewell to the straths and green valliea below ; 
Farewell to the forests and wild-hanging woods ; 
Farewell to the torrents and Ion d-jKni ring Hoods. 
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THE BANKS OF N I T H. 
TuSE— ifofiie donna Gortuh. 
The Thames flows proudly to the sea, 

Where royal cities stately stand ; 
But sweeter flows the Nitli, to me, 

Where Comyns ance hod high command : 
When shall I see that honor'd Dmd, 

That winding Stream I love so dear ! 
Must wayward Fortune's adverse hand 

For ever, ever keep me here % 

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales, 

Where hounding hawthorns gayly hloom; 
And sweetly spread thy sloping dales, 

Where lambkins wanton through the broom. 
Tho' wandering, now, must be my doom. 

Far from thy bonie banks and braes, 
May there my latest hours consume, 

Amang the friends of early days ! 



TAM GLEN. 



My heart is a-hreaking, dear Tittle, liitw 

Some counsel unto me come len', i<nd 

To anger them a' is a pity — 

But what will I do wi' Tarn Gleal 

I 'm thinking, wi' sic a braw fellow )undK>in« 

In poortith I might niak a fen' : portrty-ahin 

What care I in riches to wallow, 

If I maunna marry Tarn Glen ! mnitnt 

There 'a Lowrie the laird o' Dumeller — 
'Gude-day to you' — brute ! he comes ben : 

He brt^ and he blaws o' his siller — moMj 

But when will he dance like Tarn Glen.1 

VOL. III. K, 
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Lirs AKD woiiitB or ncBxa. 

My Minnie docs constantly deavemp 
And bida me bewaro o' young men ; 

Tliey flatter, she eays, to deceive me, 
liai wlia can tliink sae o' Tarn Glon ! 

My daddie snya gin 1 11 forsalce him 
He 'd gio me gudo liunder marVa tea ; 

Bat, if it 'a onlatii'd I tnuiiii take lifm, 
O wha will I get but Taui Glen 1 

Yeatreeii at the Valeiitiiies' dealing," 
My heart to my nion gied a et«n ; 

For thtico 1 drew ane without failing 
And tlirico it was written ' Tarn Glen !' 






The last Hnlloween f I was waukin mtrhiBg 

My driiukit sark-slccve, as ye ken, '"'"^pmlmt 

His likrriess cam up tho liouso Pliiitkiii, .uikiuB 

And the very grey broeks o' Tarn Glen ! J iramera 

Come, counsel, dear Tittie ! don't tarry ; 

I '11 gie you my bonie black hen 
Gif ye will advise me to marry If 

The kd I loe dearly, Tarn Glen. 

A statement made by Sir James Stitart-Menteath of Closebuni 
shows what extraordinary paina Bnma took to elaborate and finish 
hia Bongs. 'Tliere was tlion living in Cloaeburn parish a respect- 
able Avoman, Christina Kirkpatrick, married to a mason named 
Flint. She had a masculine understanding ; was well acquainted 
with the old musii, the songs an 1 ballads of Scotland ; and having 
a lino voice and tool ear si e in g thom romnrkahjy well. At a 
subsequent time, 1 en tic jwicts mother lived on a farm which 
fonned jiiirt of tb s estate si o wis on intimate ternis with Kirsty, 
to wboni, on the re o\ ^ i tl 1 er son tlilbert to Fast Lothinn, 
she gave several I ttle preac) H amongst the rest, the low-seated 
deal-chair on which she had nursed the poet and the rest of her 

■ DIttrlbutlne tweetlieirta or vsteiittnu by lot. | AlbHsllow Kve. 
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children. This was obligingly presented to me by Kirsty on her 
death-bed, and it is now in my possession. When Bums dwelt 
at Ellisland, he was accustomed, after composing any of his 
beautiful songs, to pay Kirsty a visit, that he might hear them 
sung by her. He often stopped her in the course of the singing, 
when he found any word harsh and grating to his ear, and 
substituted one more melodious and pleasing. From Kirsty's 
extensive acquaintance with the old Scotch airs, she was fre- 
quently able to suggest to the poet music more suitable to the 
song she was singing than that to which he had set it' * 

Bums was to some extent assisted in the same way by his wife, 
whose vocal powers and acquaintance with Scottish airs were 
above the average. 



TO MR PETER HILU 

Kluslami)^ fnd F§b, 1790. 
No ! I will not say one word about apologies and excuses for not 
writing you. I am a poor, daiiin'd, rascally ganger, condemned to gallop 
at least 200 miles every week to inspect dirty ponds and yeasty barrels, 
and where can I find time to write to, or importance to interest, anybody ? 
The upbraidings of my conscience, nay, the apbraidings of my wife, have 
persecuted me on your account these two or three months past. I wish 
to God I was a great man, that my correspondence might throw light 
npon yon to let the world see what yon really are ; and then I wonid 
make your fortune without putting my hand in my pocket for you, 
which, like all other great men, I suppose I would avoid as much as 
possible. What are you doing and how are you doing? Have you 
lately seen any of my few friends ? What has become of the BOROUGH 
REFORM ? or how is the fate of my poor namesake. Mademoiselle Bums, 
decided ? Which of their grave lordships can lay his hand on his heart 
and say that he has not taken advantage of such frailty ? Nay, if we 
may judge by near 6000 years' experience, can the world do without such 
frailty ? O Man ! but for thee and thy selfish appetites and dishonest 
artifices, that beauteous form and that once innocent and still ingenuous 
mind might have shone conspicuous and lovely in the faithful wife and 
the affectionato mother; and shall the unfortunate sacrifice to thy 

* A Btatement to the likfl efTect wm made In a eommnnlcatlon of the late Profeaaor 
Thoman GiUeiipie, of St Andrewn, to the EtlinbHrgh Literary Journal^ December 12, 1829 : 
* When a school-boy at Wallace-hall Academy, I saw Bnms's horse tied by the bridle to the 
tneck of a cottage-<Ioor In the neighbourhood of Thomhill, and lingered for some time 
listening to the songs which, seated in an arm-chair by the fireside, Bums was listening to. 
Betty (?) Flint was the name of the songstress. She was neither pretty nor witty, but 
she had a pipe of the most overpowering pitch, and a taste for song. . . . She sang 
even to ns laddies " There 's nae luck about the house," and " Braw, bnw lads o' Gate 
Water," most inimitably.' 
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pleaauroa have no claim on thy liunianity ? • As for Itiose Binty-boaomed, 
puritnnical pciitecutors of female (luilly and persecutora of female* 
oliarma t— 1 aTn quit« sober— I am iliBpoBaioiiate— Ui show lliat I am ao, [ 
iliall mend my pen ere 1 procaeti.— It ia written 'Tiion slialt not tak« 
tiie name of the L— d thy G— <! in vain:' ao I neither say 'G— cnrw j 
them r nor "G— lilwt them !' nnr'G— ilainn them!' hut, may WoniMt 
enree them ! may Womun Ulaal them I may Woman damn them 1 . . . 
And when many years and mucli port and great hnsineua liave deliverad 
Iheiii over to vultnre goiita iMid aspen palaies, then may tiiey be tantalised 
with the impotent desires, which like ghosts haunt their hoeoms, wher 
all their jtowera to give or receive eniojment are for ever asleep ir 
aepnlchre of their fatheiK 1 1 i 

Now for bnBineas. Our liook society owe yon still £1, 4s. : a friend of 
mine will, I suppose, have given yon some money for me (It is about 
£3 IOb., or 80) from which pay yourself the Monkland Friendly Society's 
account and likewise Mr Neilson'a acoount, and send me a copy of ib 
The gentleman that will linve given yon I^e money will be Mr Alloa 
Mnsterton, writing mast«r iu Camiliber'a Close. I Ntw lately in K 
Review Home extrocta from a new poem called Tht VUlagt Curate, I 
think :t send it me. I want, likewiHe, a cheap copy of The World, Mr 
Armstrong, the young poet who does me the honor Ut mention me sa 
kindly in hia works, plense give him iny lip«t thanks for the copy of his 
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book.* I shall write him my first leisure hoar. I like his poetry much, 
but I think his style iii prose quite astonishing. 

What is become of that veteran in Genius, Wit and B ** dry, Smellie, 
and his book?t Give him my compliments. Does Mr Graham of Gart- 
more ever enter your shop now ? He is the noblest instance of great 
talents, great fortune and great worth that ever I saw in conjunction. 

Remember me to Mrs Hill ; and believe me to be, my dear Sir, ever 
yours, KoBT. Burns. 



TO MR WILLIAM NICOL. 

BLU8LA.ND, Feb. 9, 1700. 

My dear Sir— That d-mned mare of yours is dead. I would freely 
have given her price to have saved her : she hajs vexed me beyond descrip- 
tion. Indebted as I was to your goodness beyond what I can ever repay, 
I eagerly gi-asped at your offer to have the mare with me. That I might 
at least shew my readiness in wishing to be grateful, I took every care 
of her in my power. She was never crossed for riding above half a score 
of times by me or in my keeping. I drew her in the plough, one of three, 
for one poor week. I refused fifty-five shillings for her, which was the 
highest bode I could squeeze for her. I fed her up and had her in fine 
order for Dumfries fair, when, four or five days before the fair, she 
was seized with an unaccountable disorder in the sinews or somewhere 
in the bones of the neck, with a weakness or total want of power in her 
fillets, and in short, the whole vertebi-te of her spine seemed to be 
diseased and unhinged, and in eight and foriy hours, in spite of the two 
best farriers in the country, she died and be d-mned to her ! The farriers 
said that she had l>een quite strained in the fillets beyond cure before 
you had bought her, and that the poor devil, though she might keep a 
little flesh, had been jaded and quite worn out with fatigue and oppres- 
sion. While she was with me, she was under my own eye, and I assura 
you, my much- valued friend, every thing was done for her that could be 
done, and the accident has vexed me to the heart. In fact, I could not 
pluck up spirits to write you, on account of the unfortunate business. 

There is little new in this country. Our theatrical company, of which 
you must have heard, leave us in a week. Their merit and character are 
indeed very great, both on the stage and in private life ; not a worthless 
creature among them; and their encouragement has been accordingly, 

* John Armstrong, Journalist and poet, bom at Leith, 1771 ; pamed through the Univer- 
sity of Edinburgh ; studied for the Church ; removed to London, where he obtained a 
situation on a newnpaper (1790) ; failing health obliged him to resign, and retire to LeIth, 
where he died, 1797. He published Juvenile poems^ wUh remarki on poetry, and a dUaerfo- 
tion on the best method of punishing and preventing erinui (Edinburgh, Peter Hill, 1780X 
when he was a student. 

t The Philosophy of Natural History, by William Smellie (Edinburgh, Vol. L, 1700 ; VoL IL 
was istfued posthumously, 1799). 
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Tlidr UBUftl ran in fruin eigtil«e]| to tiveoty-riv« poumb & iiiglit : Mldotn 
less ttiuii llie oue, ami [lie linuae will liulil no iiiore lliui ihe otiier. 
There have been re]>efit«il innlances of seoding away six, and eight, uid 
ten iiniiiiJs in n night, for wsJit of rouiii. A new tlieatre is to bo built 
by Rubacviption ; the fir«t stone U to be laid od Friday firai to ooma. 
Three Imnilred guineas have l>eeii raited by tliirty BuLscriben, and 
thirty more might have been gut, if wuit«d. Tlie manager, Mr 
Sutlierland, yraa iiitiiKluccd to iiio 1>y a friend from Ayrj and a 
worthier or cleverer fellow I have rai'ely met with. Scmie of our 
der^'y have alipt in by stealth now and then ; but tliey have g»t up 
a farce of their own. Yon muat have heard how the Rev. Mr Lawson 
of Kitkitialioe, leoouded by the ller. Mr Kifk|iatrick of Diinscore, and 
the i-cst (if that factinn, have acntieed, in furninl process, the iinfor- 
tnnat« and Rev. Mr Heron of Kii-kgunzeon, that in ordaining Mr 
NeilMin tn the cure of boiiIb in Kirkbean, he, the aaid Heron, felonlooely > 
and LreaKonably liound the siud Neilson to the ConfeHsion of Faith 'to 
far ax it it agrttabie to reaton and Ihe Word of God. ' * 

Mrs B. begs to be renicnibored nioet gratefully to yoiu Little Bobby 
and Frank are charmingly well and lieallhy. I am Jaded U) death with 
fatigue. For the»e two or three iiiontlii, on an average, I have not 
ridden lew than two hun<lred miles per week. I hare done little in 
the jioelic way. 1 linvc given Mr Sutherland two Prologue*, one of 
which was delivcicd l(i.-.t week. I have likewise BtniiiR fmir nr live 
barbarous etanzas, to the tnne of C/ievy Chase, by way of Elegy on yonr 
poor nnfortnnate mare, beginning (the name Bhe got here was Peg 
Nicholaon) i 

ELEGY ON WILLIE NICOL'S MARE. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare 

As ever trade on aim ; iron 

• Biimi here slliirle* to «n iiniitiporUint lierBay-luiiit which haj oiuwl aoiii« atlr In 
DiiinMnwhirs b«ron lie oniM to NIcol. When his Mend Hr Kcilscm o( Kirkbemi wu 
ordained, tlie Rev. Jmnei Heron of Klrkgnnieoii, who officiiiteil on Uie onuiion, uid wlio wu 

tduloii of Filth, uldeil aaine micii wunli ju thu t"Ht hu qnoMd. N'o notice waa Uken of 
thli Innovation at the ttnis; hut at i siibaeiiuent nieeliiie, the Rev. ArchibsL.I Uwson nf 
Klrl(in»hoe, who belonRed to the Evangehral • faction.' htought the inatWr np, an'l a long 
dlKilufon Mlowecl. At a etlU later meeting, the PreihyMry came to a lliKllnR, uppravlng 
of Hr Llwioire action ; acquitting Mr IIen>n of havlni; dune anything ceiisiinbln, but *]«! 

pttrlck, took part In the dlKiuuion, although he wai iiu<1oubteill)' |>teBent. There la a 
tiailUlon lu Dunauare that an angry cormpondence paased between the poet and Mr Kirk- 

eandld, uprighl. and ben? col cut man, of liberal scntiiiicntiiand 9lij»re jil-^ty.'— Soorr'a Fatti. 
t In burteaque allualon, It may be prcBumsd, (o the inune womaa, UargaraC Nlcliolton, 
who uiide an attempt to ilab Geori,'e III. with a knife, Augutt ITSli. 
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But now she 's floating down the Nith, 
And past the Mouth o' Cairn.* 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And rode thro' thick and thin ; 
But now she 's floating down the Nith, 

And wanting even the skin. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And ance she bore a priest ; 
But now she 's floating down the Nith 

For Sol way fish a feast. 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 

And the priest he rode her sair : 
And much oppressed and bruised she was, 

As priest-rid cattle are.t — &c. &c. 

My best compliments to Mrs Nicol and little Neddy and all the 
family. I hope Ned is a good scholar, and will come out to gather nuts 
and apples with me next harvest. I am ever, my dearest Friend, yours, 

RoBT. Burns. 

William Burns had proceeded to Newcastle-on-Tyne, and had 
procured a situation in the shop of Messrs Walker and Robson, 
saddlers, Middle Street. He proposed going on to London, and 
wrote his eldest brother for John Murdoch's address. 



WILLIAM BURNS TO ROBERT BURNS. 

Newcastle, 2ith Jan. 1790. 

Dear Brother— I wrote you about six weeks ago, and I have 
expected to hear from you every post since, but I suppose your excise 
business, which you hinted at in your last, has prevented you from 
writing. By the bye, when and how have you got into the excise ; and 
what division have you got about Dumfries? These questions please 

* strictly speaking, It \» the Claden and not the Cairo that flows Into the Ntth at Lin- 
duden. Cairn ofTered a tempting rhyme, and Ita use is not absolutely wrong. The 
Cairn proper, which for a portion of its course forms one of the boundaries of the parish 
of Dunscore, is Joined below a picturesque fall at what is known as Rauten Bridge by the 
Anld Water of Cluden. Below the confluence the river takes tlie name of the tmaUer 
stream. 

t Nicol, to whom the mare belonged, had been educated for the Scotch ministry. 
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answer in your neit, if more important matter ito not occur. Bat in the 
raeKii time let me have tlie lelMr to Jolin Mnrdocli * wliicli Uilberl WTOt« 
nie you nieanl to seiid : inclose it in youra to me, and let nie bave tUeni 
OH soon an poarible, for I intend to sail for London iu a fortnight or three 
weeks at fartliest. 

You |>rouiised nie, when I wasintending togo toEdinbnrgli. to write me 
Bome inatructiona about beliaiiour in companies ratber above my station, 
to whipb 1 might Im eventaally introduced. Ar I luay be introduced 
into such coinpanieg at Murducli's, or on liis account, when I go to 
Loiiclon, I wish you ivonld write me eouie sucb instractiuuii dow .- 1 never 
liwl more need of them, for having npent little iif my time ia com|iaii)' of 
any sort nince I came to Newcastle, I have almuet forgot the coniuion 
civilities of life. To these Instmctions pray add aome of a moral liiiid, 
for though (either tlirouf^h tbe streugtli of early impreasiuns ur the frigidity 
of my constitution) I have liilherto withstood the temptation to thoM 
vices to which young fellows of my ataUou and time of life rtc so much 
addicted, yet I do not know if my virtue will be al)le to williatand tjie 
more powerful temptationa of the metropolii ; yet, through God's assist- 
ance and your instructions, I hope to weather tbe storm. 

(live the compliments of the seaaoa and my love to my sisl«i's and all 
the rest of your family. Tell Gilbert, tbe first time yon write him, that 
I am well and that I will wnte liiiu cither wlicu [ xail or when I nnive 
at London. I am, &c., W. R 

Sums replied in a letter of wlioleaome confiJeutinl advice : 

TO MR WILLIAM BUKNS. 
My DEAR William— 1 would have wiil.ten you sooner, hut 1 have 
niblaici Mr Murdoch's letter and cannot fur my life lay niy band on it ; 
so I cannot write him for want of a Direction. If I lind it afterwards, I 
will write him and inclose it to you in London. Now that you ai'e 
settin;; out for that place, put on manly lefolve and deterniiuc to per- 
severe : and in that case you will less or more lie sure of success. One 
or two tilings allow me to particularize to you. London swarms with 
wortlilesH wretches who prey on their fullow-creatiires' thoughtlessness 
or inex|)crience. lie cautious in forming coimections with comrades and 
companions. You can be jii'etty good couipany to youinelf, and you 
cannot be too shy of letting any biKly know you furtlier than to know 
you as a Saddler. Another caution ; I give you j;reat credit for your 
sobriety with respect to that universal vice, Itail Women. It in an im- 
pulse the hardest to be restrained, but if once a man accnsloins himself 
to gratifications of that impulse, it is then nearly or altogether imposuhle 

Ut I'estr^n it. Wli g is a most ruinous, expensive species of disaipa' 

tion ; is spending a poor fellow's money with which lie ought clothe and 

support himself — nothing! Wh^ — ^g has ninety -nine chances in a 

hundred to bring on a man the most nauseous and excruciating diseases 

• flurui's old tulor, now in London. 
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to which Human natare is liable ; are disease and an impaired constita- 
tion trifling considerations? All this independent of the criminality 
of it. 

I have gotten the Excise Division in the middle of which I live. Poor 
little Frank is this morning at the height in the small-pox. I got him 
inoculated, and I hope he is in a good way. 

Write me before you leave Newcastle, and as soon as you reach London. 
In a word, if ever you be, as perhaps you may be, in a strait for a little 
ready cash, you know my direction. I shall not see you beat, while you 
fight like a Man. Farewell ! God bless you ! ROBT. Burns. 

Bllislamd, IQth February 179a 

It is not at all improbable that Peter Stuart had again invited 
Bums to become a contributor to The Star, at the same time offer- 
ing to continue to send the pa|)er regularly. Burns replied in 
rhyme, which Daniel Stuart long after said was * a sneering, un- 
handsome return ' for his brother's offer. It is a piece of mere 
pleasantry, conceived in the purest good-humour and good feeling 
towards the person addressed : 



groaned 
—yawned 



dull 



WRITTEN TO A GENTLEMAN WHO HAD SENT THE 
POET A NEWSPAPER, AND OFFERED TO CONTINUE 
IT FREE OF EXPENSE. 

Kind Sir — I 've read your paper through, 

And faith, to me, 'twas really new ! 

How guessed ye, Sir, wliat maist I wanted ? 

This mony a day I Ve grained and gaunted 

To ken what French mischief was brewin 

Or what the drumlio Dutch were doin ; 

That vile doup-skelper, Emperor Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got his nose off; 

Or how the collieshangie works 

Atween the Russians and the Turks;* 

Or if the Swede, before he halt, 

Would play anither Charles the Twalt ; t 

If Denmark, any body spak o' 't ; 

Or Poland, wha had now the tack o' 't ; lease 

* Turkey had declared war (1787) against Russia because of arrogant claims by the latter. 
Austria sided with Russia; the Turks were ultimately defeated and forced to sue for 
peace (1791). 

t Gustavus II L had attracted considerable notice in 1789 by bis vigorous (though 
latterly unsuccessful) measures against Russia, and the arrest of many of his nobility who 
disapproval of his measures. 



contention 



Twelfth 



ITU Lira AVD works of bdrkr. 

liow cut-tliroat I'lUHeiati bludes woiq hingiii; 

How libbot July was singiii ; 

If Spaniard, PoHuguesc or Swiaa 

Were suyju or tnkiii aught iiiuisa ; 

Or how our merry lads lit imme 

In Britain's court kept up tho game : 

How Royal Geor^ the Lord look o'et him 1 

Was managing St Stephen's (]uoriini ; 

If sleokit Chatlmni Will was liviii, 

Or gloikit Churhe gut his iiievo in ; 

How datlUia Jiurke thu pleu wna cookin, 

If Wurren Haatinga' neck was youkiii j'^""^;; 

How cossus, itl^nta and fees waro lux'd, nM 

Or if bare a yet were tax'd ; 

Tho news o' prinoes, dukes and carU^ 

Piiniis, sliarpcca, bawiiii and opum-girls ; 

If that daft buokic, Geordie WuIm, PrtucB ot w iJn 

Was thvcsliiu still at hiiizies' tails; 1iuhie»' 

Or if he was grown oughtlins doilser, »njr mor* Md*ta 

And no a perfect kiiitm cooser : couettj ■uiiiou 

A' this and niair I never hoard of, 

And but for you I might dcajmir'd of : 

So, gratefu', hack your ne^rs I send you, 

And pray a' gude things may attend you I 

Blluljikd, Monday noriilnir, 17M. 

After nl), from whatever cause, the gratuitous newspaper did not 
come very rogtilarly, aa appears from a note of remonstmnco sent 
by the jioet to headquarters : 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 

We poor sons of metre 
Are often neglcckit, ye ken : 

For instance, your sheet, man, 

(Though glad I 'm to see 't, man,) 
I get it no ae day in ten. — R. B. 

The two following songs, which are generally assigned to thia 
period, although it is at least possible they were written some 
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months later — the firsts 'the best love-song I ever composed, 
Burns himself said — relate to an incident in his life which 
is to be lamented, as a serious lapse from conjugal fidelity ; the 
story will be told later : 

THE GQWDEN LOCKS OF ANNA. 
TuNH— Batiks of Banna, 

Yestreen I had a pint o' wine,* 

A place where body saw na ; 
Yestreen lay on this breast o' mine 

The gowden locks of Anna. 

The hungry Jew in wilderness, 

Rejoicing o'er his manna, 
Was naething to my hiney bliss honey 

Upon the lips of Anna. 

Ye Monarchs, take the East and West, 

Frae Indus to Savannah ! 
Gie me within my straining grasp. 

The melting form of Anna. 

There I '11 despise Imperial charms : 

An Empress or Sultana, 
While dying raptures in her arms, 

I give and take with Anna ! 

Awa, thou flaunting God o' Day ! 

Awa, thou pale Diana ! 
Ilk Star, gae hide thy twinkling ray 

When I 'm to meet my Anna. 

Come in thy raven plumage. Night, 
(Sun, Moon and Stars withdrawn a';) 

And bring an angel-pen to write 
My transports wi' my Anna. 

* Referring to 'Anna'— Anne Park, niece of Mrs Hyslop, landlady of the Globe Tavern, 
Dumfries— Allan Cunningham writes, 'She was accounted beautiflil by the cuatoroera at 
the inn, when wine made them tolerant in matters of taste ; and, as may be sunuised fjrom 
the song, had other pretty ways to render herself agreeable to them Uun the serving of 
wiue.' 



The Kirk an' State may join an' tell 
To <lo sic thinga I luaunua : 

The Kirk au' State muy (jae to h , 

AikI I 'U t'iw] to my Anno. 

She IB tho sunshine o' my e'e, 

To five but her I cauna; 
Had I on earth but wishes three, 

Tho first should be my Anna. 



I MUItDER HATE.' 

I murder hate by tield or flood, 

Tho' glory's name may screen iis ; 
In wars at liomo I '11 spend my blood, 

Life-giving wars of Ycnus : 
The deities tliat I adore 

Are social Peace and Plenty ; 
I 'm better pleased to make one moi-e. 

Than be the death of twenty, 

I would not die like Socrates, 

For all the fuss of Plato ; 
Nor would I with Lcoiiidaa; 

Nor yet would I with Cato. 
The Zealots of the Church or State 

Shall ne'er my mortal foes be. 
But let me have bold Ziuiri's fate, 

Within the arms of Cozbi !t 



Alexander Cunningham, of Edinburgh, ever i 
Burns, had written to liim as follows : 

• The Hnt eight lines of thii aanR, fliich -i« iiiserteil by 



. zealous friend of 
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Sttk Janwiry 1700. 
In some instances it is reckoned unpardonable to quote any one's own 
words, but the value I have for your friendship nothing can more truly 
or more elegantly express than 

Time but the impression stronger makes, 
As streams their channels deeper wear. 

Having written to you twice without having heard from you, I am apt 
to think my letters have miscarried. My conjecture Lb only framed upon 
the chapter of accidents turning up against me, as it too often does, in 
the trivial, and I may with truth add, the more important, affairs of 
life ; but I shall continue occasionally to inform you what is going on 
among the circle of your friends in these parts. In these days of merri- 
ment, I have frequently heard your name proclaimed at the jovial board 
—under the roof of our hospitable friend at Stenhouse-mills ; there 
were no 

Lingering moments nnmber'd with care. 

I saw your * Address to the New-year ' in the Dumfries Journal, Of 
your prftductions I shall say nothing, but my acquaintances allege 
that when your name is mentioned, which every man of celebrity must 
know often happens, I am the champion, the Mendoza,* against all 
snarling critics and narrow-minded reptiles, of whom a few on this 
planet do crawl. 

With best compliments to your wife and her black-eyed sister, I 
remain. Yours, &c. A. C. 



Bums replied : 

TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ. 

Ellisland, lith Fdtruary 1790. 

I beg yonr pardon, my dear and much-valued friend, for writing to yon 
on this very unfashionable, unsightly sheet — 

My poverty bnt not my will consents. 

But to make amends, since of modish post I have none, except one 
poor widowed half-sheet of gilt, which lies in my drawer among my 
plebeian foolscap pages, like the widow of a man of fashion, whom that 
unpolite scoundrel, Necessity, has driven from Burgundy and Pine-apple 
to a dish of Bohea with the scandal-bearing help-mate of a village priest 
or a glass of whisky-toddy with the i-uby-nosed yoke-fellow of a foot- 
padding exciseman— I make a vow to inclose this sheet- full of epistolary 
fragments in that, my only scrap of gilt-paper. 

* Mendoza— * the name of an illustrions fkmily that throughont Spanish history distin* 
giiished itself wherever distinction was to be won— in war, statesmanship, diplomacy, the 
Chiurch and literature.' 
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I am indeed your unworthy delitor for Uii*e fricnilly letlem. I ought 
to linv-e written to you lonjr ere now, but it is d Uteml fMt, I hnva 
•CETcely ft spfire moment. It is not tliftt I will not wrilu U) ynn : Mi« 
Buinet • is not more denr lo her guanliaii ansel, nor his gnioe tlie TSnke 
of QuMMiHberry to the iiowcm of dnrkuexi, than my friend CunninKhitiii 
to me. It is not tliat 1 cannot write Ui ynu ; should you doubt il, t(ik« 
the following fragment, which wiw intended for you Mime time ago, 
and be convinced tbftt I can antt'thetite sentiment and cirr-iimvolult 
periods as well aa any coiner of phrase in tlie regions of philology, 



My dear CuSNincham— Where are yon! And what are you doing! 
Can you be Uial mm of levity wbo takes up a friendship as lie takes up a 
fosliion; or are you, like »ome other of the wortliiest fellows in tho 
world, the viutim of iiiilolence, laden with SetUsrs of ever-increasing 

What strange beings we are ! Since we bare n portion of conscious 
exiatence, equally capable of enjoying pleaiure, liappiness oud rapture, 
or of BulTering (utin, wret«lieduess and uiiiiery, it ii> surely worthy of oir 
inquiry, wlietber there be not such a thing u a science of life ; whether 
method, economy and fertility of expe«lientii be not applicatiie to enjoy- 
ment; and wlictlier Ihei* be not a want of doxt«rily in jileiwure, wliiuh 
renders our little scantling of happiness still less, and a profnsenees, 
an intoxication in hliiw, which lends to sAtiety, disgust and self- 
abtiorrence. There is not a doubt but that henltli, talents, character, 
decent competency, i'es|>ectable friendw, are real, Kulistantinl bless- 
ingH, and yet do we not daily see those who enjiiy many or all of these 
good tilings, contrive, not withstanding, to lie as unhappy as otbei-s 
t« whose lot few of them have fallen ! I l>e[ieve one great simrcc of this 
mistake or misconduct is owing to a certain stimiiUis, nith us calleil 
ambition, which goatis us up the bill of life, not as »e nxocnd other 
eminences, for the lauitahle curiosity of viewing an e\lended landscape, 
but nther for the <1iHlionest pri<le of looking dou-n on others of our 
fellow-creatures, seemingly diminutive in humbler stations, &.C &c 



God help nie 1 I am now obliged to 

Join night to day, snd Sundsy tn the wcclc 
If there be any tnith in the orthodox faith of these churches, I am 

d— d past rthleinption, and, wlmt is wcirae, d d to all eternity. 

I am deeply read in Boston's Four-fold Stale, Marshall On Stiiiclifcntion, 
Guthrie's Trial of u Suriay Interest, &c., Ac.,+ hut 'There is no balm in 

( if"MOFi SoUm in Ui FourfM flair, by Rpv, Thamm Dmtoii (ITM); Tht GoeixI-myslrTy 
tfSetctiJIattlBn n,,(urf, by Iter. Wilf r tlsnhlll {lOBS) ; Tin CArlHiiiii'i Drtal Jilrrrit : in 
two |iiirt» ; I. TliB trinl of m mvlnn lntere«t in Chrl.l. II. The w»r to slUiln It, by Bw. 
Wnilim Oiltlirlg (cfta lOU). 
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Gilead, there is no physician there' for me; bo I shall e'en tnm 
Anninian and trust to 'Sincere though imperfect obedience.' 

Tuetday, IfltiL 
Luckily for nie I was prevented from the discussion of the knotty 
point at which I had just made a full stop. All my fears and cares are 
of this world : if there is another, an honest man has nothing to fear 
from it. I hate a man that wishes to he a I>eist ; but I fear every fair, 
unprejudiced inquirer must in some degree be a Sceptic It is not tliat 
there are any very staggering arguments against the immortality of man ; 
but, like electricity, phlogiston, &c., the subject is so involved in dark* 
ness, that we want data to go upon. One thing frightens me much : 
that we are to live for ever seems too good news to be tnte. That we 
are to enter into a new scene of existence, where, exempt from want 
and pain, we shall enjoy ourselves and our friends without satiety or 
separation— how much should I be indebted to any one who could fully 
assure me tliat this was certain ! 

[Tell us, ye dead ! will none of yon in pity 
To those you left behind, reveal the secret, 
What 'tis you are, and we mnst shortly be !] 

My time is once more expired. I will write to Mr Cleghom soon. 
God bless him and all his concents ! And may all the powers that 
preside over conviviality and friendship be present with all their kindest 
influence when the l)earer of this, Mr Synie, and you meet ! I wish I 
could also make one. I think we should be Trinity in Unity. 

Finally, bi-ethren, farewell ! Whatsoever things are lovely, whatso- 
ever things are gentle, whatsoever things are charitable, whatsoever 
things are kind, tliink on these things,* and think on 

Robert Burns. 



TO MR PETER HILL. 

Eluslamd, Stnd March 1790. 

My dear Sir— At a late meeting of the Monkland Friendly Society, 
it was resolved to augment the Library by the following books, which 
you are to send ns as soon as possible : — The Mirror, The Lounger, Man of 
Feeling, Man of the World {theBe, for my own sake, I wish to have by the 
first carrier), Knox's History of tlie' JUfonnation, Roe's Hietot^y of the 
Rebellion in 1715, any good History of tlie Rebellion, 1745, A Display 
of the Secession Act and Testimony, by Mr Oib, Hervey's Meditations, 
Beveridge's Thoughts, and another copy of Watson's Body of Divinity, 
This last heavy performance is so much admired by many of our memliers, 
that they will not 1>e content with one copy; so Captain Riddel, our 
president and patron, agi^eed with me to give you private instnictions 

* Compare Phillppians Iv. 8. 
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not to send Walton, but to say tliiH.t yoa could not procare a copy of the 
b(Hik BO cheap as tlie one you Bent, formerly, and therefore, you wait 
further orders. 

I ivioto to Mr A. Mastertou three or four months ago, to pay some 
mouey he owed ine into your hands, and lately 1 wrote to you to tlio 
■aine puri>aae, but I have heard from neither one nor <ither of yon. 

Ill oililitinn to the hooks I eomniusionnl in my latit, I want very much 
An Index lo IKs Excite Lava, ur aa Abridgement of ait the SlatuU* xoki 
in force relativt lo the Erciu, by Jelinger Symona. I want three 
copies of this book ; if tlie hook is now to be had, cheap or dear, get it 
for inc. An honest country nei};hbour of mine wants, loo, a Family 
Bihle, the lar^^r the better, but Becond- handed, for lie docs not tbuse 
to give above ten ehillinga Cor the book. I want likewise for myself, 
as you oan pbk them up, second -lianded or anything cheap, onpica 
of Otway's DramaCio Works, Iten Johnson's Do., DryJen's, Congreve's, 
Wyohcrley's, Vanhrufjli'a, Cihber's, or any dramatic works of the mora 
modem Mackliu, Garrick, Koote, Cohiian or Sheridan. A good copy, 
too, of Mnliire, in French, I much want Any other good French 
dramatic authors in their native language, I want these : 1 mean coniio 
authors chiefly, thougli I shouhl wish Kacine, Conieille and Voltaire 
loo. I am in no hurry for all, or any, of tlie«e, but if you accidentally 
meet with them very cheap, get them for me. 

And now, to quit the iliy walk of biisinc»i, how do yon do, my ilear 
friend, and how is Mrs Hill • I trust, if now and then not so elegantly 
handsome, at least ns amiable, and sings as iHvinely ns ever. My 
Good wife too has a charming ' wond-iiote wihl ;' now, could we four get 
anyway snugly together in a comer, in the New Jerusalem (rememlier, 
I bespeak yonr company there), yon anil I, though Heaven knows we 
are no singers, yet, as we are all to have harps, you know, we shall 
continue to support the ladies' pijies, as we have oft done before, with all 
the powers of our instrnuients. 

I am out of all patience with this vile world for one thing. Mankind 
are by nature benevolent creatures, except in a few sconmlrelly in- 
stances. I do not tliink that avaiicc of the good things we chance tn 
have is bom with us, hut we are placeil here amid so much nake<1ness 
and hunger, and poverty and want, tliat we are under a damning 
necessity of studying selfishness, in order that we may exist '. Still 
there are, iu every age, a few souls that all the wants anil woes of life 
cannot dehosa to sellishiicss or even give the necessary alloy of caution 
and prudence^ If ever I am in danger of vanity, it h when T contemplate 
myself on this side of my disposition ami clmracter. Goil knows I am no 
saint: I have a whole host of follies and sins to answer for; hut if I 
conid (and I lielieve I rlo it an far as I can), I would ' wipe away all tears 
from all eyes.' Even (he knaves who have injureil me, I would ohlige 
them ; though, to tetl the truth, it would l>e more out of vengeance, to 
shew them that I was independent of anil al>ave them, than out oF the 
overilowingB of my benevolence. Adieu I RoDT. RrEN.'?. 
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This letter to Hill is exceptionally interesting for the frank- 
ness of its author's self-revelation. Burns feels so intensely the 
hateful character of selfishness that he cannot help priding 
himself on his want of the alloy of caution and pmdence. His 
sense of * sin * is heavy, but it is lightened by the consciousness 
of a boundless philanthropy. And yet, he would benefit the 
knaves of the eartii only to shew his sense of superiority over 
them ; his creed may compel him to love, but not to like his 
enemies. It is interesting to notice how, in his communications 
to the precise and somewhat conventionally pious Mrs Dunlop, 
the caution or at least the worldly tact which he disclaimed 
laid a restraint upon his pen. Thus it is that in a single page 
we have the poet almost unconsciously revealing his 'vanity' 
and his benevolence, his abjuration of and his bondage to 
prudence. At the same time it should never be forgotten that 
Bums took an artistic pride in his letters as well as in his verses 
and in the skill with which he adapted himself to his company 
and his correspondents. 



WILLIAM BURNS TO ROBERT BURNS. 

LONDOK, 81f< March ITMi 

Dear Brother— I have been here three weeks come Tuesday, and 
would have written you sooner, but was not settled in a place of work. 
We were ten days on our passage from Shields ; the weather being calm, I 
was not sick, except one day when it blew pretty hard. I got into work 
the Friday after I came to town ; I wrought tliere only eight days, their 
job being done. 1 got work again in a sliop in the Strand, the next day 
after I left my former master. It is only a temporary place, but I expect 
to be settled soon in a shop to my mind, although it will be a harder 
task than I at first imagined, for there are such swarms of fresh hands 
just come from the country that the town is quite overstocked, and 
except one is a particularly good workman (which you know I am not, 
nor, I am afraid, ever will be) it is hard to get a place : However, I don't 
yet despair to bring up my lee-way, and shall endeavour if possible to 
sail within three or four points of the wind. The encouragement here is 
not what I expected, wages being very low in proportion to the expense 
of living, but yet, if I can only lay by the money that is spent by others 
in my situation in dissipation and riot, I expect soon to return you the 
money I borrowed of you and live comfortably besides. 

In the mean time, I wish you would send up all my best linen shirts to 
VOL. IIL L 
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Lonilon, irhich you mny ennily <la l>y iiending ttieni to Bome of your I 
Bditibiirgli frientls, to lie alii{ipe<I fnini Leith. Some of them are too littlat I 
ilon't »eii(l any l>nt wlmt aift i;uod. »n<l I n-iah ono of my ctstArs coulil find \ 
OB lunch tinie as to trim my Hliirtii at the breast, for tliere ia no ki 
tliiii}; to be seen liere as a plain shirt, even for wearing, which is what I t 
want these for. I mean to gel one or two new shirtA here for Bundajra, J 
but I iwanre you that linen here is a veiy expeuaive article. I aiu going ■ 
to wi-ite to Gilliert to aeml nie au Ayraliire cheene ; if lie con spare it li 
will iienil it to yon, ami you may Benil it with the shirtx, but I e 
to hear from yon befcire that tiina. The cheese I cnnld get Iiere ; bn6 j 
I will have a (iriile in eating Ayrshire cheese in London, and Iha 
expense of tiendiug it will be little, as you are sending the shirts any 
how. 

I write tliifl by J. Stevenson, in his lodgings, while he is writing to i 
Gilbert. He is well au<l hearty, which is a bleraiu}! to me as well as to 
him. Wo were at Coveot Gaiilen chaiiel this forenoon, U> hear the Calf' 
preach ; Ne i» grown very fat and is as iKiiateroua aa evei'. There ia » 
whole colony of Kilmarnock people here, bo we don't want for acquaint- 

Kemember me to my sisteia and all the fAmily. I flliall give yon all i 
the obHervationn I have inaile on London in my next, when I shall liars ' 
seen more ot it. I am, .lear Brother, yoiiisj, &c-, 1 

The following letter is reninrkahle for the confession it contains, 
that he felt high ctidownients to be a disqunliKcation for the 
eonnnon stru^los of the world. It also expresses tlie strong dis- 
like whieh ItitrnB, like ,ScDtt, entertained for the siikstitiitton of 
' English ' for ' liritish,' as indicating a dclibemte attempt to repre- 
Hent the Union aa the absorption of the smaller kingdom by the 
larger, not a strictly independent alliance between tho two—a 
dislike which even at the present day is frequently manifested 
north of tlia Tweed. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

ELLISLtNI), \Olh April ITM. 
I have jnst now, my ever-honored friend, enjoyed a very high luxury 
in reading a paper of the LouTiger, Yon know my national prejudices. 
1 hod often read and aibiiired the Sjieetntor, Arivtiitiirer, Humbler and 
World ; but Rtill with a certain regret that they were so thoronghly 
and entirely Engliiih. Alnn '. have I oFt«n said to inypelf, what are 
all the boasteii ndvantt^cn which my country reaps from the Union 



iich hJi'< licftn 
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that can coant«rbalance the annihilation of her Independence and 
even Iier very uanie ! I often repeat that couplet of my favorite poet. 
Goldsmith-* 

States of native liberty possest, 

Tho' very poor, may yet be very blest. 

Nothing can reconcile me to the common terms ' English ambassador, 
English court,* &c. And I am out of all patience to see that equivocal 
character, Hastings, impeached l»y * the Commons of England.' Tell me, 
my fiiend, is this weak preju<lice? I believe, in my conscience, such 
ideas as *my country; her independence; her honor; the illustrious 
names that mark tlie history of my native land,* &c.— I believe these, 
among your men of the world, men who in fact guide for the most part 
and goveru our world, are looked on as so many mollifications of wrong- 
headedness. They know the use of bawling out such terms, to rouse or 
lead THB RABBLE, but for their own private use, with almost all the able 
staiesiMH that ever existed, or now exist, when they t^alk of right and 
wrong, they only mean proper and improper ; and their measure of con- 
duct is not what they ought, but what they DARE. For the truth of this 
I shall not ransack the history of nations, but appeal to one of the ablest 
judges of men, and himself one of the ablest men tliat ever lived — the cele- 
rated Earl of Chesterfield. In fact, a man who could thoroughly control 
his vices whenever they interfered with his interests and who could 
completely put on the appearance of every virtue as often as it suited 
his purpose is, on the Stanhopian * plan, the perfect nutn: a man to lead 
nations. But are great abilities, complete without a flaw and polished 
without a blemish, the standard of human excellence? This is certainly 
the staunch opinion of vien of the world ; but I call on honor, virtue and 
worth, to give tlie Stygian doctrine a loud negative I However, this 
must be allowed, that if you al)8tract from man the idea of an existence 
beyond the grave, then the true measure of human conduct is proper and 
improper: Virtue and vice, as dispositions of the heart, are, in that case, 
of scarcely the same import and value to tlie world at large, as harmony 
and discord in the modifications of sound ; and a delicate sense of honor, 
like a nice ear for music, though it may sometimes give the possessor an 
ecstasy unknown to the coarser organs of the herd, yet, considering the 
harsh gratings and inhannonic jars, in this ill* tuned state of being, it is 
odds but the individual would l>e as happy, and certainly would be as 
much respected by the true judges of society, as it would then stand, 
without cither a good e^r or a good heart. 

You must know I have just met with the Mirror and Lounger for the 
first time, and I am quite in raptures with them ; I should be glad to 
have your opinion of some of the papers. The one I have just read, 
Lounger, No. 61, has cost me more honest tears than any thing I have 
read of a long time.t Mackenzie has been called the Addison of the 

* stanhope wan the Earl of Chcsterfleld's family name. 

t This paper relates to attachments between servants and masters, and concludes with 
the story of Albert Bane. 
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Scots, luid, in my opinion, AddiMD vouM not \ie linrt, At the eoniporison. 
If lie litu not Addison's exquisite liuniour, he m certainly outdoes him in 
the tender and the pathetic Hia Man of Fetling (bnt I am not coanBel- 
learned in the taws nf crillt^ni) 1 estimate m the first perfonDance of 
the kind I ever saw. Prom niiat book, moral or even pions, trill the bds- 
cepiible yonng mind receive impressions more congenial to humanity and 
kindness, generosity and benevolence — in short, more of alt tliat ennoblea 
the »(>ii1 to herself or cndeare her to others— tlian from tlie simple, 
aire(?ting tale of poor HarleyT 

Still, with all my adinimtion nf Mackenzie's writings, I dct not know 
if ttiey are the fittest reading for a young man who is aliont tn set ont, 
as tlie phrase in, to make his way into life. Do nut you think, Madiuu, 
that among the few favored of Heaven in the stractnre of their minds 
(for n\\p\\ tliere certainly are) there may be k pnrtty, a tenilemesB, a 
dignily, an elegance of soul, which are of no rma, nay, in some degree 
absolutely disqualifying, for the truly important husinesa of making a 
man's way into life! If I am not much mistaken, my gallant young 
friend, Antliony, in very much nnder these disqnatiKcations ; and for the 
youn;; females of a family I could mention, well may thoy excite parental 
solicitude, for I, a oonimon acquaintance, or, as my vanity will hav« it, 
an linmble friend, have often trembled for a turn of mind which may 
render them eminently hnppy— or |)eculiQrly miserable ! 

I have l)een man ufnctii ring sonie verses lately ; bnt as I have got the 
most linrried season of excise business over, 1 hope to have more leisuni 
1« transcrilie any thing tlmt may show liow mncli I liave the honor to be, 
Madam, Yours, &c R. B. 



DimriiiEi., BscisE-OmcE, 14(*/kI» irso. 

Sir— Coming into town this morning to attend my duty in this office, 
it l>eing collection-day, I met with a gentleman who tells me he is on liia 
way to T^nilon ; so I take tlie op|)Ortunily of writing to you, as franking 
is at ]>rcNcnt under a temporary death, I sliall have; some snatches 
of leisure through the day, amid our horrid liiisiness and bustle, and I 
shall improve them as well as 1 can, hut let my letter be as stupid as 
****■'**', as miscellaneous oh a news-paper, as sliort as a hnngry 
grace- lie fore -meat or on long as a law -paper in the Douglas cause ; as 
ill-spelt as country John's Idllet-doux or as nnsifhtly a, scrawl as 
Betty Byre- mucker's answer to it, I liope, considering circumstances, 
yon will forgive it ; anil as it will put you to no ex|)en)ie of postage, I 
shall have the less reflection about it. 

I am sadly ungrateful in not returning you my thanks for your most 
valuable present, Zclvco. In fact, you are in some degree blameabte for my 
neglects You were pleased to express a wish for my opinion of the work. 
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which 80 flattered me that nothing less would serve my overweening 
fancy than a formal criticism on the book. In fact, I have gravely 
planned a comparative view of you, Fielding, Richardson and Smollett, 
in your difTerent qualities and merits as novel-writers. This, I own, 
betrays my ridiculous vanity, and I may probably never bring the 
business to l)ear ; but I am fond of the spirit young Elilm shews in the 
book of Job — ' And I said, I will also declare my opinion.* I have quite 
disfigured my copy of the book with my annotations. I never take it up 
without at the same time taking my pencil and marking with asterisms, 
parentheses, &c, wherever I meet >vith an original thought, a nervous 
remark on life and manners, a remarkably well-turned period or a 
character sketched with uncommon precision. 

Though I shall hardly think of fairly writing out my ' Comparative 
view,' I sliall certainly trouble you with my remarks, such as they are. 
I have just received from my gentleman that horrid summons in the 
book of Revelations — ' that time shall be no more ! ' 

The little collection of sonnets have same charming poetry in them. 
If ificUed I am indebted to the fair author for the book,* and not, as I 
rather suspect, to a celebrated author of the other sex, I should certainly 
have written to the lady, with my grateful acknowledgments and my 
own ideas of the comparative excellence of her pieces. I would do this 
last, not from any vanity of thinking that my remarks could be of much 
consequence to Mrs Smith, but merely from my own feelings as an 
author, doing as I would be done by. R. B. 

The canvass for the Dumfries burghs was vigorously prosecuted, 
and when the election at length took place on 12th July, there 
was unprecedented excitement in the district, although fortu- 
nately no outrage was committed such as characterised the elec- 
tion of Sir Robert Lawrie for Dumfriesshire. The influence of 
the Duke of Queensberry on the Whig side overbore the merits 
of the excellent * Westerhall,' and his dismissal from the bed- 
chamber was revenged on Pitt by the return of Captain Miller. 
The Caledonian Mercury of 15th July recorded that 'The 
Election of the burghs of Dumfries-shire and Kirkcudbright was 
more contested than any election remembered in Scotland. In 
the end, the legal delegates for Annan and Lochmaben declared 
for Sir James Johnstone; those for Dumfries, Sanquhar and 
Kirkcudbright for Captain Miller, younger of Dalswinton, who 
is returned the member of Parliament. But Mr Birtwhistle, who 
lost his election as delegate for Kirkcudbright by one voice, it 
is said, is to bring that election under review, and that the 

* EUgaic sonneU and other a«ay«, by Charlotte Siuilli. (Vol. I. Chichenter, 1784) 
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contest is to end bofora tho Houso of Commons. Tlie iiumbor 
of pcojilc osBenibled at Buiiifriea was bvyond anylhiug ever seen 
at thnl [itflcc, but iio disturbance bai>])ened.' 

In a sjjirit«d vcrse-episllc on the subject, addressed to liis frioud 
Gralinm, Burns shows, under an affuutod iinpartiality, las Tory and 
even Cavidicr leanings : 



SECOND EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM. ESQ., OF FINTRY, 
ON THE ELECTION FOR THE DUMFRIES STRING OF 
BOROUGHS, ANNO 1703. 

Finlry, my stay in worldly strife. 
Friend o' my Muse, Friend o' my Life, 

Are ye as idle 'b I nm 1 
Conie then, wi' uiicoutli, kintra fleg tumiii) •■uuy 

O'er Pegasus I '11 fling my leg, 
And ye slinll see me try him. 

But where shall I go rin a riilc, run 

That I may splutter natie beside) spiuh 

I wad na be niicivil : 
In manhood's various paths and ways 
There 'a ay some doytin body strays, ewpia pBnon 

And / ride Jike the devil. 

Thns I break affwi' a' my birr, niihiii myduh 

An' down yon dark, deep alley spur. 

Where Theologies daimder ; uroii 

Alas! curst wi'eternal fogs. 
And damn'd in everlasting bc^a. 

As sure 's the creed I '11 blunder I 



I 'II stain a band or jaup a gown 
Or rin my reckless, guilty crown 

Against the haly door :* 
Sair do I rue my luckless fate 
When, as the Muse an' l>eil wad hae 't, 

I ra<.k that road before. 

■ter't pulpit.gown uid b<uid«. Burni in«na Hut Iig nill i 
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Suppose I take a spurt, and mix 
Amang the wilds o' Politics — 

Elector and elected, 
Where dogs at Court (sad sons of bitches !) 
Septennially a madness touches, 

Till all the laud 's infected. 
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All hail ! Drumlanrig's haughty Grace, 
Discarded remnant of a race 

Once godlike — great in story ; 
Thy forbears* virtues all contrasted. 
The very name of Douglas blasted, 

Thine that inverted glory ! 



forefiithers 



Hate, envy, oft the Douglas bore. 
But thou hast superadded more, 

And sunk them in contempt; 
Follies and crimes have stain'd the name, 
But, Queensberry, thine the vii^gin claim 

From aught that *8 good exempt ! 



I '11 sing the zeal Drumlanrig * bears 
Who left the all-important cares 

Of princes and their darlings ; 
And, bent on winning borough-towns, 
Cam shaking hands wi* wabster-louns, 

And kissin barefit carlins. f 



weavers 
barefooted husaies 



Combustion tliro* our Boroughs rode. 
Whistling his roaring pack abroad 

Of mad, unmuzzled lions ; 
As Queensberry Buff and Blue J unfurled, 
And Westerha* and Hoi>etoun§ hurled 

To every 'Whig defiance. 

* Tlie Duke of Queensberry (' Old Q ") was also Earl of Drumlanrig and Sanquhar. 

t Coiiii»are this verse with the last iwragraph of Bunis's letter of 20th December 1789 to 
Provost Maxwell of Lochniabeu. 

t The livery of Fox. 

9 .Tallies, third Earl of Hopetoun (1741-1817), then one of the sixteen representative peers 
of Scotland. In 1809 he was created Baron Hopetoun of Uopetoun. 



But cautious Queenaberry loft the wnr — 
Til' iiiimanQm''il duat might Eoil his Star, 

Besidtts, ho hatod nieeiUiig : 
But left behind him heroes bright, 
Heroes in Ciesareau fight 

Or Ciceronian jiluoding. 

O for a throat like hiigo Mona-Mog,* 
To muster o'er each ardent Whig 

Beiieath Druinlanrig's banner ! 
Heroes and heroines commix, 
All in tho field of Polities, 

To win immortal honor. 

M'Murdo t and hie lovoly spouse 

(Th' enamour'd tauroU kiss her brows !) 

I^d ou the Loves and Graces ; 
She won each gaping Burpesa' licnrt, 
While he, sub rosa, play'd his part 

Among their wives and losses. 

CraigdarrochJ led a light arni'd core 
Tropes, metaphors ai 1 h^ur s i our 

Like Heela strei g U u der 
Glcnriddol,§ skill'd in r aty co s 
Blew up each Tory's lark de j,n8 

And bar'd the troaso u der 

In either wing two champions fought : 
Redoubted Staig,|| who set at nought 

The wildest savage Tory ; 
While Welsh, IT who never llineh'd his ground, 
High-wav'd his iiiagnum-bonuui ** round 

Wiih Cyclopean fury. 



I Rlrl.lrlurCleuri.l' 

II The Provral of Iti 
H Bherifforthacou 
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Miller* brought up th* artillery ranks. 
The many-pounders of the Banks, 

Resistless desolation ! 
While Maxwelton,t that baron bold, 
'Mid Lawson's X port entrench'd his hold, 

And threatened worse damnation. 



To these what Tory hosts oppos'd, 
With these what Tory warriors closed, 

Surpasses my descriving : 
Squadrons, extended long and large, 
With furious speed rush to the charge, 

Like furious devils driving. 

What Verse can sing or Prose narrate 
The butcher deeds of bloody Fate 

Amid this mighty tulyie ! 
Grim liorror girn'd, pale Terror roar*d, 
As Murder at his thrapple shor'd, 

And Hell mix'd in the brulyie. 



conflict 

scowled 

throat— threatened 
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As Highland craigs by thunder cleft. 
When lightnings fire the stormy lift, 

Hurl down with ci-ashing rattle ; 
As flames among a hundred woods. 
As headlong foam a hundred floods, 

Such is the rage of battle. 



flnnainent 



The stubborn Tories dare to die ; 
As soon the rooted oaks would fly 

Before th' approaching fellers: 
The Whigs come on like ocean's roar 
When all his wintry billows pour 

Against the Buchan Bullers.§ 

* Patrick Miller of Dalswinton, father of the Whig candidate. He hod, as has already 
been noted, been a banker in Edinburgh. 

f Sir Robert Lawrie, of Maxwelton, M.P. for DuinfHesshire. 

i LawHon— a local wine-merchant. 

f The * Bullers of Buchan ' in a shaa or well in the rocks on the Aberdeenshire coast, 
near Peterhead— having an opening to the sea at the bottom. The sea, raging in It at 
certain staten of the tide, gives it the appearance of a pot or boiler : hence the name. 



Lo, from the shades of Death's deep night, 
Iteparted Wliiga enjoy the fight. 

And think ou former daring: 
The muffled Murtherer of Charlca* 
The Magna Charta flag unfurls— 

AU deadly gules ila bearing. 

Nor wanting ghoats of Tory fume : 

Bold Serirageour t follows gallant Gruhuin ; [ 

Aiild Covenanters shiver ! 
Forgive! foi'givo! mucli-wrong'd Montrose I 
Now Deatli aud Hell cngulph thy foes, 

Tliou liv'st on high for ever. 

Still o'er the Held the combat burns ; 
The Tories, Wiiigs, give way by turns; 

But F:ite tliQ woi*d has sjioken ; 
For AVoiiiaii'a wit and strength o' Man, 
Alas ! ean do but what they can — 

The Tory ranks are broken, 

that my ecu were flowing burns ! 
My voiec, a lioness that mourns 

ller darling cubs' undoing ! 
That I might greet, that I might ery, 
While Tories fall, while Toi'ies fly 

From furious Whigs pursuing ! 

What WJiig but melts for good Sir Janies^ 
Dear to liis Country, by the names 

Friend, Patron, Benefactor ! 
Not I'ulteney's wealth ean I'ultenoy save ; § 
And Hopctoun falls, the generous, bravo ; 

And Stewai't, bold as Hector. || 
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Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overthrow, 
And Thurlow growl a curse of woe, 

And Melville melt in wailing : 
How Fox and Sheridan rejoice ! 
And Burke shall sing * Prince, arise 1 

Thy power is all-prevailing 1* 

For your poor friend, the Bard, afar 
He only hears and sees tlie war, 

A cool Spectator purely ! 
So, when the storm the forest rends, 
The Kobin in the hedge descends, 

And sober chirps securely. 

Now, for my friends' and brethren's sakes. 
And for my native Land o' Cakes, 

I pray with holy fire : 
Lord, send a rougli-shod troop o' Hell 
O'er a' wad Scotland buy or sell, who would 

And grind them in the mire ! ! ! 

RB. 



TO MR JOHN MURDOCH, TEACHER OF FRENCH, LONDON.* 

My dear Sir — 1 received a letter from you a long time ago, but un- 
fortunately, as it was in the time of my i>eregriuations and journeyings 
through Scotland, I mislaid or lost the letter, and, by consequence, your 
direction along with it. Luckily, my good star brought me acquainted with 
Mr KennedVjt wlio, I understand, is an acquaintance of youi-s ; and by his 
means and mediation I Iio)>e to replace that link which my unfortunate 
negligence had 80 unluckily broke in the chain of our corre8pondencc. 
I was tlie more vexed at the vile accident, as my brother William, a 
journeyman Saddler, has been for some time in London, and wished above 
all tilings for your direction, that he might have paid Iiis re»i)ect8 to his 
Father's Friend. His last Address he sent me was *Wm. Bums, at 

* CoUated with the MS., now in tlie National Portrait Gallery, E<liuburgh. 

f It is uncertain who this Kennedy was. He may have Xteen the Thomas Kennedy who 
communicated Burns'M epitaph on 'Tarn the Chapman ' to William Cobbett, who printed it 
in his magazine, and who described his contributor as *an aged person resident in London.' 
He professed to have known Bums when he was • boy, and may have been an acquaint- 
ance of Murdoch. 



1S6 LIPB AND WOREB OF DITKNS. 

Mr Barljor's, Saadler, So. 181 StraiitL' I write liim by Mr Kennedy, but 
I neglected to ask liiiii for your Adiliesa ; au, if you tiuil a, spare balf- 
tiiiniiCe, pleoM let my brother know by a card where aixt vvlieu be will 
liod jou, tud the poor feJlow will joyfully wait ou you an one of tlie few 
surviviug friends of the Man whose Name, and Christian Nonie too, he 
hns the honor to bear. 

Next letter 1 writo you shall be & long one. I have much to tell 
you of ' hairbreadth Wapes iu th' imminent ileoilly breacli,' with ntl the 
eventful hititory of a life the early years of which owed bo much to your 
kind tutorage ; but this at nn liour of leiaure. My kindeiit CouipliiuenU 
to Mm Murdoch and family. I am ever, My dear Sir, your obliged 
friend, ROBT. BUKSS,* 

ELLI3USD, imr l/umfriti, JtUy letk, 17«a 



T!io elegy tljat follows avob on an Ediiiburgli friend who liad 
died in the winter of 1788. Matthew Uendcrsont was a man 
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twenty years before, when lie wu a mere cbiit), cunceniing the pity and tenderiieiM 
to aninmls. To Ihat leswii, wliicli It neeiiis w»» biDiight lo the level ol his capacity 
dectare'l hiinself iiiilebted for almost all tlio pliilantlinipy he |>MM'!»i«d. 

"Let nut parent* aud teaelieis lniBt;ine that It t> nceillesii to talk xerioiisly to child 
Tliey am wioncr flt to be reasiined Killi than is Rensially thoi>Bht. StroiiK and iiidel 
inipressiuns are to bu maile before tlis mind be agilstnl and mined by the nnnierous I 
of diHtnctiiig cam and nnnity i«s>kini>, whereby it is tre^iueiitly rendereil Almost uii 
eeplibleorthe priiiti pies and iireccpls of rational relijiion and noiind morality. 

" But I fliid niyivir digressing ai^ln. Poor WDliatn : llien In the bloom ami vi^ii 
yonth, caught a putrid fever, and In a fen diy«, as real chief-mourner. I followed 
remains to the land or forgetfnlness. "Joiih Murdocii.' 

I He is describMl in the Iliirial R-'.:ist<>r of Greyfriaro' Clinrch, in the iir>ve>ar<t of w1 
bs lies, as TspUin Matthew lieudersflu of Tsnnochside; bnrie'l 271h Nov. ITSH.' lie 
on the death ofbis father, David Hendenon, snccesled hath to thsesUte of Taimoch 
In Laiiarksliin and lo Tamioch in Ayisliire. Financial einbarraninents, lioncver, cni 
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about town, a kind-hearted epicurean, whose agreeable manners 
made him welcome at tables better furnished than his own, 
and who was celebrated as being, in the language of James Bos well, 
who knew him, as * very happy in uncommon wild sallies.' Allan 
Cunningliam states, on the authority of Sir Thomas Wallace, who 
is represented as having known him, * that he dined regularly at 
Fortune's Tavern, and was a member of the Capillaire* Club, which 
was composed of all who inclined to be witty and joyous.* A 
private letter, written in Edinburgh in February 1787, besides 
alluding to Bums as the lion of the day, mentions several gentle- 
men who had been spoken of as fit to undertake the Mastership of 
Ceremonies at the Assemblie& * I heard of two or three people as 
being mentioned by others, who never, I daresay, thought of it for 
themselves — as, for instance, Haggart and Matthew Henderson. 
Would Matthew leave his friend and bottle to go bow at an 
Assembly]'! He had been one of Bums's friends in Edin- 
burgli, doubtless when they both lived in St James's Square, 
and appears as a subscriber for four copies of the second edition 
of the poems — not, however, as Caj^tain Matthew Henderson — 
but as ' Matthew Henderson, £sq.' 

TO MR ROBEBT CLEGHORN. 

Bluslamd, 28d July 1700. 

Do not ask me, my Dear Sir, why I have neglected so long to wiite 
you. Accuse me of indolence, my line of life, of hurry, my stars of 
perverseness — in short, accuse me of anything but forgetfulness. You 
knew Matthew Henderson. At the time of his death I composed an 
elegaic stanza or two, as he was a man I much regarded ; but some- 
thing came in my way, so that the design of an Elegy to his memoiy 
I gave up. Meeting with the fragment the other day among some 
old waste papers, I tiied to finish the Piece, and have this moment 
pat the last hand to it. This I am going to write you is the first fair 
copy of it. 

by laxurious livhig in Edinburgh, compelled him to part with his Mtates, as weU u with 
certain tenements at the head of Carrubber's Cloee, Edinburgh, and when Bami knew him 
his chief means of subsistence was a pension of £300 Arotn Government. In his youth he 
had served as a lieutenant in the Earl of Home's Regiment, but had obtained a Civil 
Bervice appointment of some value, which he held till his retirement. He was fifty-one at 
the time of his death. 

* Capillaire was a syrup flavoured with maidenhair fern {CaftUltu-Veniris). 

t The letter, which was written by Mr Macdonald (W.S.) of St Martin's, to his client, 
Skene of Skene, is printed entire in the ScoUUh Journal, Dec. 11. 1847. 
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ELEGY ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW HENDERSON, 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT FOR HIS HONOURS IMMEDIATELY 

FROM ALMIGHTY GOD!* 

'Should tlie poor be flattered?'— Shakespeare. t 

O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloody ! 
The meikle devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hanie to his blnck smiddio 

0*er hiircheon hides, 
And like stock-fish come o'er his studdie 

\Vr thy auld sides ! 
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He 's gane, he 's gaiic ! he 's frae us torn, 

The ae best fellow e'er was born ! 

Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall mourn 

By wood and wild, 
Where, haply. Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man exil'd. 

Ye hills, near neebours o* the stams, 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns ! 
Yo cliffs, the haunts of sailing yearns. 

Where Echo slumbers ! 
Come join ye. Nature's sturdiest bairns, 

My wailing numbers ! 

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens ! 
Ye hazly shaws and briery dens ! 
Ye bumies, wimpliu down your glens 

Wi' toddlin din, 
Or foaming, Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin 1 

Mourn, little harebells o'er the lea ; 
Ye stately foxgloves, fair to see ; 
Ye woodbines, hanging bonilie 
In scented bow'rs ; 

* From a copy of the MS. which is now in the possession of Mr A. C. Lamb, of Dundee. 
t HamUtt Act III., scene li., line di. 



every— wood-pigeon 
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brooks— winding 
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Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o' flowers ! 

At dawn, when ev'ry grassy hlade 
Droops with a diamond at his head ; 
At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shed 

I' th* rustling gale ; 
Ye niaukins, whiddin thro* the glade ; 

Come join my wail ! 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wood ; 
Ye grouse that crap tlie heather bud ; 
Ye curlews, calling thro' a chid ; 

Ye whistling plover ; 
And mourn, ye whirring paitrick brood : 

He 's gane for ever ! 

Mourn, sooty coots and speckled teals ; 
Ye fisher herons, watching eels ; 
Ye duck and drake, wi' airy wheels 

Circling the lake ; 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmire reels 

Hair for his sake ! 

Mourn, clam'ring craiks, at close o* day, 
*Mang fields o* flow'ring clover gay ! 
And when ye wing your annual way 

Frae our cauld shore. 
Tell thae far warlds wha lies in clay, 

Wham we deplore. 

Ye houlets, frae your ivy bow'r 
In some auld ti-ee or eldritch towV, 
What time the moon, wi' silent glow*r. 

Sets up her honi, 
Wail thro* the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrife mom 1 



hares— skipping 



clond 
partridge 



Roar 



corncrakes, 
landrails 



those 



owls 

hannted 

stare 



wakeftil 



O rivers, forests, hills and plains ! 
Oft have ye heard my canty strains : 



cheery 
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But now, what else for me remaine 

But talea of woe 1 
Ami frae my een tlie dra|>iittig rains 









Moiirn, Spring, thou darling of tho year ! 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kcp a tijar ; 
Thoo, Simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head, 
Thy guy, green, llow'ry tresses shear 

For hira that 'b dead I 

Thon Autumn, wi' thy yellow liair, 
In grief thy siillow mantle tear ! 
Thou, Winter, hurling thro' the air 

The roaring bloet) 
Wide o'er the naked world declare 

The worth we 've lost ! 

Mourn him, thou Sun, great source of light ! 
Mourn, Emprcsa of the silent night ! 
And you, ye twinkling staruies bright. 

My Matthew mouni ! 
For through your orl>s ho 's taen his flight — 

Ne'er to return. 

O Henderson ! the man ! the brother ! 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever? 
And lia.it thou CTOSt that nnkjiowii river, 

Life's dreary hound? 
Like thee where shall I find another 

Tho world around 1 



Go to your sculptur'd tombs, ye Great, 
In a' the tinsel trash o' state ! 
But by thy honest turf I '11 wait, 

Thou man of worth ! 
And weep the ao best fellow's fat« 

E'er lay in earth 1 
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THE EPITAPH. 

Stop, passenger ! my story 's brief, 

And truth I shall relate, man : 
I tell nae common tale o' grief. 

For Matthew was a great man. 

If thou uncommon merit hast^ 
Yet spurn'd at Fortune's door, man ; 

A look of pity hither cast, 
For Matthew was a poor man. 

If thou a noble sodger art soldier 

Tliat passest by this grave, man ; 
There moulders here a gallant heart, 

For Matthew was a brave man. 

If thou on men, their works and ways. 
Canst throw uncommon light, man ; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise, 
For Matthew was a bright man. 

If thou at Friendship's sacred ca* 

Wad life itself resign, man ; 
Thy sympathetic tear maun fa*, 

For Matthew was a kind man. 

If thou art staunch, without a stain. 

Like the unchanging blue, man ; 
This was a kinsman o' thy ain. 

For Matthew was a true man. 

If thou hast wit, and fun, and fire. 
And ne'er gnde wine did fear, man ; 

This was thy billie, dam and sire, comrmUe 

For Matthew was a queer man. 

VOL. III. M 
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If oiiy whiggiah, whingin sot, t 

To blame poor Matthew dare, mnn ; 

May flool taid eorrovr be his lot, 
Far Mntthew was a ran man. 

But now his radiant cotirae is run. 
For Mftttbcw's WM a bright one ; 

His soul WHS like tliti glorious sun, 
A matchless, Heav'iily li^ht, man. 

Lot iiie know how yon like the foregoing. My lie»t oompliinen 
Mi'H Clegbom and family. I aiu, moat truly, my (lear Sir, yoara, 

UOBBBT ItlK; 



A copy WRS also forwnnlal to tho chamberlain at Dnimlanrig, 
who linil token an active part in the election contest just coa- 
cludtJ, 

TO MR JOHN M'MURDO. 



Sir— Now that yon are over with tlie sireus of Flattery, the harpies 
of Corniiitinn and the furies of Ambition, those itifemal deities tliat 
on all eidea and in all |>artiea preside over the villaiiioua buainess of 
Politics, permit a vitstic muse of yonr ocquaiutaiice to do her beat to 
Bootlie you with n son^. 

Ynn knew Hcnitemnn— I have not flnttereil his memory. I have the 
honor to be, Sir, Your obliged hniuble servant, B. B. 



TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Hh AtifBH 1T90. 

Dear Madam— After a long day's toil, plagne and care, I xit down 
to wriLo to you. Ask me not why I have delayed it so long ! It was 
owing to hurry, indolence and fifty other tliinga ; in xhovt, t« any thing 
— hut forge tfulnesa of la plus aimabk de ton sexe. By the bve, you are 
indebteil your Iwst curtsey to mo for tLis lost compliment, as 1 pay it 
from my Rincere conviction of its tnith— a quality rntlier rare in com- 
pliments of these grinning, bowing, scraping times. 

Well, I hope writing to you will ease a little my troiible<I soul. Sorely 



\ 
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has it been bruised to-day ! A ei-devant friend of mine* and an inti- 
mate acquaintance of yours has given my feelings a wound tliat I 
perceive will gangrene dangerously ere it cure. He has wounded my 
pride 1 ... K. B. 



TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ. 

Ellulakd, Sth Augutt 1790. 

Forgive me, my once dear and ever dear Friend, my seeming negli- 
gence. You cannot sit down and fancy the busy life I lead. 

I laid down my Goose-feather to beat my bi-ains for a pat simile, and 
had some thoughts of a country Grannum [grandmother] at a family 
christening ; a Bride on the market-day befora her marriage ; an Orthodox 
Clergyman at a Paisley Sacrament ; an Edinburgh Bawd on a Sunday 
evening; a tavern-keeper at an Election-dinner, &c., &c, &c. — but the 
resemblance that hits my fancy best is that poor blackguard Miscreant, 
Satan, who, as Holy Writ tells us, roams about like a roaring lion, seek- 
ing, searchmgtf whom he may devour. However, tossed about as I am, 
if I chuse (and who would not chuse ?) to bind down with the crampets 
of Attention the brazen foundation of Integrity, I may rear up the 
Superstructure of Independence and from its daring turrets bid defiance 
to the storms of Fate. And is not this a * consummation devoutly to be 
wished ? ' 

Thy spirit. Independence, let me share ; 
Loid of the lion-heart and eagle-eye ! 
Thy steps I fuUow with my bosom bare, 
And brave each blast that sails along the sky ! 

Are not these glorious verses ? They are the introduction of Smollett's 
* Ode to Independence : * if you have not seen the Poem, I will send it 
you. How wretched is the man that hangs on, and by, the favors of the 
Great! To shrink from every dignity of Man at the approach of a 
lonlly piece of self-consequence, who, amid all his tinsel glitter and 
stately hauteur, is but a creature formed as thou art and perhaps not so 
well-formed as thou art— came into the world a puling infant, as thou 
didst, and must go out of it, as all men must, a stinking coi-se ; and 
should the important piece of clay-dough deign to cast his supercilious 
eye over you and make a motion as if to signify his tremendous (iat — 
then^in all the quaking pangs and staring terrors of self-annihilation, 
to stutter in crouching syllables—* Speak ! I^rd ! ! for thy servant 
heareth * ! ! ! If such \a the damned state of the poor devil, from my 
inmost soul I pity him.t ... R. B. 

* Who in the ofTending person alluded to In this letter and the next hM not transpired. 

t Searching la apparently tiaed by the poet In a profesalonal sense : Satan searches after 
the manner of a busy exciseman. 

t Compared with, and given more completely than hitherto rrom, a portion of the MS. — 
now In the National Portrait Gallery, Edinburgh. The half-sheet containing the conclii- 
sion of the letter and the superscription Is (I89(i) wanting. 
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TO MISS nKLENA CRAIK, A R B 1 EO I. A Jt D.* 

(Guuiuini, AngMH 1790-1 

Madam— Sonie mtlier nnlookedfor ncciilentii IiAve prevented me from 
doing iiiiKelf Ihe lionor of n aeconU vUit W Arbiegl&nd, a» I wms m 
hospitftl>iy inviteil, ftait wi posilively meant, to have ilone. Howerar. I 
still hope to have tliat pleasure liefnre llie baaj- montlis of harvest begin. 

I inclose you two of my late pieces ob some kind of return for the 
pleaaure I have receiteU in pernBing a ccitttin MSS. volume of Poema 
in the iKiBBeiuioR of Captain l{iil<]el. To repay one with 'an old song' 
U a proverb whose force you, Madam, I know wilL not allow. What is 
■aiil of illustrious deaeent is, I Ulieve, equally trne of a. talent for Poeay : 
none ever ilesiiised it who had pretensionii to it It is often a tmin of 
thouglit of mine, when I am disposeil lx> be melancholy, the fates and 
diiinict«.-r!i of Ihe rhyming tribe. There is not, among all the niartyro- 
logjes ever penned, bo rueful a narrative ns the lire* of the Poeta. In 
the comparative view of wretcliea. tlie eriterion is not what they are 
doomed to Butfer, but how they are formed to hear. Take a l«ing of onr 
kin<l, give him a gtronger imagination and a more delicate neiitiliility 
<wliieh, l>etween them, will ever engender a more ungovernable set 
of jinadnns) than are the usual lot of man ; iinplant in him an irresist- 
ible impulse to some idle vagary, such as arranging wild-flowera in fan- 
tastical nosegays, tracing the griL'«lin[i|)er U) his haunt by his cliirping 
song, watching the frisks of the little minnows in the sunny imwI or 
hunting after the intrigues of wanton butterdies— in short, send him 
adrift after some pursuit wliich fdiall eternally niisleail him from the 
paths of lucre, and yet curse him with a keener relish than any man 
living for the pleasures that lucre can purchase ; lastly, till up the 
measures of hu woes by bestowing on liim a spuming fenw of his own 
dignity, and you have created a wight nearly as niiierahle as a Poet. 

To you. Madam, I need not recount the fairy pleasures the Muse 
bestows to counterbalance this catalogue of eviU. DewitehinK Pnesy 
is like Iwwitching Woman : she has in all n^cs been accused of misleading 
mankind from the counsels of Wisdom and the paths of Prudence, in- 
volving tliem in ditliculties, halting them with Poverty, branding them 
with Infamy, and plunging tlieni in the vortex of Ruin ; ret, where is the 
man but must own that all our happiness on earth is not worthy the name, 
that even the holy hermit's solitary prospect of jiaradisiacal hlisa is but 
the glitter of a northern sun rising over a frozen region, compared with 
the many pleasures, the nameless raptures, that we owe to the lovely 
qneens of the heart of Man '. R. B. 






cuilbriglitHlii 
In St Michael 
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Bums never entertained a higher view of the poetic mission 
than at this time. Yet he could not be accused of indolence as a 
man of business. On the contrary, he was manfully attempting 
to do the work of two or three men. His farm must, of course, 
have required some attention, oven though nearly the whole of 
the work was done by servants. He had to look after the 
interests of the revenue in ten parishes. He had to ride on an 
average two hundred miles a week. The motive of all this 
activity was the honourable desire to maintain his family by 
his own exertions and be 'behadden to naebody.'* Allan 
Cunningham averred that his household was managed laxly ; but 
according to the best evidence, Dr Currie was nearer the truth 
when he spoke of ' the uniform prudence and good management 
of Mrs Burns.' The Ayrshire dietary for servants, which Bums 
naturally imported, was more liberal than that of Dumfries- 
shire, and hence appeared extravagant to his neighbours. No 
doubt, also. Burns would now and then spend a few evening- 
hours with his friends; but these were probably the only 
periods of relaxation which occurred in his laborious exist- 
ence. 

In 1838, William Clark, who had been ploughman to Bums for 
six months at Ellisland, bore the following testimony to the worth 
of his old master : 

*Soon after Burns became tenant of Ellisland, William Clark 
lived with him as servant during the winter half-year, he thinks 
of 1789-90. . . . Bums kept two men and two women ser- 
vants ; but he invariably, when at home, took his meals with his 
wife and family in the little parlour. Clark thought he was as 
good a manager of land as the generality of the farmers in the 
neighbourhood. The fami of Ellisland was said to be moderately 
rented, and was susceptible of much improvement, had improve- 
ment been in repute. Burns sometimes visited the neighbouring 
farmers, and they returned the compliment ; but that way of 

• In Colonel Fnllarton's View of Agriculturt i% Aynkirtt 1793, Bnms receives a compli- 
ment upon a purely technical matter. ' In order,' aaya the colonel, * to prevent the danger 
arising from homed cattle in studs and straw-yards, the best mode Is to cut out the 
budding knob, or root of the horn, while the calf is very young. This was suggested to 
me by Mr Robert Bums, whose general talents are no less conspicuous than the poeUo 
powers which have done so much honour to the country where he was bom.' This Buma 
doubtless regarded as less cmel than the barbarous method of sawing off the t\x\\ grown 
horn, treated as illegal in England, but permitted still in Scotland. 
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apeiwliiig time and exchanging civilities ww not no cuiumun tium 
as now, and, Lwi^lt'e, llie most of the peojile thureabouU had no 
expectation that liuma's conduct and writings would bo so much 
noticed aftBTwardB. Bums kupt nino ot Uni mllcli-cowa, some 
yoiiug cattle, four liorsos, and acvei-al l»t ahuep : of the latter he 
was very fond. During the winter and spring time, wliea he was 
not engaged with the Excise business, he occasionally held the 
plough for an hour or so fi>r idm ("William Clark), atid was a fair 
workman, though the niwlB of ploughing nowadays is much 
Bupurinr in many reapecta. During Bced-Unie, Burns might be 
frequently aeen, at an early hour, in the fielda with his aowing- 
■heet ; but aa business often required his attention from homt^ 
he did not sow tho whole of the grain. He was a kind and in- 
dulgent master, and s^wke funiiliorly to bia sorvanU, both in the 
house and out of it, tliough, if anything put him out of humour, 
he was ffey galderaomc [mlber passionate] /or a wee whiU: the 
storm was soon over, and there was never o word of upentt 
nfterwarda. Clark never saw him really angry but once, and it 
was occasioned by the carelessness of one of the women -servants 
who bnd not cut potatoes sm.ill enough, which brought one of tbe 
cows into danger of being choked. His looks, gestures, and voice 
on tliat occasion were terrible : Clark was glad to be out of his 
sight, and when they met ngiiin, Burns was perfectly calm. If 
any extra work was to be done, the men Bomotimcs got a dmm ; 
but Clark liad lived with masters who were more fimk in that 
way to their servants. Clark, during the six months he spent 
at Ellisland, never onco saw his master intoxicated or incapable 
of managing hia own business. . . , Burns, when at home, 
usually wore a broad blue bonnet, a blue or drab long-tailed coat, 
corduroy breecliee, dark-blue stockings, and cootiki'iii [gaiters], and 
in cold weather a blaek-and-whtte-cbccked plaid wrapped round 
his shoulders. Mrs Burns was a good and prudent housewife, 
kept everything in neat and tidy order, and was well liked by 
the servants, for wliora she provided abundance of wholesome food. 
At parting, Burns gave Clark a certificate of character, and, 
besides jKiying his wages in full, gave him a shilling for a fairing.' 
Two business documents exhibit Bums's liberality to his 
dei>endents. The first is a letter to Mr David Newall, writer 
in Dumfries, who was factor on the Dalswintitn estate : it refers 
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to the making of a drain, the expense of which, it would appear. 
Burns and his landlord were to bear in common : 

Deab Sir — Enclueed is a state of tlie account between yon and me and 
James Halliday respecting the drain. 1 have stated it at 20d. per rood, 
as, in fact, even at that, they have not the wages they ought to have had, 
and I cannot for tlie sonl of me see a poor devil a loser at my hand. 

Humanity, I hope, as well as Charity, will cover a multitude of sins, a 
mantle of which— between you and me— I have some little need. I am, 
sir, yours, It. B. 

Enclosed in this letter is an account in Bums's handwriting 
between himself and D, Halliday, inferring a debit of £10, 17s. 3d. 
for wages and the building of a yard-dike, and a credit of £1 1, Is. 6d., 
composed of so much in cash, so much in meal and cheese, and 
certain other sums paid for Halliday. This account does not 
appear to be that referred to in the letter to Mr. Kewall : it seems 
to bo merely a memorandum of the state of D. Halliday's wages 
at tlie Martinmas term. It contains, however, equally characteristic 
matter, for the poet makes an error of summation to the extent of 
5s. in Hallidny's favour, and overpays him 4s. 3d. besides. 

Burns's friend, Kamsay of Ochtertyre, paid him a visit in the 
course of a tour this summer or autumn, in company with Dr 
Stewart of Luss. Kamsay subsequently wrote to Dr Currie : 

' Seeing him pass quickly, near Gloseburn, I said to my com- 
panion : ** That is Burns." On coming to the inn, the hostler told 
us ho would be back in a few hours to grant permits ; that where 
he met with any thing seizable, he was no better than any other 
ganger; in every thing else that he was perfectly a gentleman. After 
leaving a note to be delivered to him on his return, I proceeded to 
his house, being curious to see his Jean, <&c. I was much pleased 
with his tixor Sabina qualis * and the poet's modest mansion, so 
unlike the habitation of ordinary rustics. In the evening he 
suddenly bounced in upon us and said, as he entered : " I come, 
to use the words of Shakespeare, stewed in Jiaste" t In fact, he had 
ridden incredibly fast after receiving my note. We fell into con- 

* ' Qu6d si pudica mulier In parUm Juvet 
Domum atque dulces li boron 
{Sabina qtuUis, aut perusta solibus 
Pernicia uxor Appuli),' &c. 

Horace, Book ▼., (kU 2. 
t ' A reeking poat, stewed in hia haute.'— Lear, iL 4. 
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voreation directly, aiid soon got into tlia tTiare nuajnum oi poetry- 
He told me that he had now gotten a, story for a drama, which he 
was to call Bob Macquechan'/i EUhon, froia a popul&r story of 
Robert Uruce beiuj; defeated on the water of Calm, when the heel 
of his boot having loosened in hia flight, he applied to Kubert 
Itlacqiicchan to fit it, who, to mako Bure, nut his awl nine inches 
up the king's heel. Wo were now going on at a great rate, when 
Mr IS[tcwart] popped in his head, which i>ut a stop to our 
discourse, which had beoonio very interesting. Yet in a little 
while it was resumed, and such was the force and versatility 
of the bard's genius that he made the tears run down Mr 
8[tcwart]'H cheeks, albeit uuusod to the jwetic strain. . . . From 
that time we met no more, and I was grieved at the reports of 
him afterwards. Poor Burns ! we shall baldly ever see his like 
^ain. lie was, in truth, a sort of comet in literature, irregular in 
ite motions, which did not do good projiortioned to the blaze of 
light it displayed.* 

If this was a liiborious time, it was aha a time of hope for Bums. 
He had been only a year in the service of the revenue, and already, 
by the kind interest of Mr Graham, hia promotion to a sujter- 
visorship, with an income of ;6200 a year, was talked of. So 
bright, indeed, were the prospects of the poet that Nicol affected 
to dread that he would foi^et his old friends, as appears 
from a letter to Mr Kobert Ainslie, dated August ]3, 1790 : 
'As to Bums, poor folks like you and I must resign all 
thoughts of future correspondence with him. To the pride of 
applauded genius is now superadded the pride of office. He was 
lately raised to the dignity of an Examiner of Excise, which is a 
step preparative to attaining that of a gnjiervimr.* Therefore we 
can expect no less than that his language will become perfectly 
Horaiian — "odi profanuui vulgus et arceo." However, I will see 
him in a fortnight hence ; and if I find that Beelzebub has inflated 
bis heart like a bladder with pride, and given it the fullest 
distension that vanity can effect, you and I will burn him in 
effigy, and write a satire, as bitl«r as gall and wormwood, against 
government for employing its enemies, like Lord North, to effect 
its purposes. This will be taking all the revenge in our power.' 

• On this point Kicol wis mLsinfnnneii ; probably Burin'i frienUs were too coiifliient of 
hli eiriy promotion. Acconling to the olBolnl eicisB record he whb plsced on the 'Register 
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III ranking Burns among the enemies of the government, Nicol was 
doubtless hitting at his predilection for the cause of the Stuarts. 
The poet had not as yet come under suspicion of hostility to 
the administration of the day. 

In the autumn of 1790,* Dr James Anderson, a popular writer 
on agriculture, political economy, and other subjects, planned a 
small periodical, combining instruction with entertainment, to be 
entitled TJie Bee, It commenced in December of this year, and 
was continued till January 1794, when eighteen duodecimo 
volumes were completed. Dr Anderson appears to have secured 
the good-natured interest of Dr Blacklock in behalf of his 
undertaking, and the blind poet in September addressed a 
playful poetical letter to Burns, entreating him to become a 
contributor : 

TO MR ROBERT BURNS. 

Edihbubob, Id Sq4emJber [1790.] 

How does my dear friend (nmch I languish to hear) 

His fortune, relations, and all that are dear ? 

With love of the Muses so strongly still smitten, 

I meant this epistle in verse to have written : 

But from age and infiimity indolence flows, 

And this, much I fear, will restore me to prose. 

Anon to my business I wish to proceed — 

Dr Anderson guides and provokes me to speed — 

A man of integrity, genius, and worth, 

Who soon a performance intends to set forth ; 

A work miscellaneous, extensive and free, 

Which will weekly appear, by the name of The Bee. 

Of this from himself I enclose you a plan. 

And hope you will give what assistance you can. 

Entangled with business and haunted with care, 

In which more or less human nature must share. 

Some moments of leisure the Muses will claim, 

A sacrifice due to amusement and fame. 

The Beet which sucks honey from every gay bloom. 

With some rays of your genius her work may illume ; 

Whilst the flower whence her honey spontaneously flows, 

As fragrantly smells and as vig'rously grows. 

* Jainea Anderson (17S9-I80S) was born at Henniston, near Edinburgh ; invented the 
two-horse plough without wheels, known as the Scotch plough ; rented a large fkrm in 
Aberdeenshire ; at the age of twenty*four wrote RecnatUms o/AgricvUure and other essays ; 
three years after the demise of 2'Ae Bet migrated to Loudon, where he died. 
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Now ^vitli kind gratuLolioDS 'tis time to concluile, 

And add, your pi-omotinn U lierc undeistood ; 

1'liua free from tlie bervile eiii]>loy of Exrise, ur. 

We hope soon to bear yoo commence enpervitor ; 

You tlicn more at leUiii-e, and (ree from control, 

May indulf^ the slroiu; imuiion that reit,iis in your sonL 

but I, feeble 1, must to Nature give way ; 

Pevoteii cold dealli's and longevity's prey ; 

From verses, though languid, my thou^'hts inusl unbend. 

Though ibil I ramain j-our aJTectiunate friend— 

'i'tiowAs Ulacklock. 



A fragment of n letter of Burns to Dr AmlerBOii, wlikh Croiuek 
ei;overQ(l, evidently refers to this ap]>licatiiju : * 



Sir — 1 am iLiuch indeliteil to my worthy friend Ur Bkcklock, for 
introducing nie to a Clentleiimn of Mr Anderson's celebrity ; bat when 
you do me the honor to ask Tiiy nsHistance in your purjKned Publication, 
A1ai>, iSir ! you miglit as well think to cbea|>en a little honesty at tlie 
■ign of an Advocat«'s wig or Humility under the Geneva Band. I am a 
miserable hurried devil, woiii t^ the marrow in the friction of holding 
the nones of the Poor Publicans to the pindHlone of the Excise i and 
like Milton'e Satan, for private reasons, am forced 

To do what yet though dwnn'd I would abhor ; 

— and, except a couplet or two of honest execration * * *. K. B. 



Bunis's brother William had gone from Newcastle to LotidoD, 
and had obtained em]Joyment from a saddler in the Strand. He 
had been there scarcely five months, ivhen he was seized with 
fever and died (July 24). The expenee of his last illness and 
funeral apjwara to have been pronijitly dischaigcd by the poet, as 
the receipt for it ia dated 8th October. Murdoch delayed trans- 
mitting notice of the death for nearly two montha, an extra- 
ordinary length of time. 

• The draft of thi* reply In on lli« nvena of Oie MS. of 'The CollL« Uadie'-in Uie 
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MR JOHN MURDOCH TO ROBERT BURNS. 

Hart Btrsbt, Bloombbury Squarr, 
London, September 14tA, 1790. 

My dear Friend— Yours of the 16tli of July I received on tlie 26tli, 
in tlie afternoon, per favor of my friend Mr Kennedy, and at the same 
time was informed that your brother was ill. Being engage<1 in business 
till late that evening, I set out next morning to see him, and had thought 
of three or four medical gentlemen of my acquaintance, to one or other 
of whom I might apply for advice, provided it should be necessary. But 
when I went to Mr Barber's, to my great astonishment and heartfelt 
grief, I found that my young friend had, on Saturday, bid an everlasting 
farewell to all sublunary things. It was about a fortnight before that 
he had found me out, by Mr Stevenson's accidentally calling at my shop 
to buy something. We had only one interview, and that was highly 
entertaining to me in several respects. He mentioned some instruction 
I had given him when very young, to which he said he owed, in a 
great measure, the i)hilanthropy he possessed. He also took notice of 
my exhorting you all, when I wrote, about eight years ago, to the man 
who, of all mankind that I ever knew, stood highest in my esteem, * not 
to let go your integrity.* You may easily conceive that such conversa- 
tion was both pleasing and encouraging to me : I anticipated a deal of 
rational happiness from future conversations. Vain are our expectations 
and hopes. They are so almost always. Perhaps (nay, certainly) for our 
good. Were it not for disappointed hopes we could hardly spend a 
thought on another state of existence or be in any degree reconciled to 
the quitting of this. 

I know of no one source of consolation to those who have lost young 
relatives equal to that of their being of a good disposition and of a 
promising character. . . . 



Be assured, my dear friend, that I cordially sympathize with you all 
and particularly with Mra W. Burns, who is undoubtedly one of the 
most tender and affectionate motliers that ever lived. Remember me 
to her in the most friendly manner, when you see her or write. Please 
present my best compliments to Mre R. Burns and to your brother and 
sistei-s. There is no occasion for me to exhort you to filial duty and 
to use your united endeavore in rendering the evening of life as com- 
fortable as possible to a mother who has dedicated so great a part of 
it in promoting your temporal and spiritual welfare. 

Your letter to Dr Moore I delivered at his house, and shall most likely 
know your opinion of Zduco the first time I meet with him. I wish 
and hope for a long letter. Be particular al)Out your mother's health. 
I hope she is too much a Christian to be afflicted above measure or to 
sorrow as those who have no hope. 



[ ASD WORKS OF BUaNO. 



Uiie of the most ple&aine hopca I liave U W vUil yon »1[ ! but I *IJ1 
roiiiJiioiily (liwpitointed in wLat 1 iiiosit ardently wUli for. I am, Denr 
Sir, Yuun. Biwwrely. John Mubbocu. 



TO B O B K U T a B A II A M, K S q., OK F 1 N T B V. 

SIK— Tlie very kind letter you did me the honour to vrriw me miclieil 
me juai. u I vtim «ottiu^ in to tbe wliirl|>oul uf nil EnciM-fmaii ooart, 
from tlio vortex of wliich I am just einei^— Heaven knows, in « very 
unlit Hituktiua to do jutitLce to tli« workings of niy buwm witen I hU 
down to write to the 

' Friend uf my lite— trae p»troo of my rhyme* ! ' 
As my diviaiOD consists of ton largo pfirisliee, and, I ntu sorry lo eny, 
hitliorto very caroleasly surveyed, I had a good dettl of buaineas for tlie 
jnsticea ; and I believe my decreet* will amount to between fifty and 
sinty iiounds. I took, I fancy, ratlier a new way with Hiy frauds, I 
recordeil every defaulter ; but at the court T myself begBfd off every poor 
boily Llittt was unable to [ittj, wliicii seeniirii' ciuiduur yuve ine so much 
implicit credit with the honourable beucli, that, with liigli compliments, 
they gave me bucIi ample veufj'eance on the rest, that my decreet ia 
double the amount of any division in tlie district. 

I am Koiuji either to give up or snltHCt my farm directly. I have not 
liberty to subset ; but if my master will grant it nie, I propose giving it, 
just OS I have it myself, to an industrious fellow of a near relation of mine. 
Farming lliii place in which I live would just be a liveliliowl to a man 
who would be the greatest dnidge in his own family; so is no object; 
nnd living here lunders iiic fi-oin that knowledge in the business of 
Excise which it is so absolutely necefsary for me to attain. 

I did not like to be an incessant beggar from you. A port-division 
I wish, if iHissible, to get ; my kind, funny friend. Captain Grose, 
offered to interest Mr Brown and perhaps Mr Wharton, for me : a very 
handsome o|)portunity olfered of getting Mr Corliet, supervisor-general, 
to pledge every service in his power ; and then I was just going to ac- 
qniunt you with what I had done, or rather what was done for me, that as 
everybody have their particular friends to serve, you might find the less 
obstacle in what, I assure you, sir, I constantly count on— your wishes 
and endeavours to be of service to nie. As I had an eye to getting on 
the examiner's list, if attainable by me, I was going to ask you if it 
would lie of any service to try the interest of some great, and some very 
great, folks, to whom I have the honour to be known— I mean in the way 
■ ■ Decreet' (demKn, the llnil aenlflace or a judge, or in ScoU law a wonaiit to recover 
duty or {wiwlty) infliiii m this cu« the amount awarded by tlie Jimticu of tlie Peace to an 
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of a Treasury warrant. But much as early impressions have given me of 
the horrors of specti-es, &c., still I would face the arch-fiend, in Miltonic 
pomp, at the head of all his legions, and hear that infernal shout which 
blind John says * tore hell's concave,' rather than crawl in, a dust-licking 
petitioner, before the lofty presence of a mighty man, and bear amid all 
the mortifying pangs of self-annihilation, the swelling consequence of 
his d state and the cold monosyllables of his hollow heart ! 

It was in the view of trying for a port that I asked Collector Mitchell 
to get me appointed, which he has done, to a vacant foot-walk in 
Dumfries. If ever I am so fortunate as to be called out to do business 
as a supervisor, I would then choose the north of Scotland ; but until 
that Utopian period, I own I have some wayward feelings of appearing 
BB a simple ganger in a country where I am only known by fame. Port- 
Glasgow, Greenock or Dumfries ports would, in the meantime, be my 
ultimatum. 

I enclose you a tribute I have just been paying to the memory of my 
friend, Matthew Henderson, whom I daresay you must have known. 
I had acknowledged your goodness sooner but for want of time to tran- 
scribe the poem. Poor Matthew ! I can forgive poverty for hiding 
virtue and piety. They are not only plants that flourish best in the 
shade, but they also produce their sacred fruits, more especially for 
another world; but when the haggard beldame throws her invidious 
veil over wit, spirit, &c., — but I trust another world will cast light on 
the subject. 

I have the honour to be, sir, your deeply obliged and very humble 
servant, Robt. Burns. 



The *Excise-fraud' mentioned in this letter is explained by some 
documents bearing testimony to Burns's diligence and exactness 
in the exercise of his office, which have been preserved. The first 
is a petition of Thomas Johnston, farmer at Mirecleugh, addressed 
to the justices of peace for Dumfriesshire, reclaiming against a fine 
of £5 which Collector Mitchell had imposed on him for * making 
fifty-four bushels of malt, without entry, notice, or licence.' * J.,' 
we are told, stated that he had been in the habit of making malt 
for forty years without making entry of his kiln or pond, which he 
deemed unnecessary, because the malting was always effected at one 
operation, and not till notice had been given to the proper officer. 
With respect to * notice ' on this occasion — having inquired of Mr 
Burns which was the best way of sending it to him, he had been 
informed that a letter might be sent to * John Kelloch's,* in Thorn- 
hill, whence it might be forwarded by post. He had brought 
Mrs Kelloch to swear that such a letter had been sent to her 
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by J.'h son for Mr Biima, but Imd been mislatil. Ha offtrc-J to 
ssvoar that he had sent the notico to Thornhill in uoi>d tim?, i 
had no intention to defraud the revenue. With reepect to ' licence,' 
J. averred that he had only been preventeil from renewing it us 
usual this year beaiuse Mr Mitchell, on his applying for it had 
put him olf to another time, on the score of being too busy at tho 
lime to i^mnt it to him. 

In respect of Johnston's petition, the justices, Mr Fer^uBBon of 
Craigdarroch and Captain Riddel, ordered the uollector to stop 
proceedings until they should have had an opportunity of inquiring 
into the truth of what it set forth. Then came Buma'a 

A^lSWEit TO THE PHriTtON OF THOMAS JOHNSTON. 

[Sffla'titr inn.] 

' I. Whether the petitioner has been in use foiniorly to malt 
all his grain at one operation, is foreign to tha purpose ; this li 
senaon he certninly malted his crop at four or live operatiou 
but be th/it as it may, Mr .T. ouyht to have known that by express 
act of parliament no malt, however small the quantity, can be 
legally manufactured until previous entry lie made in writing of 
all the ponds, barns, floors, &c., so as to be used before the grain 
can he put to steep. In the Kxciso entry-books for the division, 
there is not a sjllablo of T. J.'s name for a number of years 
bygone. 

' 2. True it is that llfr Tluma, on his first ride, in answer to Rfr 
J.'s question anent the conveying of tho notices, among other 
ways pointed out tho sending it by post as the most eligible 
method, but at the same time added this express clause, and to 
which Mr Burns is willing to make faith : " At the same time, 
remember, Mr J., that tho notico is at your risk until it reach 
me!" Furtlier, when Mr Bums cime to the petitioner's kiln, 
there was a servant helonging (o Mr J. ploughing at a very 
considerable distance from the kiln, who left his plough and throe 
horses without a driver, and cimc into tho kiln, which Mr R 
thought was rather a =uspieious circum stance, as there was nothing 
so extraordinary in an Fvcise nfficer going itito a Irgal malt-floor bo 
as to [induce a man to] leave throe horses yoked to a plough in 
the distant middle of a moor. This serv.int, on being repeatedly 
questionetl liy Sfr Bums, could not tell when tho malt was put 
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to steep, when it was taken out, &c. — in shorty was determined 
to be entirely ignorant of the aifair. By and by, Mr J.'s 
son came in ; and on being questioned as to the steeping, taking 
out of the grain, &c., Mr J., junior, referred me to this said 
servant, this ploughman, who, he said, must remember it best, 
as having been the principal actor in the business. The lad 
tJieriy having gotten his cue, circumstantially recollected all 
about it. 

* All this time, though I was telling the son and servant the 
nature of the premunire^ they had incurred, though they pleaded 
for mercy keenly, the affair of the notice having been sent never 
once occurred to them, not even the son, who is said to have been 
the bearer. This was a stroke reserved for, and worthy of, the 
gentleman himself. As to Mrs Kelloch's oath, it proves nothing. 
She did, indeed, depone to a line being left for me at her house, 
which said line miscarried. It was a sealed letter : she could not 
tell whether it was a malt-notice or not; she could not even 
condescend on the month, nor so much as the season of the year. 
The truth is T. J. and his family being Seceders [Dissenters], and 
consequently coming every Sunday to Thomhill Meeting-house, 
they were a good conveyance for the several maltsters and traders in 
their neighbourhood to transmit to post their notices, permits, Sec. 

* But why all this tergiversation ? It was put to the petitioner 
in open court, after a full investigation of the cause : " Was he 
willing to swear that he meant no fraud in the matter?" And 
the justices told him, that if ho swore, ho wouhl be assoilzied, 
otherwise he should be fined ; still the petitioner, after ten 
minutes' consideration, found his conscience unequal to tlie task, 
and declined the oath. 

* Now, indeed, he says he is willing to swear : he has been 
exercising his conscience in private, and will perhaps stretch a 
point. But the fact to which he is to swear was equally and in 
all parts known to him on that day when he refused to swear as 
to-day : nothing can give him further light as to the intention of 
his mind, respecting his meaning or not meaning a fraud in the 
affair. No time can cast farther light on the present resolves of 
the mind; hut time will reconcile^ and has reconciled^ many a 
man to that iniquitf/ xchich he at first ahhorrad,^ 

* Bums here, as before, uses 'premunlre' in the sense of penalty. 
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Tliis is followed by a. note of C'Ollector MitchotI, calling for 
confirmation of judgment against Johnston." , A brief unilatod 
letter of Bums to the Collector evidently refers to the atfair, and 
shows that the poet was far from being assured that the justices 
would decide in favour of the revenue. 

TO JOHN MITCHELL, ESQ., COLI.KCTOR Of EXCISE, 
KLLIitlMH. [Mobtr IS, inO). 

Sm— 1 Hhall not fail to wait on Captain Riddel to-ni);lit— I wish ami 
pray tliat the goditow of juHtic« lienelf wotilil appear to-morrow unuD); 
our lioii. ({entlemcn, merely to give thcni n woni in tht^r ear that mercy 
to the thief is injustiro to t)ie lioneet man. For tny part, I have galldjivd 
over my ten pariflhea these four days, until tliis moment that 1 am juMt 
aIiKhl«<l, or rather, that my poor jackaim-Bkeleton of a hntse has let 
me down, for the miserable devil has been on hli knet^ half a score 
of times within the last twenty mileB, telling me in hia own way, 
■Behold, am not I thy faith fnl jade of a horse, cm which llion liaat ridden 
these many yearal't 

In short. Sir, I have broke my home's wind, and almost broke my own 
nerk, iK'sidcs snme irijiiiiPt. in a part that whall 1* iiniiH'lewi, oning lo a 
hard'hearled atone for a saddle. 1 lind that every olfender hoa so many 
f^at men to espoiiae his cause tliat I shall not be Hurpri)«d if I am 
commitled to the strong hold of the law to-morrow for insolence to the 
dear friends of the gentlemen of the county. I have the lionour to be, 
Sir, your obliged and olieilicnt humble R. B. 

How the matter ended doea not appear. 



TO CRAUFURD T A I T, ESQ., W, S., EDINBUROH.t 

ELL19LIHD, OH. 1i. 17<W. 

Drar Sir— Allow nio to intrmlnee to yonr acquaintance the liearer, 
Mr Will lam Duncan, a friend of mine, whom I have long known and long 
loved. His father, whaic only fion ho is, has a decent little property in 
Ayrshire, and has bred the young man to the law, in which department 
he comCH up an adventurer to your pood (own. I shall give you my 

* Thfl clocnmenls rrspertlni; tha Mlrrclcii^h proMciillon. Ficlualre ot tho let»r nbirh 
followB, were foiiiirl miionj! th"OBItiBl pipem of Mr Kerr, who iviuclrrk of the peBf e it the 
time. Ths ■nin'en by Dumii «rs in bin nRllknnKn hiiiia. Kilhaut li^niBtiirK, 

t Pnraphrawd froin UnlMiii'a mi.— iS'iimiorj nil. 30. 

1 Son of John Tnlt of Hirvleslon, ither- Burni hifl bwn enWrtifned In 1737. He uve- 
al lart Pfffhlont Sir Nliiy Cninpbi-!) ; dip-1 1332, apeJ >.iity-aevfn.' Hit liah wn was 
ArthllMlrl CsmpbeU Tiiil, late Arehblahop of C«iit*rbury. Mr Jwiif" Orr \i the pnscnt 
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friend's character in two words : as to hia head, he has talents enough, 
and more than enough, for common life; as to his heart, when nature 
had kneaded the kindly clay that composes it, she said * I can no more.' 

You, my good sir, were born under kinder stars ; but your fraternal 
sympathy, I well know, can enter into the feelings of the young roan who 
goes into life with the laudable ambition to do something, and to he some- 
thing among his fellow -creatures ; but whom the consciousness of friend- 
less obscurity presses to the earth and wounds to the soul ! 

Even the fairest of his virtues are against him. That independent 
spirit and that ingenuous modesty, qualities inseparable from a noble 
mind, are, with the million, circumstances not a little disqualifying. 
What pleasure is in the power of the fortunate and the happy, by their 
notice and patronage, to brighten the countenance and glad the heart of 
such depressed youth ! I am not so angry with mankind for their deaf 
economy of the purse : The goods of this world cannot be divided without 
being lessened — but why be a niggard of that which bestows bliss on a 
fellow-creature yet takes nothing from our own means of enjoyment? 
We wrap ourselves up in the cloak of our own better-fortune, and turn 
away our eyes lest the wants and woes of our brother-mortals should 
disturb the selfish apathy of our souls ! 

I am the worst hand in the world at asking a favor. That indirect 
address, that insinuating implication ; which, without any positive 
request, plainly expresses your wish, is a talent not to be acquired at a 
plough-tail. Tell me, then, for you can, in what periphrasis of language, 
in what circumvolution of phrase, I shall envelope, yet not conceal, this 
plain story — ' My dear Mr Tait, my friend Mr Duncan, whom I have 
the pleasure of introducing to you, is a young lad of your own profession, 
and a gentleman of much modesty and great worth. Perhaps it may be 
in your power to assist him in the, to him, important consideration of 
getting a place; but at all events, your notice and acquaintance will be 
a very great acquisition to him ; and I dare pledge myself that he will 
never disgrace your favor.' 

You may possibly be surprised, Sir, at such a letter from me ; 'tis, 
I own, in the usual way of calculating these matters, more than our 
acquaintance entitles me to ; but my answer is short ; Of all the men at 
your time of life whom I knew in Edinburgh, you are the most accessible 
on the side on which I have assailed you. You are very much altered 
indeed from what you were when I knew you, if generosity point the 
path you will not tread, or humanity call to you in vain. 

As to myself, a being to whose interest I believe yon are still a well- 
wisher; I am here, breathing at all times, thinking sometimes, and 
rhyming now and then. Every situation has its share of the cares and 
pains of life, and my situation, I am persuaded, has a full ordinary 
allowance of its pleasures and enjoyments. 

My best compliments to your father and Miss Tait. If you have an 
opportunity, please remember me in the solemn league and covenant of 
friendship to Mrs Lewis Hay. I am a wretch for not writing to her ; 

VOL. III. N 
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but I fttii M hackneyed with eelf accusation in that way, Hint my cob- 
Ecience lies in my bosom with Hcaice the sensibility ol an oyster in it 
sliell. ^Vhel'e is Lady Klackenzie T wherever alie Lb, God blwB lier t 
likewise b^ leave to titiublo you with compliments to Mr Wra 
Hamilton, Mrs Hamilton &nd family, oud Mra Clialmera, when yon ar« 
in that coHutrj-. Should you meet witb MLea Niiumo, i)lea»o remember 
me kindly to lier, B. B, 



On the day when Bume wrote this letter, he received a vieit 
from his young friend Robert Aiuslie. It waa tbe A-iVnnight— 

when the linrvest-honie waa celehrHteJ, auJ Aiiislie found at 
Ellislaiid, besides a sister of Uurua aud u sister of Mrs Bums, who 
were ordinary inmates of the houBO, three mala ajid female eouains 
who had been assisting in the harvest-work, and a few homely 
noiphbours. 'We spent the evening,' says Ainslie in a letter to 
Mrs M'Lehose, 'in the way common on such occasions- 
dancing, and kissing the lasses at the end of every danca.' Tha 
guest speaks of Burns'a hearty welcome to himself, and of his 
kind attentions to Mrs Iturns, but does not seem to have thought 
the mhiage and company worthy of the jKiet. 'Our friend,' he 
says, 'is as ingenious as ever, and scorns happy with the situation 
I have described. His miud, however, eeenis to mo to ho a great 
mixture of the poet and exciseman. One day he sits down and 
writes a beautiful poem — and the next seizes a cargo of tobacco 
from some unfortunate smuggler, or roups out some poor wretch 
for selling liquors without a licence. From his conversation, he 
seems to he pretty frequently among the great . . . Having 
found that his farm does not answer, he is about to give it up, 
and depend wholly on the Excise.' 

As if to make u]> by one great effort for the scant attention 
he had this year given to the Jfuse, Burns composed in the 
autumn* the poem of 'Tam o' Shanter.' According to Gilbert 
Bums, it origMiated thus: 'When my father feucd his little 
projMirty near Alloway Kirk, the wall of the churchyard had gone 
to ruin, and cattle bad free liberty of pastui'e in it. My father 
and two or three neighbours joined in an application to tlie town- 
council of Ayr, who were superiors of the adjoining land, for 

• llhiabMneonlTTiiM. tiioie pnrticiilnrlj by M.PorWuits.MayboU, In ?■*(/(«; 'SoiKn- 
Jc»niiy,' tint the Bret draft of thfa p«iii oas wrilten by Burni when s Uil lit Kirk- 
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liberty to rebuild it, and raised by subscription a sum for enclosing 
this ancient cemetery with a wall : hence he came to consider it 
as his burial-place, and we learned that reverence for it people 
generally have for the burial-place of their ancestors. My 
brother was living in Eilislaud, when Captain Grose, on his 
peregrinations through Scotland, stayed some time at Carse House 
in the neighbourhood, with Captain Robert Riddel of Glenriddel, 
a particular friend of my brother's. The antiquary and the poet 
were "unco pack and thick thegither." Robert requested of Captain 
Grose, when he should come to Ayrshire, that he would make a 
drawing of Alloway Kirk, as it was the burial-place of his father, 
where he himself had a sort of claim to lay down his bones when 
they should be no longer serviceable to him ; and added, by way 
of encouragement, that it was the scene of many a good story of 
witches and apparitions, of which he knew the captain was very 
fond. The captain agreed to the request, provided the poet would 
furnish a witch-story, to be printed along with it "Tam o' 
Shanter " was produced on this occasion, and was first published 
in Grose's Antiquitiea of Scotland J* 

*The poem,' says Mr Lockhart, 'was the work of one day; 
and Mrs Bums well remembers the circumstances. He spent most 
of the day on his favourite walk by the river, where, in the after- 
noon, she joined him with some of her children — [there were then 
only two]. He was busily crooning to himself and Mrs Bums, 
perceiving that her presence was an interruption, loitered behind 
with her little ones among the broom. Her attention was presently 
attracted by the strange and wild gesticulations of the bard, who, 
now at some distance, was agonised with an ungovernable access of 
joy. He was reciting very loud, and with the tears rolling down 
his cheeks, those animated verses beginning : 

<* Now Tam, O Tam ! had thae been queans, 
A' plnnip and strapping in their teens ! 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen. 
Been snaw- white seventeen hunder linen 1 — 



* GroM's AntiquUiu wm pablished in April 1701 with thifl acknowledgment, ' To roj 
ing*nUnu friend, Mr Robert Bums, I have been Tarioualy obligated ; he waa not only at 
the pains of marking out what was worthy of notice in Ayrshire, the county honoured by 
his birth, but he also wrote expressly for the work, the pnUy ialt annexed to AUoway 
Church.' 



LIrE AND WOREB OV BIIBNS. 

Thir breeks o' mine, my onty pair, 
Tbat anca were pluslt, o' giidtrblue hair, 
I wad line gi'eu tlieiii 011 uiy liuniieB 
For M bliok o' Che bonie buidiea '." '' 



TAM 0' SHANTER: 



When cliapman billies leave the ati'eet, 
And (Iroutliy neobore neabora meet ; 
As market ilay« nra wearing late, 
An' folk begin to tak the gate ; 
While wo sit bousing nt the nappy, 
An' gettiii fou auJ mico hnppy, fi 

We think tm on the liiiig Scots inilea,t 
The mosses, waters, alaps, and stiles, 
That He between ua and our haiue, 
Whare site out sulky sullen dame, 
Gathering her brows like gathering storm, 
Kursing her wrath to keep it warm. 



UUnty 



This truth fnnd honest Tarn o' Sliatiter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night ilid canter : 
(Aukl Ayr, wham ne'er a tow 
For honest men and bonny li 



O Tom ! hadst thou but been sae wise 

As taen thy ain wife Kate's advice ! 
She tauhl thee wcel thou was a skellum, 
A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum : 
That frae November till October 
Ae market-day thou was na sober ; 

• 'ThB >bovf,' a&yt Mr Lockli»rt, ' ia cjiiot&l from a niinuscript jou 
Mr U'Disnuid cnnnmiii the au<t<!tnent. iiikI s.Mh that the poet. hnviiiK 
vtraea to writing to Iho toj) of hi* sod-djlip ovpr the saler, came intu the 
thsm IrnniedlBCniy [n hi^h Iriiitnph at the llreiiiile.' 

t A mtlfl Scots wia loTigfr than an Bu^liali ui Imperial iiiili-. 

t An icUe-Ulking fellow. 
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That ilka melder* wi' the miller 

Thou sat as lang as thou had siller ; 

That every naig was ca*d a shoe on 

The smith t and thee gat roaring fou on ; 

That at the L — d's house, ev'n on Sunday, 

Thou drank wi' Kirkton Jean till Monday. J 

She prophesy'd that> late or soon, 

Thou wad be found deep drown'd in Doon ; 

Or catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk 

By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet 
To think how mony counsels sweet. 
How mony lengthened, sage advices 
The husband from the wife despises ! 

But to our tale : — Ae market night, 
Tam had got planted unco right ; 
Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely, fire 

Wr reaming swats, that drank divinely ; foaming— new ale 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnny, Cobbler 

His ancient, trusty, drouthy crony ; thirsty 

Tam lo'ed him like a very brither ; 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sangs and clatter ; 

* ' The qtiantity of meal ground at the mill at one time.'— Jamibson. 

t 'Oct 22, 1828 [died] at Doonfoot Mill, Mr David Watt, miller, in the sixty-eighth year 
of his age. He was school-fellow with the celebrated Robert Bums, and the last person 
baptised in Alloway Kirk.'—Magaglfu obUnary, According to local tradition, the name of 
the miller celebrated in the poem was Hugh Broun, a relative of the poet on the mother's 
side, and he lived in what is now the farmhouse of Ardlochan, then known as Damhouse. 
There also, according to the same authority, lived John Niven ' the smith,' who was the 
first person that manufactured wheel-carts in that part of the district of Garrick— cars 
or sledges having been previously used, which were dragged over the ground, without the 
intervention of wheel and axletree. 

t Tn Scotland, the village where a parish-church is situated is usually called the Kirkton. 
A certain Jean Kennedy, who, with her sister Ann, kept a reputable public-house in the 
village of Kirko^iwald, is here alluded to. The author of The Real * Souter Johnny* says, 
' Although, from the way in which she is introduced in the Tale, Jean's character may 
appear in a doubtful colour, she was notwithstanding, as welt as her younger sister, a 
woman of staid and peaceable habits, and of genteel and respectable exterior. Jean, being 
the elder sister, had the charge of the "public" department of household duties, so that 
those "drouthy neebors" who firequented the house regarded it in that light, as hers.' 
This house was known as 'The Leddies' House,' and is believed to be indicated in the 
previous line by 'L— d's House,' which met the exigencies of rhythm better than the 
TilhH;e nickname. See Vol. I., p. 49. 
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And ay tlie ale was growing better : 
The Landlady acd Tarn grew gracious 
Wi' favours Becret, sweet and precious : 
The Soutcr tauld hia queerest storioa ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready cborua : * 
The Btorni without might rair and rustle, 
Tain dill 113 mind the stornt a wliielle. 

Care, mad to see a. man sae happy, 
E'en drown'd himself amauj^ the nappy, 
Aa bees fieo hamc wi' lados o' treasure, 
Tlie minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure ; 
Kings may bo bleat, but Tarn was glorious, 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorioua 1 

Rut pleasures are like poppies spread, 
Yon Bciie the flow'r, its bloom ia shed ; 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 
A moment white — then melts for ever ; t 
Or like the borealis race 
That flit ere you can point their place ; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the atorm. 
Nae man can tether time or tido ; 
The hour approaches Tarn mann ride ; 
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stan 
That dreary hour lie mounts his beast in ; 
And sic a night he taka the road in 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 



The wind blow as 'twad blawii its last ; 
The rattlinj; show'rs rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'il 

iialie sUteA that n-hcn Hums recited the poem to him at Ell 



BLLI8LAND. 215 

That night a child might understand 
The Deil had business on his hand. 

Weel mounted on his gray mare, Meg, 
A better never lifted leg, 

Tarn skelpit on thro' dub and inin^ nuied-puddie 

Despising wind^ and rain, and fire ; 
Whiles boMing fast his gude blue bonnet ; 
Wliiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet ; hamming 
Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cares gwing 

Lest bogles catch him unawares : hobgobiim 

Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh,* 
Whare ghaists and houlets nightly cry. owii 

* ' Alloway Kirk, with its little enclosed bnrial-groand, stands beside the road from Ayr 
to Maybole, about two miles trom the former town. The church has long been roofless, 
but the walls are pretty well preserved, and it still retains its bell at the east end. Upon 
the whole, the spectator is stmck with the idea th^t the witches must have had a rather 
narrow stage for the performance of their revels, as described in the poem. The inner area 
is now divided by a partition-wall, and one part forms the fkmily burial-place of Mr Gath- 
cart of Blairston. The " winnock-bunker in the east," where sat the awAil musician of 
the party, is a conspicuous feature, being a small window divided by a thick muUion. 
Around the building are the vestiges of other openings, at any of which the hero of the 
tale may be snpposed to have looked in upon the hellish scene. Within the last few years, 
the old oaken-rafters of the kirk were mostly entire, but they have now been entirely 
taken away, to form, in various shapes, memorials of a place so remarkably signalised by 
genius. It is necessary for those who survey the ground in reference to the poem, to be 
informed that the old road from Ayr to this spot, by which Bums suppoaed his hero to 
have approached Alloway Kirk, was considerably to the west of the present one, which, 
nevertheless, has existed since before the time of Bums. Upon a field aboat a quarter of 
a mile to the north-west of the kirk, is a single tree encloaod with a paling, the last rem- 
nant of a group which covered 

" the cairn 

Whare hunters fand the murdered bairn ; * 

and immediately beyond la 

" the ford, 

Whare in the snaw the chapman smoored " 

(namely, a ford over a small bum which soon after joins the Doon>-being two places which 
Tam o' Shanter is described as having passed on his solitary way. The road then made a 
sweep towards the river, and, passing a well which trickles down into the Doon, where 
formerly stood a thom on which an individual, called in the poem *'Mungo's mither,** 
committed suicide, approached Alloway Kirk upon the west. These cirenmstanees may 
here appear trivial, but it Is surprising with what interest any visitor to the real scene will 
inquire into, and behold every part of it which can be associated, however remotely, with 
the poem of "Tam o' Shanter.** The church-yard contains several old monuments, of a very 
humble description, marking the resting-places of undistinguished persons, who formerly 
lived in the neighbourhood, and probably had the usual hereditary title to little spaces of 
ground in this ancient cemetery. Among those persotis rests William Bnraess, fkther of 
the poet, over whose grave the son had piously raised a small stone, recording his name 
and the date of his death, together with tiie short poetical tribute to his memory which is 
copied in the works of the bard. But for this monument, long ago destroyed and carried 
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By this tirao ho was 'cross the ford, 
Whiire in tho enaw the chapman smooi'd; 
And past the birks and meikle stanc 
Whare drunken Chariic hmk 'a neck-bane ; 
And thro' tho whins, and by tho cairn gorw-pHi 
Whare hunters faud the murdet'd bairn ; 
And near the tliorn, aboou tlio well, 
Whare Mungo's mither haug'd hersel. 
Before him Dooii pours all his floods, 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods ; 
The lightnings flash frao pole to pole ; 
Near and more near tho thunders roll : 
When, glinimoring thro' the groaning trees, 
Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing; en 

And loud resounded mirth and dancing. 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn I 
Whiit dniigere thou canst make us scorn ! 
Wi' tippenny,* wo fear nao evil ; 
Wi' usquabae we 'II face tlie devil ! 
Tho swats sac rcam'd in Tanimic's noddle. 
Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddlc.t 
But Jlaggie stood right sair astoniah'd. 
Till, by the heel and hand adnionish'd, 
She ventur'd forward on the light ; 
And, vow ! Tarn saw an unco sight ! in sooiu !-n 

Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 
Nae cotillion brent new frae France, ' 

■.mm\, Ihero Is now aubstltuMd oiie of soinewhBt fliiet proportions, 
d of Allo"t»y liu row become feshionablB wllh the dead u well u t 
-PS l» iibBolutely crowiled with inorteni inoniiinent*. refcrrii'E to r*™ 
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But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys and reels, 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-bunker in the oast,* 
There sat anld Nick, in shape o' beast ; 
A towzie tyke, black, grim and large, 
To gie them music was his charge : 
He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl 
Till roof and rafters a' did dirl. 
Coffins stood round, like open presses. 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And, by some devilish cantraip sleight. 
Each in its cauld hand held a light — 
By which heroic Tarn was able 
To note upon the haly table, 
A murderer's banes, in gibbet-airns ; 
Twa span-lang, wee, unchristen'd bairns ; 
A thief new-cutted frae a rape, 
Wi' his last gasp his gab did gape ; 
Five tomahawks wi* blude red-rusted ; 
Five scymitars wi* mui*der crusted ; 
A garter which a babe had strangled ; 
A knife a father's throat had mangled — 
Whom his ain son o* life bereft — 
The grey hairs yet stack to the heft ; 
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"* ' Tlie origin of this grotesque poetic conceit,' writes Mr James Tennant, Hillend Gardens, 
Glasgow, great-grandson of ' Auld Qlenconner,' ' is as follows : When our groat-grandfkther 
was at Gorton, Bridge of Doon, a Highland bullock went amissing fh>m one or other of the 
neighbouring paMturcs, strayed into the Kirk Yard, passed into the Kirk, could nowhere be 
found, and went half ma<l with hunger. A day or so after, some woman body passing the 
Kirk looked in and was salut(Kl with a fearful roar, and seeing a pair of huge horns pro* 
Jecting above the seats in which the animal had become entangled, she fled in terror and 
raised the alarm that the Deil was in the Kirk. My grandfather, who was a youngster of 
perhaps tliirteen or fourteen, was curious to see his " MiO^^^y*" *"^ recognising in him the 
missing bullock, gave the necessary information, and was present when the beast was 
extricated. Robert Burns was a boy of perhai>s eight or ten, and hearing the terrible story 
of the Kirk being invade«l by " Clootie," had it flxed in his mind, and afterwards wove it 
into the world known story of " Tam o' Shanter." In taking " Nick " out of the Kirk one of 
his horns was knocked off and was taken to Gorton. When the fkmily removed to Glen- 
Conner, the horn was brought with them, and was long used as a bolting tube for giving 
medicine to cattle. Many years after, the sexton and town-crier in Ochiltree (Peter 
Kennet) being in want of a horn for making the village proclamations, and for blowing 
through the village in the early morning to waken the villagers— clocks then being few— 
the old Alloway " Clootie " horn was then given to him, fitted with a silver mouthpiece, and 
used for years to call up the villagers to their dally work.' Tlie horn passed through 
various hands, and is now (1806) the property of Sir Charles Tenuant. 
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Wi' moir of horrible and awefu', 
Wliicli ev'n to namo wad h»s unlavfn'. 

As Tammie glowi'd, amaz'd and curious, 
Tlie mirth aiiJ fun grew fast and furious : 
The piper loud and louder blew, 
The dancers quick and quicker flew : 
They reel'd, they Bet, they crosa'd, they cleekit, 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit. 
And coost her duddios to the wark, i 

And liuket at it in her satk 1 

Now Tain, Tarn ! had thae been queans, 
A' plump and strapping in their teens ! 
Their sarks, instead a' creeshie flannon, 
Been aiiaw-whito goventeeu hundcr linnen I — • 
Tliir breeks o' mine, my only pair, 
niat nnce were plush, o' gude blue hair, 
I wild hiio si'cn llipm ofT my hardies 
For ae blink o' the bonio burdies 1 

But wither'd beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodio t hags wad ajjean J a foal, 
Lowping and flinging on a crumniock, ,^|j|( ^ni, , 
I wonder didnn tuni thy stomach. 

But Tarn kend what was what fu' brawUe : 
There was ao winsome wench and wawlie, 
That night enlisted in the core 
(Lang after kcnd on Carrick shore : 
For mony a beast to dead she shot, 
And jierish'd mony a bonny boat, 
And shook baith meiklo com and bear, t 

And hold the cotintry-atdc in fear). 
Her cutty sark, o' Paisley harti, siiort shin^ 

That while a lassie she had worn. 
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In longitude tho' sorely scanty, 
It was her best, and she was vauntie.-* 
Ah ! little kend thy reverend grannie, 
That sark she coft for her wee Nannie, 
Wr twa pund Scots (*twas a' her riches). 
Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches ! * 



proud of it 

bought 
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fold 



leaped— kicked 



But here my Muse her wing maun cour. 
Sic flights are far beyond her pow'r ; 
To sing how Nannie lap and flang 
(A souple jade she was and Strang), 
And how Tarn stood like ane bewitch'd 
And thought his very een enrich'd ; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' fain, 8*»<i*nd hitched hi. 

in n 1 •» . shouldeni in glee 

And hotch d and blew wi might and main, nquinnod 

Till iirst ae caper, syne anither, then 

Tarn tint his reason a' thegither lost— altogether 

And roars out * Weel done, Cutty-sark 1 ' 
And in an instant all was dark ; 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied. 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 
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As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke. 
When plundering herds assail their byke ; 
As open pussie*s mortal foes, 
When, pop ! she starts before their nose ; 
As eager runs the market-crowd, 
When * Catch the thief ! ' resounds aloud ; 
So Maggie runs — the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch skreech and hollow. 

Ah, Tam ! Ah, Tam ! thou '11 get thy fairin ! 
In hell they '11 roast thee like a herrin 1 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin 1 
Kate soon will be a woefu* woman ! 

* A woman, named Katie Steven or Stein, who lived a solitary life at Lalghpark, in the 
pariah of Kirkoswald, and died there in 1816, is thought to have been the personage repre* 
sented under the character of Cutty-sark. She ei\Joyed the reputation of being a good 
fortune-teller, and was rather a favourite guest among her neighbours ; yet with others, 
who knew her less, she was reputed a witch, addicted to the practices described in the 
poem. She is also said to have been an accomplice of the Garrick imugglen, and to have 
been a receiver of contraband goods. 
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Now, do thy speedy utmost, Mog, 

And win the key*stano* of the brig; n«h 

There, at tliem thou thy tail may toes : 

A Tunning Etrenm they dare Da crosH. 

But ere the key-staiia she could make, 

The tient a tail she had to tihake ! Kn uii tad >i» 

For Nannie, far before the reat, 

Hard ujKin noble Moggie prest. 

And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle : «.iriMvoi>f 

But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 

Ao spring brought off her master halo "hole 

But left Inliind her ain groy tail : 

The carlin claught her by the rump, dutcbed 

And left poor Maggie scarce a stump, 

Now, wha this tale o' truth ehail read. 
Ilk man and mother's sou, take heed : 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd. 
Or cutty sarka run in yoitr mind. 
Think ! ye may buy the joys o'er dear, 
Remember Tarn o' Shanter's mare. 

It appears that Burns originally sent liis Alloway-Kirk witch- 
stories to Captain Grose in a plain prose reeital : 

TO FRANCIS GROSE, ESQ. 

Among tlie many witch-stories 1 have heard lelating to Aloway kirk, 
1 ilintinctiy remember only two or tliree :— 

Upon a stormy niglit, amid whistling squalls of wim) and bitter blunts 
of Imil 1 ill Bliort, on bucIi a ni(;ht as the devil wmild cbuxe to take tlie 
air in ; a farmer or favmcr'n servant was |>lo<lding and plasbing home- 
ward witli Ilia jilougb iraiis on his shntihler, liavinn lieen jretling some 
repairs on tlicin at a neigh1>oiiring sinilby. Hi» way lay b}' the kirk of 
Aloway and being rather on the anxioas look-out in a[i[i notching a. 
place so well known to be a favorite liannt of llie devil and the devil's 
friend,* and emi'waries, bo was slriirk B^'linst by iliscovcrins thi-oiigb the 
liorrors of the storm and stormy niglit, a 1i;,dit vliidi, on his nearer 
approach, jibiinly sliewcd itself to proeee<l from the haimtcd ediRce. 

■ It i. a w^lMinown f»ct thit wih^hi-s, or iiny nil spiriW, have no p™>T In folloii- a poor 
wight nny firlher tlian U.8 middla of 111* noit niiininE-etn-ain. It may br proper likewiw 
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Whether he liad been fortified from above on his devout supplication, as is 
customary with people when they suspect the immediate presence of 
Satan ; or whether, according to another custom, he had got courageously 
drunk at the smithy, I will not pretend to determine ; but so it was that 
lie ventured to go up to, nay into, the very kirk. As good luck would 
have it liis temerity came off unpunished. 

The members of the infernal junto were all out on some midniglit 
business or other and he saw nothing but a kind of kettle or caldron, 
depending from the roof, over the fire, simmering some lieads of un- 
christened children, limbs of executed malefactora, &c, for the business 
of the night. It was in for a penny, in for a pound, with the honest 
ploughman : so without ceremony he unhooked the caldron from off the 
fire, and pouring out the damnable ingredients, inverted it on his head 
and carried it fairly home, where it remained long in the family, a living 
evidence of the truth of the story. 

Another story, which I can prove to be equally authentic, was as 
follows : — 

On a market day in the town of Ayr, a farmer from Carrick and con- 
sequently whose way lay by the very gate of Aloway kirk-yard, in order 
to cross the river Doon at the old bridge, which is about two or three 
hundred yards farther on than the said gate, had been detained by his 
business till by the time he reached Aloway it was the wizard hour 
between night and morning. 

Though he was terrified with a blaze streaming from the kirk, yet as 
it is a well-known fact that to turn back on these occasions is running by 
far the greatest risk of mischief, he prudently advanced on his road. 
When he had reached the gate of the kirk-yard, he was surprised and 
entertained, through the ribs and arches of an old gothic window, which 
still faces the highway, to see a dance of witches merrily footing it 
round their old sooty blackguard master, who was keeping them all alive 
with the power of his bagpipe. The farmer, stopping his horse to observe 
them a little, could plainly descry the faces of many old women of his 
acquaintance and neighbourhood. How the gentleman was dressed, 
tradition does not say ; but the ladies were all in their smocks, and 
one of them happening unluckily to have a smock which was considei-ably 
too short to answer all the purpose of that piece of dress, our farmer was 
so tickled that he involuntarily burst out, with a loud laugh, * Weel luppen 
[well leaped], Maggy wi' the short sark ! * and recollecting himself, 
instantly spurred his horse to the top of his speed. I need not mention 
tlie universally-known fact that no diabolical power can pursue you 
beyond the middle of a running stream. Lucky it was for the poor 
farmer that the river Doon was so near, for notwithstanding the speed of 
his horse, which was a good one, against he reached the middle of the arch 
of the bridge and consequently the middle of the stream, the pursuing 
vengeful hags were so close at his heels that one of them actually sprung 
to seize him ; but it was too late, nothing was on her side of the stream 
but the horse's tail, which immediately gave way at her infernal grip, as 
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if blasted by » stroke of liflilning ; Irat Iho farmer wim beyond her 
reach. Howciver, ilis un«iglitJy, tuil-lew eauditba of the vigorous 
■teed n-as to the lut hour of tlie ouble creature's lite an awful waruing 
to the Carrick farmers not to st«,y too late io Ayr inarketa. 

The lH«t relation I shall (pve, tliuugh equally true, is not so \ 
iilfiililieil OS the two former, ivitli regard to tli« scene ; but b.s the heat 
autliorities give it for Aloway, I shall relate it :— 

On a suiiiroer's evening, alnut tlic time Clmt nature puts on tier sables 
W inoui-n the expiry of the cheerful day, a t^liepherd boy lielonging ti 
farmer in the iniiuediate ueigliboiirliood of Aloway Kirk hod jusl folded 
Ilis cliar^'e and was returning home. As he [lowsed tlie kirk, in 
adjoining fiehl, he fell in witli a cren> of men and wimien, who were busy 
pulling stems of the plant llngworU He obMrred that as each pei'son 
pnllcil a Ragwort, lis or she |ti>t astride of it and called out ' up hursie I ' 
ou which llie Itogwurt Hew off, like Pegasus, through the ^r wiiU its 
rider. The foolish tjoy likewise pulled his Ra);"'0''t' '*■"' <^"^ "''''' ^^^ 
rest 'np, liorHie I' ntiil, strange to tell, away he Hew with the company. 
Tlie lirat stage at whicli the cavaleiide Btopt was a Merchant's wine 
cellar in Bordeaux, wliere, without saying by your leave, they qualTed 
away at the liest the cellar could nflbrd, until the morning, foe to 
imps anil works of darkness, threatened to throw light on the niai 
and fi'ight«ne<l them from their caroutiala. 

The poor shcphcril lail, being ec|nally a sti-anser to the scene and tlie 
liquor, heedlessly got himself drunk ; and when the rent took lioise, he 
fell asleep and was found so next day by some of the jieople belonging 
to the Mei'cliant. Somelsxly that undeititood Scotch, asking him wliat 
he wrui, he said he was such-a-one's herd in Aloway, and by some means 
or other getting home again, he lived long to tell llie world the wondrous 
tale.— I am, Ac, Ac. R. a* 



It is commonly believed in Ayrshire tliat there was a real Turn 
and a real Router Johnny, and that the poem was based on a 
fiction of Tarn's. The traditional belief, to which allusion has 
already been iiiodo (Vol. I., p. 49), is that ' the hero was an 
honest farmer named Douglas Graham, who lived at Shanter, 
between Tumberry and Culzean. His wife, Helen M'Taggart, 
was very sujjerstitious and irritable. Graham, di'aling in malt, 
went to Ayr every market-Jay, wliither lio ^va3 frequently 
accompanied by a shoeninking neighbour, John Davidson.t 
originally of Glonfoot in Aniloclian, who had settled in Kirkos- 
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wald, who dealt a little in leather. The two would often linger 
to a late hour in the taverns at the market-town. In the High 
Street, Ayr, there still stands the "Tam o' Shanter" Tavern, 
which claims to have been the scene of the memorable orgie. 
One night, when riding home alone later than usual, in a 
storm of wind and rain, Graham, in passing over Brown Carrick 
Hill near the Bridge of Doon, lost his bonnet, which contained 
the money which he had drawn that day at the market. To 
avoid the scolding of his wife, he imposed upon her credulity 
with a story of witches seen at Alloway Kirk, but did not fail to 
return to the Carrick Hill to seek for his money, which he had 
the satisfaction to find with his bonnet in a plantation near the 
road. It is supposed that Bums, when in his youth living among 
the Carrick farmers at Kirkoswald, became acquainted with 
Graham and Davidson, studied their eccentnc habits, and heard 
of their various adventures, including that of Alloway Kirk, 
though perhaps without learning that it was a husband's im- 
position upon a too credulous wife.' * 



Mrs Dunlop had this summer lost a son-in-law. Her daughter 
Susan had married a French gentleman named Henri (or Henry), 
of good birth and fortune, and the young couple lived happily at 
Loudoun Castle, in Ayrshire. On June 22d, Henri succumbed to 
a severe cold. His wife gave birth to a son and heir in the 
subsequent November.t 

TO MBS DUNLOP. 

Elusland, November 1790. 

' As cold waters to a thirsty soul, so is good news from a far country.' 
Fate, or Providence, or whatever is the tnie Appellation for the Power 

* Douglas Onhara (bom 1788, died 1811) and John DtvidMn (born 1728, died 1806). the 
suppoeed originalH of Tam o' Shanter and Souter Johnny, are boried In the churchyard of 
KirkoBwald. Of Douglas Graham, Dr Charles Rogers (The Book of Robert Burnt, vol. i.) 
writes : ' Our flriend, Mrs Finlay of Helensburgh, a nonagenarian, knew Douglas Graham 
in her childhood, and dencribes him as a flne-looking old man with a sanguine complexion ; 
he wore a wig and talked humorously.' Of John Davidson, Dr Roger writes : ' The Souter 
was reputed for hiti Jests and smart sayings. When some one asked him whether he did 
not apprehend that in the progress of discovery shoemaking might cease, he quaintly 
answered, " My craft will continue so long as calves are bom with heads and bairns are 
boni barefoot" Douglas Graham's wife died in 1796 at the age of 56.' 

t ' November 15th. 1790. Birth, at Loudoun Castle, Mrs Henry, widow of James Henry, 
Esq. of Beroadean, of a woiu'—ScoU MagoMliu, 
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who presides over and Jirecta tlie nffaira of tliiH our world \iag long o 
me a letter of gooil nswa innu yoii, in return for the many titlingit o( 
BoiTuw and woe which I have received from you. In this instwice I 
most coiitially obey the a|>nst1e — 'Rejoice with them that do rejoice.' 
For ine (o sing for joy is iio new thing ; bat to preaeA for joy, as I Uave 
done in ths eomnienceinetit of this EpiHtle, in a pilch of ektravagant 
rapture to which I never rose before. 

I read yoar letter— I literally fumjitd for jbp— how could sach a 
mercurial creature as a Poet lumpislily keep hlsfieat on the receipt of tlie 
best news from his best Friend?— I seized my gilt-lieaded Wangee* rotl, 
an instrument indtepenBably uecee«ary, in i[iy left hand, in the iiiotii 
of [iispiration and rupture — and stride — stride — ^qulck and quicker — out 
skipt I among the broomy banks of Nitli to muse over my joy by retail. 
To keep within the lioundii of Prose was impossible. Mrs LitUe's is a 
nioi-e elegant, but not a more sincere, ComplinieDt tu the sweet little 
fellow than 1, extempore almost, poui-ed ont to him in the follow 



OJJ THE BIRTH OF A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, BOBN IN 
PECULIAR CIRCUMSTANCES OF FAMILY-DISTRESS. 

Sweet fluw'ret, pledge o' meikle love mucii 

And ward o' iiiony a prayer, 
What heart o' ataiio wad thou na move, 

Sae helpless, sweet and fair ! 

November hirples o'er the lea, iiiu|>a 

Chill, on tliy lovi-ly form ; 
And gane, alaa ! the shelt'ring tree 

Should shield thee frae the storm ! 

Mny He, who gives the min to pour 

And wings the blast to blaw, 
Protect thee frae the driving show'r. 

The bitter frost and siiaw ! 



Jfay Ho, tho friend of woe and want, 
Who lieals life's various stounds. 

Protect and guard tho mother plant 
And heal her cruel wounds ! 
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But late she flourish'd, rooted fast^ 
Fair on the summer mom, 

Now feebly bends she in the blast — 
Unsheltered and forlorn. 

Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Unscath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent-stem 
Arise to deck our Land ! * 



I am much flattered by your approbation of my ' Tarn o' Shanter,' 
which you express in your former letter; tho*, by the bye, you load 
me in that said letter witli accusations heavy and many, to all wliich 
I plead. Not guilty! Your bookt is, I hear, on the road to reach me. 
As to the printing of Poetry : when you prepare it for the Press you 
have only to spell it right and place the capital letters properly, as 
to the punctuation, the Printers do that themselves. 

I have a copy of * Tarn o' Shanter * ready to send you by the first oppor- 
tunity : it is too heavy to send by Post. 

I heard of Mr Corbet :t lately. He, in consequence of your recom- 
mendation, is most zealous to serve me. Please favor me soon with an 
account of your good folks ; if Mrs Henri is recovering, and the young 
gentleman doing well. I am ever, my dear Friend and honored 
Patroness, Yours sincerely, Robt. Burns. 



The subsequent history of Mrs Henri and her son is in some 
points worth telling. In a subsequent letter, Burns deplores her 
dangerous and distressing situation in Franco, exposed to the 
tumults of the Revolution; and he has soon after occasion to 
condole with his venerable friend on the death of her daughter. 
The orphan child fell under the immediate care of his paternal 
grandfather, who, however, was soon obliged to take refuge 
in Switzerland, leaving the infant behind him. Years passed; 
he and the Scotch friends of the child heard nothing of it, 
and concluded that it was lost. At length, when the elder 
Henri was enabled to return to his estates, he had the satisfaction 
of finding that his grandson and heir was alive and well, having 

* This poem was first published in the Scots Magaxint for December 1798. 
t Mrs Dunlop was about to print for private circulation a few sketches of her own, In 
prose and verse. 
I One of the Supervisors-general of Excise. 

VOL. IlL 
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never been removed from tho placa. The diilil liad been 
protected and iHiared with the greatest care by a Mademoiselle 
Suscttc, formerly a doraeatic in the family, who mipported 
him by her own industry, and never allowed the youngster 
to forget that be was an 'aristocrat.' He afterwards succeeded 
to the family estates, and Mademoiselle Suaett« spent the rest 
of Iicr days in the mansion in honour and comfort. 



CHAPTER III. 




ELLISTJIND, 1791. 

XTRNS was now very busy with his excise duties, but he did 
not allow many days of the new year to pass before writ- 
ing to two of his Edinbui^h friends. The tone of these 
letters is depressing. Bums writes like a man who was 
not only oppressed with work and care, but who was not at peace 
with himself. Such feelings it will subsequently be seen Bums 
had only good reason to cherish. Even this will hardly account 
for * the hearty blast of execration ' in the letter to Hill which ho 
says * is to the mind what breaking a vein is to the body.' There 
is reason to believe that about this time Bums had been insulted — 
or fancied ho had been insulted — by 'some man of family and 
fortune' in Dumfriesshire, whose name, however, has not been 
made known. 



TO WILLIAM DUNBAR, ESQ., W.8. 

Ellisland, Vth January ITVl, 

I am not gone to Elysinm, most noble Colonel,* but am still liere in 
this sublunary world, Rerving my God by propagating his image and 
honouring my king by begetting liim loyal subjects. 

Many happy returns of the season await my friend ! May the thorns 
of care never beset his path I May peace be an inmate of hit* bosom 
and rapture a frequent visitor of his soul I May the blooillionnds of 
minfortune never track his steps nor the screech-owl of sorrow alarm 
his dwelling ! May enjoyment tell thy hours and pleasure number thy 
days, thou friend of the Bard ! * Blessed be he that blesseth tliee and 
cursed be he that curseth thee ! ! !* 

* So styled m president of the CrochallAn Fendblai. 
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Ab a farther proof that I am BtUl in the land of exbtenee, I Mnd yon 
a poem,* the latest I have (»nipoeed. 1 have a particular reason for 
wishing yoQ only to bIiow it lo select friends, should yon think it worthy 
a friend's perusal ; but if, at yonr Snt leisure hour, you will favour me 
with yoor opinion of, and strictares on, the performance, it will be an 
additional obligation on, Dear Sir, Your deeply indebted humble 
MTvant, EL B. 



TO MR PBTSR HILL. 

Klliiuhd, irtt AitmrirlTftl. 

Take these three t guineas and place them over againnt tliat damned 
account of youis, which liaa gagged my mouth these live or six months t 
I can as little write good things as write apologise to the man I owe 
money to. O the supreme curse of making three guineas do the basiness 
of five 1 Not all the laliors of Hercules ; not all tlie Hebrews' three 
centuries of Egyptian Imnilage, were such an insuperable bnsineai, such 
an infernal task 1 1 

Poverty I tliou lislf-sister of Death, thou cousin-germon of Hell t 
where shall I find force of execration eqnal to thy demerits T By thee, 
the venerable Ancient, though in this innidious obscurity grown hoary in 
the practice of every virtue under heaven, now laden with yeara and 
w re tchednev, implores froniaat«ny-heart«ilson of Mammon, wliosenun of 
prosperity never knew Acloud,alittle, little aid to supjiort his very exist- 
ence anil IH Iiy liim denleil and insulteil. Ity thee, the man of sentiment, 
wliose heart glows with independence and incite with sensibility, inly 
pines .under the neglect, or writhes, in hittemeM of soul, under the 
contumely of arrogant, iinfcelinfi wealth. Uy thee, the man of Genius, 
whose ill-Htarnnl ambition plants liim at the tables of the fa^liionable 
and polite, niOHt sec, in siiflering silence, liis remark neglected and his 
person deKpiseil, while shallow (irentness, in liis idiot attempts at wit, 
shall meet with countenance anil applaime. Nor is it only the family of 
Worth that have reason to complain of thee : the children of Folly and 
Vice, though in common with tlicc the oHnpring of Evil, smart equally 
under tliy roil. Owing to thee, the nian of itnfiirtnnate disposition and 
neglected education is cimdcmne<l as a foi>l for his dissipation ; despised 
and Bhnnncil hh a needy wretch when his fi>llies, as uniin,l, lia\'e brought 
him to want; and when his unprincipled nctcessities drive him to dis- 
honest practices, he is ahliiirreil as a miscreant and perisheB by the 
jnetice of liis country. 

But fur othemiKe is the lot of the man of family and fortune. Hit 
early extravagances and follies are lire and spirit ; kii consequent wants 
are the embarrassments of an honest fellow ; and when, to remedy the 
matter, he sets out with a legal commission to plunder distant provinces 

• 'T»mo'8h»nUr,' 

I In ths orislnil Kcoiint Itlll «it*n £>, St. to Bamn't erollt imiirr Jiniiiry SO, ITSt, 
leaving s bslsnce to <lstdt of a, T. U. 
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and massacre peaceful nations, he retunis laden with the spoils of rapine 
and murder ; lives Avicked and respected, and dies a Villain and a Lord. 
Nay, worst of all — alas for helpless woman ! the needy wretch Avho Avas 
shivering at the comer of the street, Avaiting to earn the wages of casual 
prostitution, is ridden down hy the chariot-Avheels of the Coroneted 
RIP, hurrying on to tlie adulterous assignation ; she who, Avithout the 
same necessities to plead, riots nightly in the same guilty trade ! ! 1 

Well ! divines may say of it what tliey please ; hut I maintain that a 
hearty hlast of execration is to the mind what breaking a vein is to the 
body ; the overloaded sluices of both are wonderfully relieved by their 
respective evacuations. I feel myself vastly easier tlian Avhen I began 
my letter and can now go on to business. You will be so good then as 
send, by tlie fii'st Dumfries carrier, all, or as many as you have by you, 
of the following books. I am, &c. K. B. 



It would appear that by this time Bums's little capital was 
all but exhausted, and then he had begun to be just a little 
behindhand with the world. He certainly was easy about money 
down to the early part of 1790, Avhen he offered assistance to his 
youngest brother William. Even in the fall of that year, when 
William's death in London made an unexpected call upon him, 
payment was promptly made.* We learn from this letter that 
Bums had for some months before the close of 1790 been incon- 
veniently short of cash. It is, nevertheless, equally true and 
curious that Burns figured at this period as an accommodator or 
creditor. The debtor Avas Alexander Grombie, a builder at Dal- 
swinton, who had erected the farm-edifices at Ellisland, and whom 
Bums had probably found to be a good man struggling with 
the difficulties of inadequate capital. A bill Avas draAvn by 
Burns for £20, under date 'Dumfries, December 15, 1790,' at 
three months, and accepted by Grombie. It was indorsed by 
Bums to Mr David Staig, provost of Dumfries, and agent for 
the Bank of Scotland. An instmment of protest for non-payment 
of this bill, draAvn up on the 18th of March 1791, shows that 
Grombie had not been ready to withdraw it at the proper 
time. This, after the lapse of some time, had been intimated 
to the poet by a letter from Mr James Grocie, an officer in the 
bank. 

* This appears from a letter found among Burns's papers : ' To Mr Robkrt Bdrns.— Sir, 
I received your favour of the 5th instant this day, containing a biU for the money expended 
in your deceased brother's sickness and funeral. Wishing you all health and happiness, I 
am, sir, your very huuible servant, W. Barber.— Strand, Oet. 8, 1780.' 
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Sir— 1 hare your letter aneiit Cromble's bill. Your forbearance liM 
been very );rDat. 1 ilid Hto eummhiiiuihIuU tlie tliiiughlleos fellow, tie asks 
till WedneacUy week. If lie fail, I pny il iiiytwlf. In the m<ianttmo, if 
Inn iiiti)^ and caption be absolutely ueceti«ary, grip him by the ued^, and 
vxkumr,. Yonn. Eobekt Birsss. 

]t may also be niunlionoJ that Pet«f Hill siyned a quittance for 
piiymuLit ill full to Burns, on 5lh December 1791, wheu the {loct 
was probably euiuewbat more in fuuila by the sale of bia farming 
ufTecta. The Bum was £S, 16a. 8d. The booka which Bnrna had 
obtained were the following : Lellern on the Rcliffioii Eauential to 
Alii/i ; Pert/grille Pickle; Coanl Faihom; Jjiiaicdot Grtaves ; a 
Fnmily Bible (£2) ; Juhuenn'ft EmjluJi Dietianary, Svo edition ; 
Shrtl(t«]ware ; Osaian'a Poemn; Smallie's Philonnihn of Natural 
History; The World; Giirnck'a Works; Cibbor's Works— all of 
these prior to Mareh 6, 1790 ; the remainder on the 20lli January 
1791 — The A<lveiilui-er ; Arabian Niijlitg' EiitertniMiieiilg ; Jomph 
AiKlrcm ; Rmhrich Ra-ruloia ; The Sculs Worthies; Mmi-wn of 
Modern Divlu it y ; Colo On Gotl'd iioBerri\ptiy ; Newton's Letters ; 
Confession of FuHh; Boyle's Voyayes ; Blair's Sermons; Guthrie's 
Grammar ; Buchau'a Do»ieetir, Medicine ; Price On Providenre. ami 
Prayer; Don Quijcite. ; The Idler. Tlie amount includes 
£1, 1 Is. 6d. for a copy of Ainsliu's Map of Scotland, on rollers. 

TO ALEXASDEK CUNKINGRAM, ESIJ. 

Blliblakd, ltd January irel. 

Many happy returns of the season to you, my dear friend 1 As riiany 
of tlie t'ood tbiiigx uf this life as is consistent witli tlie usual mixture of 
goo<l nud evil in the cup of Beiuf; I 

I have just finiBlieil a poem ('Tarn o' Sbnnter'] wliicli you will receive 
encliiHed. It is my Rrst eiuay in tlic way of talcs. 

1 have tliese sevcial niontbs Ikh'ii Iianmicritig at an elegy on the 
amialde and accumplislied MIhs liiirnet.* I liave i^t, and can get, no 
farther than the following fragment, on wbicli please giie nie your 
■trictines. In all kinds of poetic composition, I set gi-eat store by your 
o|)inLon ; but in sentimental verses, ill the {Hieti'v of the heart, no Itoman 
Catholic ever set more value on the infallibility of the Holy Father 
than I do on yours. 

I mean the introductory cou])lets as text veraes, 

■ Kid Buiwtt divl til coiuumiiCioii, 17Ui June 17KI. 
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ELEGY 

ON THE LATE MISS BURNET OF MONBODDO. 

life ne'er exulted in so rich a prize 

As Burnet, lovely from her native skies ; 

Nor envious Death so triumph'd in a blow 

As that wluch laid th' accomplish'd Burnet low. 

Thy form and mind, sweet Maid, can I forget ! 

In richest ore the brightest jewel set ! 

In thee, high Heaven above was truest shown, 

As by His noblest work the Grodhead best is known. 

Li vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye groves I 
Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery shore, 

Ye woodland choir that chant your idle loves, 
Ye cease to charm : Eliza is no more ! 

Ye heathy wastes, immix'd with reedy fens ; 

Ye mossy streams, with sedge and rushes stor'd ; 
Ye rugged clifis, o'erhanging dreary glens, 

To you I fly — ye with my soul accord. 

Princes, whose cumbix)us pride was all their worth. 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail ; 
And thou, sweet Excellence ! forsake our earth 

And not a Muse with honest grief bewail ! 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's pride, 
And Virtue's light, that beams beyond the spheres ; 

But like the sun eclips'd at morning-tide 
Thou left'st us, darkling in a world of tears. 

The Parent's heart that nestled fond in thee, | 

That heart how sunk, a prey to grief and care ! 

So deckt the woodbine sweet yon aged tree ; 
So, rudely i-avish'd, left it bleak and bare ! * 

Let me hear from you soon. Adieu ! RoBT. BtT&NS. 

* Tlie last verse was not given in the letter to Cunningham. The poet added it on aend- 
Ing a copy of the poem to lira Dunlop. (See auooeeding letter.) 



BLLRiLuni, T>t Mniafy ITH. 

When I t«ll you, Mttdam, that by a fall, not from my lioree but with 
my Iiiime, I have been a cri[i]>1(! some time, and tliat this is llie lirat day 
my arm and hand liave been able to Bene me in writing ; you will allow 
that it ifl too good An apology for my Meniingly ongrateful silence. I 
am now getting better and am able to rhyme a little, which impliw 
Boiiie tolerable ease, an 1 cannot think that tho most poetic genius ia 
able to compose ou the i-ock. 

I do not remember if ever I tnentionml to yoii iny having an idea of 
com]>osi[ig an elegy on the late Miss Burnet of Monbnildo. I had the 
honor of being pretty well acijuiuntvil with her and have tteldom felt ao 
mucli at the loss of an ac(|uaintance as when I heard that ao amiable 
anil accomplished a piece of God's wotka was no more. 1 have aa yet 
({one no farther tliau tho following fragment, of which please let uie have 
your opinion. You know that elegy in a subject so much exhausted, 
that any new idea on the businesB is not to be expected : 'tis well if vie 
can place an old idea ia a new light. How far I have succeeded aa to 
tliis last, you will judge from what follows. 

[El<^ on the late Miss Butnel of Monboildo.]* 

1 have proceeded no further. 

Your kind letter, with your kind reniembninee of your godson, came 
safe. The Inst, Madam, is scarcely what my pride can liear. As to the 
little fellow, he is, partiality apart, the fiiiCKt boy 1 have of a long time 
seen. He ia now seventeen months old, has (he small-pox and measles 
over, has cut several teeth and yet never had a giaiii of doctor's drugs 
in liis iHiwels. 

I am truly happy to hear that the ' little floweret' is blooming so fresh 
and fiur and that the 'mother-plant' is rather rccoveiing her drooping 
head. Soon and well may her 'cruel wounds' be henleil ! 1 have 
written thus far with a good deal of diHiculiy. When I get a little abler 
you shall bear further froin, Madani, Youis, 



The Kev. Arcliibnld Alison, for many years minister of one 
of tlio Eiiiscopal cliapols in Edinljurgli, had in 1700 piiblislied 
Ensayi on the Naliire and Priiiciiitet of 7'ante, wliicli, in advocating 
tho ' association ' theory of the Snblinie and Beautiful, liave 
enjoyed sonietliing more than nn ephemeral celebrity. Having 
met Burns in Edinburjjh in 1789, he sent a copy of the book to 
£11 island. 



TO THB REV. ARCHIBALD ALISON, BDtNBURaH.* 
BLLULjtm, Nus QuHnuia, IM Fa. 1T9I. 

Sir— YoQ luaat by this lime ]iav« set me down as one of tlie most 
aograteful of iiieo. You did me the honor to present nie with a. book, 
whicii does liouor to science and the intellectual poweiB of man, and I 
have not even so ninch as acknowledged the receipt of it. The fact ia, 
yon yourself are to lilaiiie for it. Flattered as I was by your telling me 
that you wished to have itiy opinion of the ivurk, the old Bpiritual enemy 
of mankind, who knows well that vanity is one of the sins that most 
easily beset me, put it into my head to [Kinder over the performance with 
the look-out of a critic and to draw up, forsooth, a deep-learned digest 
of strictares on a composition of which, in fact, until I read the book, 
I did not even know the first principles. I own. Sir, that at first glance 
several of yonr propositions startled me as paradoxical. That the martial 
clangor of a trnmpet had something in it vastly more grand, heroic and 
sublime than the twingle-t wangle of a Jew's-harp ; that the delicate 
flexure of a rose-twig, when the half-blown flower is heavy with the teon 
of the dawn, was infinitely more beautifnl and elegant tlian the upright 
stub of a burdock ; and that from something innat« and independent of 
all associations of ideas ;— these I had set down as irrefragable, orthodox 
trnths, until perusing your book shook my faith. In short. Sir, except 
Euclid's EUmtats of Geometry, wiiich I had made a shift to unravel by 
my father's flre-side, in the winter evenings of the first season I held the 
plough, I never read a book which gave me such a quantnm of informa- 
tion and added so much to niy stock of ideas as your Ettayt on the 
Frineiplet of Ttate. One thing, Sir, you must far)^ve my mentioning 
as an uncommon merit in the work : I mean the langnage. To clothe 
abstract philosophy in elegance of style sounds something like a contia- 
dictjon in terms ; but you have convinced me that they are qnite com- 
patible. 

I inclose you some poetic bagatelles of my late compoeitioD.t The 
one in print is my flr«t essay in the way of telling a tale. I am. Sir, 
&c R. B. 

This is the letter which Diigald Stewart, in a commtinicatioD to 
Currie, eayB he read with eomo flurpriee, as proving that Burne, 

• Archibald Aliaon (nST-lBSB), bom In B<tlnburgh ; educntsil at Olisgov UnlvNiltir 
■n<IB«1lio1 College, Oiford; took Anglican onlsn In 17S4; arier holding varioui pnlBr- 
inenta In Bni^land leinovsd to Bdinbuish; retired Ttuns thi Bplscapal inlnlltry In I«S1. 
He ma lather of Sir Archlbalil Allium 0~^-ie67 
Oenermi Sir Anhlbald Allion (bom l»U). who led 1 
Tel-al-Keblr. 



the original copyofAuld I^ng Byne," which tfa« b*nl gait bfm, till It literally rail 
plwea In hia waiilcoat-piKket.'— air Archibald AIIiou'b Somi AacmHl oj Itt ^tfi " 
WrUlngi, vol. IL, p. iM. 



LtPB ANU WOBKB OF BURKa 



altbougli b» had imt reculvod u uiiivereity education, had formed 
' a distinct concqitioii u( tiio suvtral principles of t!ic doclriuu of 
cusMcialioa.' 



TO Uim UK A II AM or FI»TKV. 

Mauam— Wlietlier it ia tliat the alory nt our Mary Queen «( SooLs 
liaa a (locnliiu' eirec.t mi the fveliutn* of a ]>oet or wlietiier I Lave iu the 
iriclo»e<l Utlioil succewlud liej'unil my usimI piwlic HDCcua', I knuw uot ; 
but il liim pleuieil mo Iwyund AD)r cffurt of my muse for a. goul wliile 
piuit : on lliftl ftccuiint I iucloee it iiarticulnrly to you. It ia true tlio 
purity of my motivM luay l>o auapected. I aui sireiuly deeply indcbl^l 
to Mr Uraliaiu'H jfooilnewi : ami, whut in the utual ioay> of uuii is of 
itilinitely greater iiuporUuiM, Mr O. cad do me aeniee of the utmost 
iniportautre In time to come. I wan bom a |inor do;; : aJiJ however I niny 
occasionally pick a better Ikuiq than I u^^ to do, I know I niiutt livo 
and die ^loor ; imt I will indiil^'e Iho Qattering fuith that my poetry will 
considerably out lit i' uiy jxivi'ttv ; and without niiy fiiHtian nlfccUiLtion of 
spirit 1 can promise and allinti Umt it must be no oi-diuary cravinf; of 
the latter nbiill ever make me do any tiling injurious to the liuncst fame 
of the furiiier. Wliatever may be niy failings, for failings are a part of 
Innnan nature, may they ever Ite tliow of a generous heart and an 
indegienilent mind. It U no fault of mine that I was borti to dependence ; 
nor is it Mr Cmhani's chiefeftt praise that he can connnond influence ; 
but it ia his merit to Iiestow, not only with the kindness of a brollier but 
with the iHiliteiiPRH of a gentleman; ami 1 trust it shall be mine to 
receive with thankfulness and remember with nndiminislied gratitude. 

R. U. 
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LAMENT OF MAHY QUEEN OF SCOTS, 
ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

Now Nature lianj,'3 her niautle grecii 

Oil every iiJootiiiiiR true, 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'lt tlie Kfassy lea ; 
Now Plioelms cheers tlio crystal streams 

Ajid ^lada the nziira skies ; 
But noupht can glad the weary wight 

That fast iti duiance lies. 



ELUSLAND. 

Now laverocks wake the merry mom, 

Aloft on dewy wing ; 
The merle, in his noontide bow'r, 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis mild wi' many a note 

Sings drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejoice^ 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 

Now blooms the lily by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae ; 
The hawthorn 's budding in the glen 

And milk-white is the slae : 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 
Lut I, the Queen of a' Scotland, 

Maun lie in prison strong. 

I was the Queen o' bonie France, 

Where happy I hae been ; 
Fu' lightly rase I in the mom, 

As blythe lay down at e*en : 
And I 'm the sovereign of ScotUind, 

And mouy a traitor there 1 
Yet here I lie in foreign bands 

And never-ending care. 

But as for thee, thou false woman, 

My sister and my fae. 
Grim vengeance yet shall whet a sword 

That thro' thy soul shall gae ! 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee, 
Nor th' balm that draps on wounds of woe 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 

My son ! my son ! may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine ; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign 

That ne'er wad blink on mine 1 
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God keep thee fne thy mother's faea 

Or turn their hearts to thee ; 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend, 

Remember him for me ! 

O I Boon, to me, may summer«una 

Nao mair hght up the mom ! 
Nae mail to mo the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow com ! 
And in the narrow house o' death 

Let winter round me rave ; 
And the next flow'rs that deck the spring 

filoom on my peaceful grave. 



TO DR JOHN MOOBE. 

EuLiauHD. HUH DuHntiES, ISIA Fdi. I'm. 

I do not know, Sir, whether you are a subecriber to Grose'e AntiquilUi 
of Scollaiul. If you are, tlie iuclotted poem will not be alto(,'ethcr new 
to you. Captaiu Grooe AM me the favor to aend me a iloiea copies of 
the pruof-sheot, of whicli tliis ia one. Should you have read the piece 
before, sliU this will answer the principal end I have in view ; it will 
(■ivo nie another opjwrtunity of thanking you for all your goodness to 
the rustic l>ard ; and alno of aliewing you that the abilities you have 
been {>leascd to connnend and patroniiee are still employed in the way 
you wihIi. 

The ' Klegy on CsptAin Henderson ' is a tribiito to the memory of a niiui 
I loved much. I'oets have in this the aeiiie advantage as Itoman 
Catholics ; they can be of service to their fiieiids after tliey hai'e jiast 
that lioume where all other kiiidneea ceases to lie of avail. Whetlier, 
after all, either the one or the other be of any real service to tbe dead 
is, I foor, veiy problematical ; but I am sure they are highly gratifying 
to tlie living : and as a very orthodox text, I forget where, in Scripture, 
says '^Vhatsoever is not of failh, is siu,' ho say I, whatsoever is not 
detrimental to society and is of positive enjoyment, in of t!od, the giver 
of all gnmt IhingH, and ought to lie receiveil and enjoyed liy liis creatures 
with tliankful delight. As almost all my rellfpous tenets originate fitrni 
my heart, I am won<lerfa]ly pleased with the idea that I can still keep 
up a tender intercourve with the dearly -beloved friend ot still more 
dearly -lieloved mistress who is gone to the world of spirits. 

Tlie ballad on Queen Mary was begun while I was busy with Percy's 
Reliqiies of Englisli Poetry. By the way, how much is eveiy honest 
heart which has a tincture of Caledonian prejudice obliged to yon for 
your gtoiious story of BiKkamm and Targe I Twae an unequivocal proof 
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of your loyal gallantry of soul, giving * Targe' the victory. I should 
have been mortified to the ground if you had not.* What a rocky- 
hearted, perfidious succubus was that Queen Elizabeth I Judas Iscariot 
Avas a sad dog to be sure, but still his demerits sink to insignificance 
compared witli the doings of the infernal Bess Tudor. Judas did not 
know, at least Avas by no means sure, what and who that Master was : 
his turpitude was simply betraying a worthy man who had ever been a 
good Master to him, a degree of turpitude which has ever been undone 
by many of his kind since. Iscariot, poor wretch, was a man of nothing 
at all per annum, and by consequence, thirty pieces of silver was a very 
serious temptation to him. But, to give but one instance, the Duke of 
Queensberry, the other day, just played the same trick to his kind 
master, tho' his Gi*ace is a man of tliirty thousand a year and come to 
that imbecile period of life when no temptation but avarice can be 
supposed to aft'ect liim. 

I have just read over, once more of many times, your Zeluco.f I 
marked with my pencil, as I went along, eveiy passage that pleased me 
particularly above the rest; and one, or two I think, which, with humble 
deference, I am disposed to think unequal to the merits of the book. 
I have sometimes thought to transcribe these marketl passages, or at 
least so much of them as to point Avhere they are, and send them to yon. 
Original strokes that strongly depict the human heart is your and 
Fielding's province, beyond any other novelist I have ever perused. 
Richardson, indeed, might perhaps l>e excepted ; but, unhappily, his 
dramatis persona: are beings of some other world ; and, however they may 
captivate the inexperienced, romantic fancy of a boy or a girl, they Avill 
ever, in proportion as we have made human nature our study, dissatisfy 
our riper yeare. 

As to my private concerns, I am going on, a mighty tax-gatherer before 
the Lord and have lately had the interest to get myself ranked on the 
list of excise as a supervisor. I am not yet employed as such, but in a 
few yeai-8 I shall fall into the file of supervisorship by seniority. I have 
had an immense loss in the death of the Earl of Glencaim, the patron 
from whom all my fame and good fortune took its rise. Independent of my 

• In Dr Moore's novel, Buchanan represente the Lowland Puritan feeling of Scotland, 
Targe the Cavalier Highland spirit. In a flght arising from a quarrel about the honour 
of Queen Mary, Targe is victor. It will readily be believed that Bums approved of the final 
deliverance of the defeated Buchanan on Queen Mary : ' I will flreely admit that the most 
innocent person that ever lived or the greatest hero recorded in history could not face death 
with greater composure than the queen of Scotland ; she support«d the dignity of a qneen, 
while she displayed the meekness of a Christian.' 

t Burns presented his copy of Zeluco to Mrs Dunlop, with the inscription on the fly-leaf : 
•To my much esteemetl friend Mrs Dunlop of Dnnlop.— Robt. Burns.' There are a few 
f/f^ pencilletl notes on the margin. In the twimh chapter of the novel a lady's-maid, in tup- 
porting the claims of a bashful suitof t« the hand of her mistress, a widow, affirms, 
'Rather than open his motith to you on the sulject, he will certainly die.' 'Die! non- 
sense,' cried the widow. 'Yes, die!' crieil the maid, 'and what is worse, die in a dark 
lanthorn ; at least, I am told that is what he is in danger of.' Tliis passage is annotated 
by Bums : ' Rather a bad Joke— an unlucky attempt at humour.' 



238 MFE AND WORKS OF BURRS. 

gmtafiil Rttaehment to him. wliicU wa» indeed so irtrong tliat it peirwled 
my very wial and van entwined vitli llie Ibrc&d of my exUlence. m 
Boon as the prince's friends * liwl got in (nnd ever>- dog. yoa know, baa hia 
dny) iny getting fanrurd in tlie Exciu wuulil liave bwn an eMier liuai- 
nei« tliiiu otiierwiw it will be, Thongli tlilii wm a consummation 
devoutly to be wialied, yet, tliank Heaven, I ciui live and rliyme u I 
Bin 1 and as to my boyn. imkif little fclloWR ! if I onnuot iilac« tlieni on aa 
liigli All elevation in life sa I could winh, I bIuiII, if I Bin fai-ored bo mncli 
liy tlie DiHposer of eventa an to hm blifit jtaricHl, tlx Ihoni im an broad atxl 
inde|>endent a ImHis a« pomible. Among the many viae ada^'eti which 
liavo been treaauretl np by aai SeottoBli aneeeion this ia one of the lieeC, 
Bella- be the head o' the eomtnomilts them the tail o' Ike gentry. 

Itut 1 am got on a anhjact wliicli , liowover intereeting to uic, is of no 
manner of conseqaenee to you ; an 1 shall give yoa a «hort poem on tlia 
iitlicr ]inge and doae tliia with nasnring ynu how uncerely 1 liave the 
honor ti> bo, Yonra, &c. R- B, 

[Written on the blank lenf of a book which t preeented to a very 
young Wy whom 1 bad formerly cliuntclerised nnder llw denomination 
of 'Tho llosebud.' 

Itointcoiu KoMbnd, jnning Knd ecj,\ ke,\ 

Dr Moore's niiBwer to tliia letter contiinod some convontionnl 
criticism on 'Tani o' Slinntor' niid tho ' Eiejy on Mattliew 
Hemlersoii,' witli eomo sound worldly advice : ' I cannot help 
thinkinj; you imprudent in scattj;ring abroad so many copies of 
your verses. It is most natural to ^\\a a lew to confidenti.il 
friends, particularly to tlioae who arc connected with the Biibjeet 
or wlio are perlmps themselves tlie subject ; but tliia ou^ht to be 
done under promise not to give other copies. Of the poem you 
sent mo on Queen Miiry, I refused every solicitation for copies; 
hut I lately saw it in a newspaper. My motive for cautioning 
you on tins subject is lliat I wish to en<,'.i;,'e you to collect nil 
your fugitivo pieces not already printed, and nfter they have Ix'en 
reconsidered and polished to the utmost of your ix>wer, I would 
have you publish them by another subscription ; in promoting; of 
which I will exert mj'self with jileasure,' 

Bums seems never to have been willing to listen to any fuch 
counsel, 'i'o write poetry for the purpose of making money by it 
was positively abhorrent to him ; to publish ti second volume of 
[loema like the first, would, he feared, expose bim to the morti- 
fication of hearing,' it pronounced inferior. He still, as in the old 

* Tho Wlilyi, nho u'l're the Kegcnt'a partlwnit. t See Vol. H.. p. !00, 
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Mofiflgiel days, 'rhymed for fun;' or if he acknowledged other 
motives, they were not mercenary. He was ever ready, for 
example, to do what he could to oblige or gratify a friend. At 
this time it was proposed to publish a new edition * of the works 
of the poor, ill-starred schoolmaster-poet, Michael Bruce, who had 
died of consumption, poverty, and misery at the age of twenty-one, 
nine years after Burns was bom. The lead in this was taken by the 
Kev. George Husband Baird, who on 8th February wrote to Bums : 

May I beg to know if you will take the trouble of perusing the manu- 
8cript8— of giving your opinion and suggesting what curtailments, altera- 
tions or amendments occur to you as advisable? And Avill you allow us 
to let it be known that a few lines by you will be added to the volume? 

Bums replied with the generous offer of all his unpublished 
poems: 

TO THE REV. GEORGE H. BAIRD, LONDON.t 

[Elusland, February 1791]. 

Wliy did you, my dear Sir, write to me in such a hesitating style on 
the business of poor Bruce ? Don't I know, and have I not felt, the many 
ills, the peculiar ills, tliat poetic flesh is heir to? You shall have your 
choice of all the unpublished poems I liave, and had your letter had my 
direction so as to have reached me sooner (it only came to my hand this 
moment), I should have directly put you out of suspense on the subject. 
I only ask that some prefatory advertisement in the l)ook, as well as the 
subscription bills, may bear that the publication is solely for the benefit 
of Bruce*s mother. I would not put it in the power of ignorance to 
surmise, or malice to insinuate, that I clubbed a share in the work from 
mercenary motives. Nor need you give me credit for any remarkable 
generosity in my part of the business. I have such a host of peccadilloes, 
failings, follies and backslidings (any body but myself might periiaps 
give some of them a Avorse appellation), that by way of some balance, 
however trifling, in the account, I am fain to do any good that occurs in 
my very limited power to a fellow-creature, just for the selfish purpose of 
clearing a little the vista of retrospection. R. B. 

Accordingly the following prospectus was at once issued : 

Prospectus op a New Edition op Poems by Michael Bruce. 

By su1)scription, speedily will l)e published, price three shillings, by 
J. Forbes, Covent Garden, London, a new edition oK^oems by the late 

* Tli« finit edition of the poems wan published by the Rev. John Lc^^ in 1770. 

f Rev. George H. Baird (1761-1840) web in 1791 minister of Dnnkeld. Sncceeded (1798) 
Robertson as Principal of Edinburgh University. His chief work was the improvement of 
education in the Highlands. 



Miclioct Bruce, to whicli will he aulijoined & few select pieces hy Roliert 
BiiL'iis. The profits whicli may ariw fniiii tliia publication lire tii be 
enipluyeil Holelf for the aiipitort at Michael Bruce'a tnotlier. 

Xcvoi'tlieless, tlie edition of Bnice subsequautly published did 
not contain any poonia by liunia. Mr, John Sranll, lately 
librarian of Edinbnrgli University — who tiok tha siile of Logan 
as against Bnice in the controversy as to the authorship of the 
' Ode to the Cnckoo ' — discovereil from Principal Bainl's papers 
why Burns's offer (wliicli embraced several of liis best nnpublished 
poems, including 'Tarn o' Shnnter') wna not uccopted. It was 
'in consequence of the opposition of Dr Blair and Dr Moore, 
wjio argned that from tlie moml tendency of Bi'uco'a poetry, 
the insertion of Burna'a " AUowny Kirk" would bo as gross a 
violation of propriety aa the exhibition of a farce after s 
tragedy.' 



MR ALBX A 



(DEB CrNNINOHA 



D, 111* Wtirdi ITBI. 



My DEAR Cunningham— I received your frat letter two daya ago ; 
the last came to liand tlii^ moment. I was lii^hly delighted with tlie 
well-cai'rieil-on allegciry in yonr fiiend'H letter. I read it to two or three 
aeqnaintancea who have hoiiIs to enjoy a );ood ttiinK and we had a very 
hearty laugh at it I have felt along tlie tine of my Muse's inclination 
and 1 fear your Ai'clierj' subject would l>e uphill work with her. I liav-e 
two or three times in my life coiii[Mised fioiu the Misb, rather than from 
the impiiUe, but I never siicceciied to any ]iurpo»e. Une of these times 
I shall ever rcmetulier with gnasliiiig nf teetb. 'Twns on the death of the 
late Loril President Dnnilus. My very worthy anil most respected fiiend, 
Mr Alex. WihmI, Surgeon, urged me to pay a cnmptinient in the nay of 
my trade to bis Lonlship's memory.* ^Vell, to work [ went am) prwluced 
a copy of Elegaic verses, some of them, I own, rather common -place and 
others rather biile-bonml, hut on tlie whole, thouj:;li they were far from 
being in my best manner, they were tnlcrahle and might have been 
thought very clever. I wrote a letter wliich, however, mvm in my verj" 
best manlier ; and inclnsinK my |ioem, Mr Worvl carrieil alt together to 
Mr Solicitor Dundns that tbeu was and not llmting him at bonie. left the 
parcel for him. His Kolicitc)r4hi]> never took the snmllest notice nf tbe 
letter, the I'oeni or the I'oet. From that time, highly as [ respect tbe 
talents of their family, I never see the name Oiimlas in the ciiliimn of a 
newspaper but my heart seems straitenc<l for mom in my luisom ; and if 
I ani obliged to read alond a paragraph relating to one of them, I feel 
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my forehead flash and my nether lip qniver. Had I been an obecure 
scribbler, as I was then in tlie hey-day of my fame; or had I been a 
dependent hanger-on for favour or pay ; or had the bearer of the letter 
been any other than a gentleman who has done honor to the city in 
which he lives, to the country that produced him and to the God that 
created him, Mr Solicitor might have had some apology — but enongh of 
this ungracious subject. 

A friend of mine who transcribed the last parcel I sent you is to be 
with me in a day or two and I shall get him to copy out the two poems 
you mention. I have this evening sketched out a song * which I had a great 
mind to send you, though I foresee that it will cost you another groat of 
postage — by the way, you once mentioned to me a method of franking 
letters to you, but I have forgot the direction. My song is intended to 
sing to a strathspey or reel, of which I am very fond, calle<l in Cumming's 
collection of strathspeys, * Ballendalloch's Reel,' and in other collections 
that I have met with it is known by the name of ' Camdelmore.' It 
takes three stanzas of four lines each to go through the whole tune. I 
shall give the song to Johnson for the fourth volume of his publication of 
Scots songs, which he has just now in hand. 

If the foregoing piece be worth your strictures, let me have them. 
For my own part, a thing that I have just composed always appears 
through a double portion of that partial medium in which an Author 
will ever view his own works. I believe, in general, Novelty has some- 
thing in it that inebriates the fancy and not unfrequently dissipates and 
fumes away like other intoxication and leaves the poor patient, as usual, 
with an acliing heart. A striking instance of this might be adduced in 
the revolution of many a Hymeneal honeymoon. But lest I sink into 
stupid prose and so sacrilegiously intrude on the office of my Parish- 
priest, who is in himself one vast Constellation of dulness, and from his 
weekly Zenith rays out his contradictory stupidity to the no small 
edification and enlightening of the heavy and opaque pericraniums of 
his gaping admirers, I shall fill up the page in my own way and give 
you another song of my late composition which will appear in Johnson's 
work as well as the former. You must know a beautiful Jacobite air 
— 'There'll never \ye peace till Jamie comes hame.' When political 
combustion ceases to be the object of Princes and Patriots, it then, 
you know, becomes the lawful prey of Historians and Poets. 



THERE'LL NEVER BE PEACE TILL JAMIE COMES HAME. 

By yon castle wa', at the close of the day, 
I heard a man sing, tho* his head it was grey ; 
And as he was singing, the tears down came, — 
There '11 never be peace till Jamie comes hame. 

* The song was ' Sweet are the banks— the banks o' Doon.' See infia^ p. 845. 
VOL. III. P 
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The Church ia in ruma, tha Stnto is in jnrs, 
Delusions, oppressions aui.1 munlerous ware, 
Wo ilnro na wee! say 't, btit wo kun wha 'a to blnme, — 
Then) 'II never bo pooco till Jamie comes hauia. 

My seven hraw sous for Janiie drew swoiil, 

And now I greet round their green beds in the yard ; onk | 

It brak tlio sweet heart of my fiiitlitu* oiild daaie, — 

There 'II never be i>eaco till Jamie eoinee bame. 

Now life ia b burden that bows me down, 
Sin I tint my bairus and he tint hia crown ; 
But till my lust momente my words are the same, — 
There 'tl never be peace till Jamie comos hamo. 

If you like the air anH if the Btan»s 111 yonr fancy, you c&nnol imagtiie, 
my ilear frienil, liow nuioli you woutil nlilige nie if, by Uie oliaruis of 
your ileli);ht(u1 voice, you woulil give luy lioneat effuflion ta ' tlie nieiiMry 
of joys that are past' to tlie few friends whom you inclulRe in tliat 
pleasure. Hut 1 have scrihblw! on till I hear the clock liaa intimated the 
near apprcacli of 

Tli&t hour, o' nigbt'a bUck urcli the kry-sbinc. 
So goo<i-ninht to you ! Anil sound be ynnr sleep anil ilelectahlc your 
dreauiH I AprngHis, how tin you like this tliouglit in a lialliul I liavc just 
now on the taj.i*? 

I look lo tUe went when I gae to re?t, 

Thut happy my dreuiiH Biid my elunibcrs tn*y be ; 

For f&r ill ths west lives he I lo'e best— 
The liul tiiat ie dear to uiy babiu and me t 

Good niglit, once more ; and God blew you 1 RODT. BURNS. 

It will be observed from this letter that ISurns attributes his 
intense dislike to the name of ' Dundas ' to the cavalier treatment 
which, as he ima^'inod, he had received from at least one member 
of the pobtioally ' reigninf; family.' Hut it is not iinprobablo that 
by this time hu had learned that Henry Dund;i.=", the ' uncrowned 
King of Scotland,' was not specially well nifctted towards himself. 
Such at all events is the iniprcsnion that must be formed from a 
careful perusal of a curious newspaper controversy in London, 
which may most suitably be introduced here, although it bad 
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taken place almost two years before the letter to Cunningham 
was written. 

In StuarVs Star of Friday, March 27, 1789, there appeared 
an anonymous communication, headed 



THE DUCHESS OF GORDON. 
'What mighty mattera riie from trivial things I ' 

The chalky hue of the Drawing-room is ascribed to the Duchess of 
Gordon's influence ! 

We mean not to insinuate that her dress was a make'Up; but, true it 
is, she figured at a ball in one very similar tlie other year at Edinburgh. 

Mr Burns, the ploughing poet, who owes much of liis good fortune to 
her Grace's critical discernment and generous patronage, made this 
elegant stanza on that occasion : 



She wag the mucklest of them aw ; 

Like Saul she stood the Tribes aboon ; 
Her gown was whiter than the snaw, 

Her faoe was redder than the moon. 



greatest— «U 
above 



Some interest seems to have been aroused by the paragraph, for 
only four days later another appeared : 

THE DUCHESS OF OORDON. 

A Correspondent, who calls himself the friend of Mr Bums, the 
Ayrshire bard, assures us we have been misinformed about the verses 
on the Duchess of Gordon's appearance at the ball in Edinburgh. 

He afiirmfl tiiat tlie bard says not a word of King Saul nor her Grace's 
auld gowtif but celebrates her well-known faculty of reel-dancing^ 
which, in spite of some late insinuations to the contrary, she still 
possesses in |)erfection. 

He sends the following specimen of Mr Burns's performance and 
offers to produce the entire poem, if required, in evidence. 



She kUtit np her kirtle weel. 
To shew her bonny cntes sae sma' ; 

And wallopdd about the reel, 
The lightest louper o* them a*. 



tucked up— skirt 
ankles 

Jumpersdanosr 



While some like slav'ring doited stots 
Stowt'ring out thro' the midden dab 

Fankit their heels amang their ooats 
And gart the floor their backsides rub. 



stupid 

Stumbling— puddle 

Eutangled 

made 
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Gonlon the great, the gay, the galUlit, 

Ski[>t like » luauk'n o'er a dike : fcm— «il 

Da'il tnk me. ana I wu ■> «al*nt, u 

Gif e'er mj e'en beheld the like ! |i 

K. BtritNs. 

Rfmnrk. — These verMs certainly appear to be genninei Tliey an ' 
full tiF aniniAtinn an<l ptutoral ii)i%'ery. We therefore iiitreitt on 
farmer correapondent to sulnttantiate liis stoty of the atttd goicn a 
iajienuoaa\y to confess lib deception. 



Four raon Haya passed, nnd niHtters liccame bo complicated that { 
the publisher appealed to Btirna to settle the point : 



Our Rrst correBponileut, in relation U> the nRnir cif Mr Bums and 
Dncheas of Gordim, liaa citlled at tiie office oud obstinately suiiportad 
the nil t) Lett ticity of hU conimanication. With commendable spirit ha i 
has even left hie name, with fall liberty of publication. He Btylea I 
himself Dr Theodore Thenliald TliMphilna Ttipe, and we nnderslaad , 
he lieIoTi(p< tn the honourable Imily of peripatetic piiyaioianH. He affira 
that the poem in dispute n'tui (pven liiin by tbe Autbiir last Hiinimer, nt 
Mauebline, a t«wn in Ayrshire. 

Our remark that tlie veraea sent by our secoml coni?s|)ondent are 
BUch an Mr Bums iiii);;lit have nritlcn, the Doctor allows to l>e jnat ; 
but asks, by what nile of logic we can argue from tbe possibility to the 
certainty of a thing. 

He shrewdly observes, however, that Mr Burns, whose partiality to 
the fair sex lias been so fi-eqnently jiroclaiiiicil by himself, would not 
pmlmbly have compared the I.4u!ics of Rdinburgli to stupid bullocks 
stumbling in a slough, merely because they did not jump ijuite so high 
as his noble patroness. 

We rRKi'Ct he would not leave the entire manuscript with us, which is 
of considerable length. The two following stanzas were all that we 
conid for the present obtain ; 



Aftt 



I the glens, snd ilka Eliiel 
ar Dees in leglsns milk the 
m I gsed. nnd loo'd fu' wet 
kisa their bonny brukit iiio' 
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Oar opinions on this interesting subject areonoe more thrown into 
perplexity ; and nothing is left us but to solicit, which we earnestly do, 
the authority, by letter, of Mr Bums himself, to remove the anxiety of 
the Public, by a certain and final decision. 

The humour of this fooling, which is quite as much at the 
expense of the Duchess of Gordon as of Bums, is remarkable for 
breadth rather than delicacy. But the lines first given in Stuart's 
Star, on March 27, were copied into another London newspaper, 
the Gazetteer, on the following day. It was after their appearance 
in the Gazetteer that Bums first heard of them ; probably he had 
to thank his friend Cunningham for bringing them under his 
notice. * He then wrote 

TO THE EDITOR OF 'THE OAZETTEEB.' 

Sir— By accident I met >vith your Paper of March the 28th, in which 
there are four disrespectful lines on the Duchess of Gordon that you tell 
us are the composition of ' Mr Bums, the ploughing poet,' who, as you 
at the same time remind the world, ' owes much of his good fortune to 
her Grace's patronage.' I am that Bums, Sir; and I atlinii that the 
wretched Stanza in question is not mine, nor do I know any thing of the 
Author. It is indeed trae that I have the honour to be deeply indebted 
to the Duchess of Gordon's goodness, and for that reason I now write to 
you : bad you only forged dullness on me I should not have thought it 
worth while to reply, but to add ingratitude too is what I cannot in 
silence bear. In justice to the private character of a man, which must 
suffer much by your injurious imputation, allow me. Sir, to insist on 
your retracting your assertion of my being the Author of those verses. 
I am, Sir, your injured humble servant, Robert Burns. 

Bllulakd, kear Dumfries, AprU 10, 1789. 

To this letter the editor of the Gazetteer appended a note : 

Mr Bums will do right in directing his petulance to the proper delin- 
quent, the Printer of The Star, from which Paper the Stanza was liter- 
ally copied into The Gazetteer, We can assure him, however, for his 
comfort, that the Duchess of Gordon acquits him both of the ingratitude 
and the dullness. She has, with much difficulty, discovered that the 
Jeti cTEsprit was written by the Right honourable the Treasurer 
of the Navy, on her Grace's dancing at a ball given by the Earl 
of Findlater ; this has been found out by the industry and penetra- 
tion of Lord Fife. The lines are certainly not so dull as Mr Bums 
insinuates, and we fear he is jealous of the poetical talents of his rival, 
Mr Dundas. 

* Bee Burns'* letter to Cunninghain, 4th May 1780, Vol IIL, pp. 70, 7L 
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Kleninvhile, liums had learned thai the otber versos lind been 
nscribed to him in the pages of the Star, llirce days later ho 
wrote to Stuart ; 

Mr PrintEB— I was nmcli surprised IsAl niglit on bdng UtlA thsA ' 
some silly veraes on tlie Duchem of Gordou, which hod Rfipeared ii 
a late Pni>er of young, were said to lio my cunipoeitinn. As I mi 
not a. Header of any Loudon Heu^^taptr, I have not yet been aUIo 
to proL'iire a siglit of tliat paj>er. I knoiv no more of tlie matter 
than irlial a frienii of mine, from having slightly glanced over tlko 
paniRniph, conid recollect ; Init this I know, I am not the author 
of tlie verses in question. My fiiciid told me that the Printer liira 
self expressed a iloulit whether the poem was mine: I thank yon. 
Sir, for that donbt. A Conductor of another London {lajier was not 
BO cnudid when ho lately inserted a disreBpectfnl slanzs •\ 
highly -respectable personage, widcli he, with UD<|ualiri<.Hl i 
Bi»ei~ted U> be mine ; thongh in fs^t, I never eomgioseil a lin 
tlie Unchess of Gordon in my KFe. I have surli n sense of 
1 personally owe to her CrS:Co's benevolent patronage and snch a 
respect for her exalted character that I have never yet dared tn 
mention her name in any composition of mine, fion 
doinf; justice to my own feelings. 

I have been recollecting over the sins and trespasses, peccaililloes and 
luickslidings of myself and my forefatliei's, to see if can finest why I am 
thus visited and pnninhe<l with this vile calumny ; tfl he, at one time, 
falnely accnsed of the two most damning crimes of which, as a man 
and as a poet, I conld have l-een guilty— Inokatitude and Stupidity, 

I beg of you, Sir, that in your very first paper you will do jiistire 
to my injured character with res|)ect to those verses, falsely said to 
be mine ; and please mention further that in the Giizcllfer and Keio 
DaUy Advertiser of March 20, anotlier forgery of the like nature was 
committe<l on me, in publishing a disrespectful stanza on the Dnchess 
of Gonlon. I have written to tlic Condnctiu- of that I'npcr, reiiion- 
atrating on the injury lie lias done me ; but lest from some motive 
or other he should decline giving me that redreti I crave, if yon will 
undeceive the Fnltlic, by letting them know, throngli the channel 
of your iiniverwilly-knoivn paper, that I am yuillli/ss of eitiier the 
one or the other miserable piece of rliyme, you will much oblige. Sir, 
Your very humble sovvant, Korert Kurns. 

Ellisi.amd, ktkk DliMVBria. April 13 tnap). 

These letters arc not of groat importance ns throwing fresli 
light upon the life of lUirns. Jlnt tlicy imliciile liia sensitiveness 
as regards both his clmr.icter ns a nmii and lii^ reinitatioii as a jioet. 
It may be said, indeed, that in tliem he makes mnclL ado about 
very little. It should however be remeiuhcreU that at the time 
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lio wrote thorn he waa striving to obtain an excise appointment, 
and such an attack on the Duchess of Grordon as his name had 
been put to would injure him in quarters where he desired to 
stand well. Hence no doubt the emphasis of his disclaimers. If 
the Gordon skit was really written by 'the great dispenser of 
patronage ' in Scotland, it must be legarded as indicating the 
reverse of respexit for the character of Bums, who is represented 
as the 'plonking poet,' fond of women and whisky, and capable 
of ' ridiculing a patroness in verso. In any case, the newspaper 
incident must have given Burns a strong impression that Henry 
Dundas was no warm friend or admirer of his, and would not 
facilitate his rapid promotion. Yet so long as the Earl of Glen- 
cairn lived, he could rely upon his influence and the loyal though 
not cfl'usive friendship of Graham of Fintry. 

Near the end of January, however, Glencaim, on his return 
from a futile voyage to Lisbon in search of health, died at Fal- 
mouth in the forty-second year of his age. The poet put on 
mourning for his friend, and designed, if possible, to attend his 
funei-al in Ayrshira* At a later time, gmtitude and respect for 
the memory of the Earl led him to call one of his sons James 
Glcncaim. At this time he composed a 



LAMENT FOR JAMES, EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills, 

By fits the sun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding stream : 
Beneath a craigy steep, a Bard, 

Laden with years and meikle pain, much 

In loud lament bewail'd his lord, 

Whom death had all untimely taen. 

He lean'd him to an ancient aik, oak 

Whose trunk was mould'ring down with years , 

His locks were bleachM white with time, 
His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears ; 

* Lord Glencaira i» buried in tbt chaucal of the church at Falmouth. 
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And as lio touch'd his treuiblitig harp, 
And ns ho tun'd his doleful eang, 

The wiiida, lamenting thro' their cuvee, 
To echo bore the iiotea alaiig : 

' Yo Bcalter'd birds that faiutly sing, 

The reliques of the vernal quire ! 
Ye woods that shed on a' the winds 

The honours of the aghd year 1 
A few short months, and, glad and gay. 

Again yc '11 charm the car and e'e ; 
But nocht in all i-evolviti<; time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 

'1 am a bending ogM tree, 

That long has stood the wind and lain ; 
But now has come a cruel blast. 

And my last hold of earth ia gane : 
Nao leaf o' mine shidl greet the spring, 

Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 
But I maun lio before the storm. 

And ithers plant them in my room. 

' I *ve seen sne mony changefii' yeiii-s. 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the ways of men, 

Alike unlinowin^ nud unknown : 
Uidieani, uiipitii;d, uni-clicv'd, 

I bear alanu my lade o' care, 
lor silent, low, on beds of dust, 

Lie a' that would my soriows share. 

' And last, (the sum of a' my griefs !) 

My noble master lies in clay ; 
The llow'r auiang our barans Iwld, 

His country's pride, his country's stay ; 
In weary beinf: now I pine, 

For a' the life of life is dead, 
And ho|ie has left my aged ken. 

On forwai'd wing for ever lied. 
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* Awake thy last sad voice, my harp ! 

The voice of woe and wild despair ! 
Awake ! resound thy latest lay, 

Then sleep in silence evermair ! 
And thou, my last, best, only friend, 

That fillest an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from the Bard 

Thou brought from fortune's mirkest gloom. darkest 



* In Poverty's low barren vale, 

Thick mists, obscure, involved me round ; 
Though oft I turn'd the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found : 
Thou found'st me, like the morning sun 

That melts the fogs in limpid air : 
The friendless Bard and rustic song 

Became alike thy fostering care. 



* ! why has worth so short a date, 

While villains ri|)en grey with time ! 
Must thou, tlic noble, gen'rous, great. 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ! 
Why did I live to see that day — 

A day to mo so full of woe t 
! had I met the mortal shaft 

Which laid my benefactor low ! 



* The bridegroom may forget the bride 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen ; 
Tlie monarch may forget the crown 

That on his head an hour has been ; 
The mother may forget the child 

Tliat smiles sae sweetly on her knee ; 
But I *11 remember thee, Glencaim, 

And a' that thou hast done for me 1 ' 
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LINES SENT TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD, BART. 
WHITEFOOKD, WITH THE FUREGOINti 1>0EM. 

Tbou, ivho thy honour m thy God rever'at, 

Who, save thy mind's reproach, iioo^t cartUy feav'st, 

To theo this votive oaring I imptirt, 

Tlio tearful Iributa of a braken boarL 

'i'lie Frienil thou vnluod'st, I the Patron lov'd; 

Ills worth, his honour, nil the world approved. 

We'll mourn till wo, too, go as ho has gone. 

And trend the sh.idowy jjath to thnt durk world uiikiiuwii. 

Oil Iht: same subject Bums wrote the two following letters. Mr \ 

Dul/.iel was Lord Glencairn'a factor or laiid-ngeiit, and had been 
inslnimental in bringing the poet to the notice of his master. 



ALEXANDER DALZIEL, yACTOR, 



Mv DEAR S[H— I liave tjiken tlic libi 
it CDcloseH an iillc ]iii<!iii (if mine wlii 
n may ]ici'lii4is pay <lcar enougli for 



> frank lliii, 



■.K 19, i; 



my <i 



ri .>]m 



.1 Go<t knows 

if you i-ea'l it tlirouHli, Nut 

; but ail author by tlie time be lias coni|ioKed 

quite (Hired away all bis powers of critical 



Mid correclcil 
iliscriminattnii 

1 can e.'wily Ravat, from my own heart, what you have felt on a late 
most niclanclinly ci-eiit. God knows what I have sulTGrcd at tlie loss of 
my best friend, my fu-st, my dearest patroti and benefactor; the man to 
wlioui I owe all that I am and have '. 1 am t;onc into monining for liim ; 
and with more sincerity of giief Ibaii I fear some will wlio by nature's 
ties oiiylit to feel on the occasicm. 

I will be cxceolingly olili^d to ymi, indeed, to let nie know tlie newa 
of the noble family, liow the jHioi nmtlier and the t«0'.ist*i-ssii(i|ioit their 
loss. I liad a packet of poetic liagatellcs icady li> send to Lad\ Itetty, 
wlion I wiw the falal tidin^.'s ii " - - . 

clianncl lliat tlic bonnred itKMAl 
lie brougbt to the family hurial|ilace. 
know piivately before tbe <lay of i 
country n ' ' 



my e 



cvercd lienefactor? It will oblige : 



;W9|Hi[ier. I see b\ tUo « 
y noble patron aic desi<;ned to 
Dare I licmble ion to let me 
, thai I ma] cioss the 
" " t sigbt of 
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TO LADY ELIZABETH OUNNINOHAM. 

[Ellulakd, March 1701.] 

My Lady — I would, as usual, have availed myself of the privilege 
your goodness has allowed me, of sending you any thing I compose in 
my poetical way ; but as I had resolve<l, so soon as the shock of my 
irreparable loss would allow me, to pay a tribute to my late benefactor, 
I determined to make that the first piece I should do myself the honor 
of sending you. Had the wing of my fancy been equal to the ardour of 
my heart, the inclosed had been much more worthy your jiemsal : as it 
is, I beg leave to lay it at your ladyship's feet.* As all the world knows 
my obligations to the late Earl of Glencaim, I would wish to shew as 
openly that my heart glows, and shall ever glow, with the most grateful 
sense and remembrance of his lordship's goodness. The sables I did my- 
self the honor to wear to his loi'dship*s memory were not the ' mockery 
of woe.' Nor shall my gratitude perish with me:— If, among my 
children, I shall have a son that lias a heart, he shall hand it down to 
his child as a family honor and a family debt, that my dearest existence 
I owe to the noble house of Glencaim I 

I was about to say, my lady, that if you think the poem may venture 
to see the light, I would, in some way or other, give it to the world. . . . 

R.B. 

But Lady Betty simply referred the Poet to her sister, to whom 
a copy of the * Lament ' was accordingly forwarded. The poem 
was inscribed * To Lady Harriet Don, this Poem, not the 
fictitious creatipn of poetic fancy, but the breathings of real 
love from a bleeding heart, is respectfully and gratefully presented 
by The Author.' 

TO LADY HARRIOT DON. 

Ellislakd, ksar DmcPRin, 2dd OeL 1791. 

My Lady— The inclosed is a tribute to the memory of a Man the 
memory of whom shall mix with my latest recollection. As all the 
world knows my obligation to the late noble Earl of Glencaim, I wish 
to make my gi-atitude equally conspicuous by publishing this Poem. 
But in what way shall I publish it? It is too small a piece to publish 
alone. The way which suggests itself to me is to send it to the Pub- 
lisher of one of the most respectable periodical works — The Bee, for 
instance. Lady Betty has referred me to you. The Post is just going, 
else I would have taken the opportunity of the frank and sent your 
Ladyship some of my late pieces. I have the honor to l)e, my Lady, 
your Ladyship's grateful, humble Servant, Kobt. BURNS. 

* The itoeiii enclosed wu the ' Lament for Jftines, Earl of Olencairu.' 
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The foUowiiig lett«r to Hill shows that Bums did not forgot 

tm mure iuttmate frieuds iti Ediuburijh. 



BLLULAm IKank ITOU" 

Mv DEAR HiLl,— I shall »fty nolliing at all to your niiul pr«Msnt ; yoi 
bava long and often been of important service to iiic Mid 1 aujipose yoa 
mean to go ou couferriog oblit^atioiu ontil I BJiall not be able to lift n]! 
my face before you. In the mean time, as Sir Roger de Coverley, 
1>ecaUEe it happened to be a c^Ul day in which lie made hia will, ordered 
his aervante great coata for niouminga, so, because 1 have lieon tliifi week 
plagocd with an indigestion, I have sent you by the carrier a line oM 
cwe-iiiilk cheeac. 

Indigestion ia the devil : nay, 'tis the devil and hell. It l>e8Cta a iiian 
in every one of Ilia aenaee. I lose my api>olite at the eight of aucceasful 
Knavery, and aicken to loathing at the uoiae and nonsenae of aelf- 
iiiiportaiit Folly. When the liol low-hearted wi-elAli lakea lue hy the 
hand, the feeling spoils my dinner ; the proud man's wine bo oHeoda my 
palate that it cliokcs ine in the gullet ; and the ]/iilvilin'd,^ feathered, 
pert coxcomb is so horrible in my nostril that my stomach turns 

If ever you have any of Ihece disagreeable sensations, let me | c^cnbe 
for your Patience a bit of my Cheese. 1 know that you are no n ^gar I 
of yonr goml things aniong jour fiicnds, and some of them are in i-l 
need of a slice. There, in my eye, is our friend Siiiellie a an 
positively of the lirst abilities and greatest slrenglh of iiiimi, as ell as 
one of the 1)e»t licavts and keenest wits that I ever met with I e io 
see him— as, alas! he too often ia, amarting at the pinch of distressful 
circniiist.tnoe aggravated liy the sneer i>f contumeliims greatness, a bit 
of my cheese alone will iLot eure liim, but if yon a<id a tankard of brown 
stout and siipcraihl a magnum of light Uporto, you will see his soiTotvs 
vanish like the nmniing mist before tlie summer sun. 

Candlish, the earliot friend, except my only brother, that I have on 
earth, and one of the worthiest fellows that ever any man called hy the 
name of Fiii'od, if a luncheon of my cheese would help to rid him of 
some of his HU|ierabundant modesty, you would do woll to give it him. 

David [Itamsay], with his Coaraiit, coiueii, too, across my recollection, 
and I Iteg yiiu will lielp him largely from the said ewciuilk cheese, to 
enable bini (o digest those damn'd bedaubing jmragraphs with which he 
is eternally lanling the lean chara<'lers of certain great men in a certain 
great town. I grant you the|ieriods are veiy well tnrne<l; so, a frcsliegg 
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is a very good thing, bnt when thrown at a man in a pillory, it does not 
at all improve his figare, not to mention the irreparable loss of the egg. 

My facetious little fiiend, Colonel Dunbar, I would wish also to be a 
partaker : not to digest his spleen, for that he laughs off, but to digest 
his last night's wine at the last field-day of the Crochallan corps. 

Among our common friends I must not forget one of the dearest of 
them, Cunningham. The brutality, insolence and selfishness of a world 
unworthy of having such a fellow as he in it, I know sticks in his 
stomach, and if you can help him to any thing that will make him a 
little easier on that score, it will lie very obliging. 

As to honest John Somerville, he is such a contented, happy man, that 
I know not what can annoy him, except perhaps he may not have got 
the better of a parcel of modest anecdotes which a certain poet gave 
him one night at supper, the last time the said poet was in town. 

Though I have mentioned so many men of Law, I shall have nothing 
to do with them professionally — the Faculty are beyond my prescription. 
As to their clients^ that is another thing ; God knows they have much to 
digest ! 

The clerg}' I pass by : their profundity of enidition and their liberality 
of sentiment; their total want of piide and their detestation of 
hypocrisy, are so proverbially notorious as to place them far, far above 
either my praise or censure. 

I was going to mention a man of worth whom I have the honor to call 
friend, the Laird of Craigdarroch ; but I have spoken to the landlord of 
the King's Arms inn here, to have at the next county meeting, a large 
ewe-milk cheese on the table, for the benefit of the Dumfriesshire 
Whigs, to enable them to digest the Duke of Queensberry*s late political 
conduct. 

I have just this moment an opportunity of a private hand to Edin- 
burgh, as perhaps you would not digest double i)ostage. So, God bless 
you I RoBT. Burns. 

In the latter part of March, Bums fell from his horse, and 
broke his right arm. Janet Little, the * Scottish nnlkmaid,' was 
waiting at Elllsland to see him. She has related, in simple verse^ 
what has been described as * her own painful alarm when the news 
came — the sympathy with which she r^arded the tears of his 
affectionate Jean — and the double embarrassment she experienced 
in greeting in such circumstances the illustrious poet whom she 
had formerly trembled to meet at all.' * In the course of a few 
weeks the Poet had so far recovered as to be able to write. 

Shortly after, Mrs Burns gave birth to a third son, to whom 
was given the name of William Nicol. 

* ConUmporarUs of Burni^ p. 82. 
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TO MRS DUKLOP. 

Blliilahh, lllit April ITSl. 

I am once mora able, my hoDoiireit friend, U) relura you, with my own 
band, tliank* for the many iiutances of yoiiv frieiKlsliip, anil iiarticularly 
for your kind anxiety in tliia last diwster tlmt my evil genius had iu 
■tore for Die. However, life is clieqiiereti— joy and torrow—for on 
Saturday morning last [the SCh] Mis Uurna iiiiule me the present of a 
Sue boy, rather atonter, but not so handftotne as j'our godson was at his 
time of life. Indeed, I look on your little namesake to be uiy eke/ 
d'aumt in tliat species of manufacture, as I look on 'Tam o' SlianWr' to 
bo my standard performance in the poetical line. Tia true, both the 
one and tlie other dincover a ipice of roj^iith waggery tliat luight 
perbapa be as well spared ; bnt then they also ahow, in my opinion, a 
force of geniuB and a finisliing itulish tliat 1 deapair of ever excelling. 
Mrs Bums is getting stout again, and laid as lustily about ber to-day at 
breakfast ax a reaper fj^m the corn-ridge. That ia the jieeuliar privi- 
lege and bleaeing of onr hale, sprightly danisels that are bred among 
the /uiy and heather. We cannot ho|te for that highly-polislied mind, 
tliat charming delicacy uf budI, which in found among tbe female world 
in the more elevated stations of life, and wliicb la certainly by far the 
moHt l>ewitcliii]g charm in the famous ceatua of Veiiuf^ It in indectl such 
an inpHtiiiiable treosui'e, that where it can be bad in its native heavenly 
purity, unntained by Mime one or other of tbe many shades of alTectation 
and unalloyed by gome one or other of tbe many apecies of caprice, I 
ileclare to Heaven I should think it cheaply ])urcbased at the exiiense of 
every other earthly good ! Hut an this angelic creature ia, I ani afraid, 
extremely rare in any station anil rank of life, and totally denied to such 
an bumble one an mine, we meaner mortaln must put up with tbe next 
rank of female excellence— as fine a Hgnre and face we can prn<tuce as 
any rank of life whatever ; iiiatic, native grace ; unnHected modesty and 
nnHullieil purity; naturo's mother-wit and the rudimentx of taste; a 
■implicityof soul, unsuspiciousoF, becauni unacquainted with, tliacrookeil 
ways of a selliah, interested, diaingemioua world ; and the dearest cliarm 
of all the rest, a yielding sweetness of dis)>oaition and a generous 
warmth of heart, grateful for love on our part and ardently glowing 
with a more timn equal return : these, with a healthy frame, a sound, 
vigorouK conatitutioii, which your higher ranks can scarcely ever hope to 
enjoy, are the charms of lovely woman in my humble walk of life. 

This in the greatest elfort my broken arm has yet made. Do let me 
hear, by fii-st post, bow cher petit MomUar' cornea on with his small pox.i" 
May Almighty goodnesa [H'caorve and restore liiro I B. B> 

P.S. — In a letter I bad lately from Dr Moore, he bids me to rememlicr 
him to you and to beg of yon not to think that bis friendahip flags when 
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his pen liee fttill. He says, except on basineas he now Mldom lifts a 
pen at all But this it from myself : the devil take such apathy of 
Friendship III R. R 

Alexander Eraser Tytler,* son of the Mr William Tytler with 
whom Burns had corresponded, was, as we have already seen, a 
man of letters in Edinburgh. Having read *Tam o* Shanter,' 
he was so much pleased with it that he immediately wrote 
the poet : 

FROM ALEXANDER FRASBR TYTLER, ESQ. 

Edinburoh, I2th Mank 1701. 

Dear Sir — Mr Hill yesterday put into my hands a sheet of Grose's 
Antiquiiies containing a poem of yoni-s, entitled 'Tarn o* Shanter: a 
Tale.' The very high pleasure I have received from the perusal of this 
admirable piece, I feel, demands the warmest acknowle<lgments. Hill 
tells me he is to send ofT a packet for you this day ; I cannot resist, 
therefore, putting on paper what I must have told you in person had I 
met with you after the recent perusal of your tale, which is, that I feel 
I owe you a debt which, if undischarged, would reproach me with 
ingratitude. I have seldom in my life tasted of higher enjoyment from 
any work of genius tlian I have received from this composition ; and I 
am much mistaken if this poem alone, had you never written another 
syllable, would not have been sufficient to have transmitted your name 
down to posterity with high reputation. In the intro<luctory part, 
where you paint the character of your hero and exhibit him at the ale- 
house inglet witli his tippling cronies, you have delineated nature with a 
humour and naiveti that would do honour to Matthew Prior ; but when 
you describe the infernal orgies of the witches' sabbath and the hellish 
scenery in which they are exhibited, you display a power of imagina* 
tiou that Shakespeare himself could not have exceeded. I know not 
that I have ever met with a picture of more horrible fancy than the 
following : 

' Coffins stood round, like open preBses, 
That shaVd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And, by some devilish oantraip sleight, 
Eaoh in its oaold hand held a light.' 

But when I came to the succeeding lines, my blood ran cold within 

me: 

' A knife a father's throat had mangled — 
Whom his ain son o* life bereft — 
The grey hairt yet ttack to the hiefi^ 

And here, after the two follo>ving lines, *Wi' mair of horrible and 
awefu',' &c., the descriptive part might perhaps have been better closed 
* Alexander Eraser Tytler (1747-1818X better known by his title of Loitl Woodhouselee. 
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limn tlie four lines wliicli Biioceed, wbicli, though goml in theTnse)>-e«, 
yet. as they deiive all their merit fnuu llie satire the; coiitnin, are heic 
rntlier luinplaceil among the circnnist&ncM of pur« horror. * Tli« initution 
of the yoang witcii is moet happily descrihed— the effcct of lier cli&rmB 
exiiibitwl ID the ilance ou SatsJi hiiii»elf— the ftpostrophc, ' Ah Iiltl«i 
thought thy revereuil ^annie I '— the transport of Tani, wiin forgets bis 
situation and enters completely into tlio spirit of the scene— are aU 
leoturcs of liigh merit in lliis excellent comiHwitinn. Tlie only feuU it 
poswwea ia that the windin((-iip, or conclusiun. of the stoiy ia nol 
commenBarato to the interest wliieh is exvil«d by the descriptive and 
elmmcteristic pAinting of the preceding parte. The preparation is fiae, 
hut tlie remit h not otlequate. But for this, perha|>s, yon h&ve it good 
n,|H)!ogy-~you stick to the popular title. 

.An<l now thnt I hove got out my mind and feci rt little relieved of the 
u'eii:hi of that debt I owed you, let me end this ilesultnry scroll by an 
ndvii^a'. Yon have proved your talent for a species of coinpositicm in 
wliich but A very few of our own poets liuve aucceeiled. Go on— write 
nuiie tales in the same etyle—you will eclipse Prior anil La FontAine ; 
for. with equal wit, equal power of niiiiibers and equal naivete of expres- 
siim, you have a boldRr aiuI more vigorans imaginatian. 1 am, di>(ir sir, 
with nindi esteem, Yoni-s &c, A. F. T. 



TO ALEXANDER FRASER TYTLER, ESQ. 

ELL1SL.SI., C^P-^Uirsi. 
Sir— N nth ill g less than the unfoitunnte ncciilent I have met witlt 
could have prevented my grateful acknow!ei!fiment» for your letter. 
His own fai'nritc (wcm, anil thnt n.ii efnay in the walk of the muses 
entirely new to bim, where consequently his hopes and fear:* were on the 
mont anxious nlnrni for his succeiw in the attempt — to linve that poem 
so much ajiplnuded by one of the lirst judges was the most delicious 
vibration llint ever trilled a!on<; the 1 1 cart Kt rings of a poor poet. How- 
ever, Piflv ill e lice, to keeji up the praper proportion of evil with the good, 
wliipb it seeiMH is necessary in this snhbinaiy slate, tboufjlit proper to 
check my exultatinn liy il very serious misfortune. A day or two after 
I received your letter, my horse came down with me and liroke my rifrht 
arm. Ah this is the litst service my arm lina done me since its disaster, 
I llnil myself unalde t-o ilo more tlian just in general terms to thank you 
for tliis additional inslAUce of your patronaj^e and friend.«hi]i. As to the 
faults you detected in the piece, they are truly there ; one of them, tlie 
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hit at the lawyer and priest, I bhall cut out ; as to the falling off in the 
catastrophe, for the reason you justly adduce it cannot easily be remedied. 
Your approbation, sir, has given me such additional spirits to persevere 
in this species of poetic composition, that I am already revolving two or 
three stories in my fancy. If I can bring these floating ideas to bear any 
kind of embodied form, it will give me an additional opportunity of 
assuring you how much I have the honor to be, &c R. B. 

While laid up with his broken arm, Bums had the pleasure of 
receiving a valuable mark of regard from his fellow-Jacobite, Lady 
Winifred Maxwell Constable, in the form of a snuff-box, contain- 
ing on the lid an inlaid miniature of Queen Mary. 

TO LADY WINIFRED MAXWELL CONSTABLE. 

My Lady— Nothing less than the unlucky accident of having lately 
broken my right arm could have prevented me, the moment I re- 
ceived your Ladyship's elegant present by Mrs Miller, from returning 
you my wannest and most grateful acknowledgments. I assure your 
Lailyship I shall set it apart: the symbols of Religion shall only be 
more sacred. In the moment of poetic composition the liox shall be my 
inspiring genius. When I would breathe the comprehensive wish of 
benevolence for the happiness of others, I shall recollect your Ladyship ; 
when I would interest my fancy in the distresses incident to humanity, 
I shall remember tlie unfortunate Mary. I enclose your Ladyship a 
poetic compliment I lately paid to the memory of our greatly-injured, 
lovely Scottish Queen. I have the honor to be, my Lady, your Lady- 
ship's highly obliged and ever devoteil, humble servant, 

BoBT. Burns. 

Ellisland, kiar Dumfries, 25th April 179L 

Many years after, one of the poet's sons, having taken this box 
with him to India, had the misfortune to damage the portrait 
irreparably in leaping on board a vessel. 

It was at this time that Bums completed his collection* of 
manuscript poems for his friend Riddel. The title reads * Poems 
written by Mr Robert Bums, and Selected by him from his 
unprinted Collection for Robert Riddel, of Glenriddel, Elsq.* 

Preface. 

' As this Collection almost wholly consists of pieces local or 
unfinished, fragments the efiusion of a poetical moment; and 

* Partictilarfl of this collection appear in Appendix No. IV. 
VOL. III. Q 
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bfipntellcB strntig in rhyme Bitnply jxnir j?a»ifir te fempg, tho Author 
tniats tliat nobody into whoso hnnils it mny coma will, williout 
his permission, give, or allow to be taken, copies of any thing hero 
contained; much less to give to the world at lai^o* what he never 
meant should eee tho light. At the Gentleman's reqnest, whoso 
from this time it shall lie, the Collection was made ; nnd to liim, 
and, I will odd, to his amiable Lndy, it is presented, as n sincere, 
though small, tribute of gratitnde for the many, ninny hap]iy lionra 
the Author has spent under their roof. There, what Poverty, ovon 
thongh accompanied with Genins, must seldom expect to meet with 
at thri tables and in tho circles of Fashionable Life, hia welcome has 
ever been the cordiality of Kindness and the wnmith of Friend- 
ship. As from the sitnation in which it is now placed, thoRe M8S. 
may be preserved, and tliia Preface read, when tbe hand that now 
writes and the heart that now dictates it may be monldering in 
the dnst ; let these be reganled as the genuine sentiments of a man 
who seldom flattered any, and never those he loved. 

HoBT. BonsB. 
27th April 1791.' 



TO MR ALEXR. COUTTS, WniTEUAVEJi. 

Dear Sir — I am much your ilebtor for your two elegant epistles. I 
hail written ynn inng a;;o Init 1 Htill hoped my A[ii)ie would ciinlile nic 
to answer yoii I'li liiiil; Imt the MiiBes ai'o enpritious Ei|»*y«, at least I 
have ever found tlicin sn. In the iitcantiine I n-ui\ yoti tliis verse, like 
other poor <lcvila who are in dolit, to Iwg a little time—' Have patience, 
and 1 will |my thee all.' I shall repmhato my Mtise to all eternity, if 
she ilo not very soon innpire mo to tell yon in Verso how sincerely I am, 
Dear Sir, Yours, Koht. Burns. 

Bllislakd, hear Di'HPRtR^ 2flli April 1T91. 



TO MR JOHN SOMERVILLE, WRITER, F.niSBnRGH.t 

El.LI'L.-:!!, SE*B rr-Hrmna, lift .\l«y 1791. 

Allow me, my dear Sir, tointmihicflaMrLorinier.t apartienlar friend 
of mine, to your acqnnintanee, as aKPntleoian worth your knmvinp;, '"th 

• How BiiriiH'a Bishe. in Ihla matl»r ha™ bwn treotp.1 U row orly tm tiotnrinin. 
(nturiilMil for rbtir top\t* nf thn nmt E>1int>ur(;)i nlitinn. 
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as A man and (what is ease in point) as a man of property and conse- 
quence, who goes to town jnst now, to ail vise with and employ an Agent 
in some law- business. By way of serving him, I put him in the best 
hands when I introduce him to Mr Somerville. My kindest compliments 
to Mrs Somerville, little Harry, and all your little folks. By the way, 
about t«n months ago, I collected • • • • a little fellow, whom, for 
strength, size, figure and pitch of note, I will match against any boy 
in Nithsdale, Annandale or any dale whatever. So, in a mug of porter, 
here goes the Gudewife o' Dil tammies* toast — ' The Gndeman an' the 
bill 1 for they keep a' the tonn in milk.' Yours, ROBT. Burns. 



TO MR THOMAS SLOAN, DUMFRIRS. 

I am truly sorry, my dear Sir, that my black mare has hurt one of her 
hind legs so ill that she cannot travel, else she should have been at your 
service. Many thanks for your attentions. I much wish to see you. I 
called on Captain Riddel to-day, who inquired kindly for yon ; he is 
getting better. 

Excuse this brief epistle from a broken arm. Yours, K. B. 

P,S, — I have recruited my purse since I saw you, and you may have a 
guinea or two if you chuse. 

Before Bums had been long recovered from the fall by which 
his arm was broken, he seems to have met with another misfortuno 
— this time an accident to one of his legs. He had at the same 
time finally decided to give up his farm, a step which he deemed 
necessary in order to escape ruin, and to which he was, of course, 
the less averse that he still expected speedy promotion in the 
Excise. 



TO MR PETER HILL. 

[Summer 1791 ] 

My dear Frieni>— I was never more unfit for writing. A poor 
devil, nailed to an elbow-chair, writing in anguish with a bruised leg 
laid on a stool before him, is in a fine situation truly for saying bright 
things. 

I may perhaps see you about Martinmas. I have sold to my landlord 
ihe lease of my farm, and as I roup off every thing then, I have a mind 
to take a week's excursion to see old acquaintance. At all events, yon 
may reckon on [payment of] your account about that time. So much 
for business. I do not know if I ever informed yon that I am now 
ranked on the lint as a supervisor, and I have pretty good reason to 
believe that I shall soon be called out to employment. The appointment 
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18 worth from one to two buiulreii n year, WMirding to tlie place of tlia 
coontry in wbich one is settled. X have not been bo lucky in my fnmi- 
ing. Mr Miller's kindnesB has been just Buch anotlier as Creeoli's-'bat 
thin for yoar private ear : 



By tlie way I have taken a daraned vengeance on Creech. He wrote me 
a line, fair letter telling nie that he wtm goln^' to print a third edition ; 
and as he liad a brother's cai'e of niy fame, he wished to wid every new 
thing I have-written since, and I should be amply rewanled with— a copy 
or two to present to my friends I Hehasientmeaeopy of the Inst edition* 
to correct, &c, but I have fis yet taken no notice of it, and I iiear he 
has published without me. You know, and all my friends know, that I 
do not value money; but 1 ouol the gentleman a debt, wliicli 1 am 
happy to have it in my power to repay. 

Farenell, and pronperity att«nd all your tindertakings 1 T shall tiy, if 
my unlucky limb would ^ve me a little ease, to writ« you a letter a 
little better worth reading. Put the enclosetl to post. It. B. 



tKLinn>ni. 1T9I.] 
Dear Sir— I ara exceedingly to blame in not writing you long ago : 
but the truth is that I am the most indolent nf all liuman being»i, and 
when 1 matriculate in the Herald's Ofliee, I intend tliat my siipt>orter3 
shall be two eloths ; my crest, a slnw-wonii ; iind the motto, ' Deil tak 
the forenioat.' So much by way of apology fur not thanking yon sooner 
for your kind execution of my comiiiisHion. 

1 would have sent you the poem it but somehow or other it found it« 
way into the public paper, where you must have seen it . . . 

I am, ever, dear Sir, yours sincerely, Robert B[;R!43. 



TO MR ALEXANDER FINDLATER. 

Dear Sir— I am both niiieh surprised and vexed at that accident to 
Lorinier's stock. The lost survey I nia<le, prior to ^Ir Lorimer's going to 



h hnil «cU-crUsed ■ 
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Edinburgh, I was very particular in my inspection, and the quantity 
was certainly in his possession, as I stated it. The surveys I made 
during his absence might as well have been marked * Key absent,* as I 
never found any body but the lady, who, I know, is not mistress of 
keys, &c, to know anything of it, and one of the times it would have 
rejoiced all Hell to have seen her so drunk. I have not surveyed there 
since his return. I know the gentleman's ways are, like the grace of 
G — , past all comprehension; but I shall give the house a severe 
scrutiny to-morrow morning and send you in the naked facts. 

I know. Sir, and regret deeply that this business glances with a 
malign aspect on my character as an officer ; but as I am really innocent 
in the affair and as the gentleman is known to be an illicit dealer, and 
particularly as this is the single instance of the least shadow of careless* 
ness or impropriety in my conduct as an officer, I shall be peculiarly 
unfortunate if my character shall fall a sacrifice to the dark manoeuvres 
of a smuggler.* I am. Sir, your obliged and obedient humble servant, 

KoBT. Burns. 

5itiiddy €V€n, [Blusland, June 1791.] 

I send you some rhymes I have just finished which tickle my fancy a 
little. 



TO MR ALEXANDER FINDLATBR. 

Dear Sir— Mrs B., like a true good wife, looking on my taste as a 
standard, and knowing that she cannot give me anything eatable more 
agreeable than a new-laid egg, she begs your acceptance of a few. They 
are all of them couch, not thirty hours out 

I am, dear Sir, your obliged, humble servant, ROBT. BufiNS. 

Ellislaio), Saturday morning. 

Along with this note were sent some verses : t 

Dear Sir, Our Lucky humbly begs Mtetrow 

Ye '11 prie her caller, new-laid eggs : ftwh 
Lord grant the cock may keep her legs 

Aboon the ebuckies ; Above 



Nae cursed, clerical excise 

On honest Nature's laws and ties : 

* Lorimer, of whose • dark manoeuvres as a sinugglcr ' Bums must have been Ignonmt 
when he intrwluced hlra to his Mend SomeniUe, subeequently became bankrupt 

f The verses (which are unpublishable) are not now with the note, which ia in the Mona- 
inent at Edinburgh. 



Free as the vernal breeze that fliea 

At early dayj 
We 'd tasted Katura's riuhest joya 

But stint ot stay. 

But as this subject's somothing kittle, 
Our widest way 's to suy but little, 
Yet, wliile luy Muse La at her uultle, 

I am, most forvent, 
Or may I dio upou a whittle ! luu: 

Your fricud and aorvimt, 

KUBERT IlUitNS. 



UtTCQELI., Esq., COLLECTOl 



IE, DCHFBIBS. 
Jnmt ITflLl 

Sir— A very pressing occasiou, no lew tlian witDeiii<iD(; the wedding of 
ail uiily brother,* calls me to Ayrahire, for which 1 oliaU take your per- 
Illinium ns ijranteil, exctijit I l>c coun tern in tided before Sunday, tlie day 
1 set out. I shall reiiiuiiilier llial thrvu ilayH aic all that 1 can expect. 
The ciicloseil otiicial pa|>er panic tii my hand, an<l I take tlie liberty to 
lay it before you. I have llie liouur to bo yuur obliged, bunihle servant, 
ItuBT. Burns. 



The folluwiiiy letters indicate how wnriidy Burns could take 
up the cause of a friend wjio, in his belief, had been persecuted : 

TO THE REV. WILLIAM MOODIE, EDINBUROH.t 

Hevd. and Deau Sir— Tliia will l>e presented you by a particular 

Friend of mine, a Mr Clarke, Scliouhiiaster in Moffat, wlio has lately 

liccoiiic the unfortunate and unJescrvcl subject of pcraccntioD from some 

of his Employers. The ostensible and assigned reason on their part is 

some instances of severity to the boys under his care ; hut 1 have had 

tlie best opiiortunities of koowing the merits of the cause and I assure 

yiiu. Sir, lie is falling a sacrilicc to the wcakiicHs of the Many, following 

in the cry of titc villainy of the Fkw. TIic linsinvss will now come before 

the Patrons of the School, who are the Ministei-s, Ma};islrates, ami Town 

Council of Edinbnrgli j and in that view I would intei'est yonr gootlueaa 

in his behalf. 'TU true, Sir, and I feel the full force of the observation, 

• Gilbert Bums vm innrrie.1 at Kiliiianiocli. on 2M Ju»e IV9I. lo jMii fimckanrldgo, 

Gilbert dh'il in 1B31, atiil tils nlfe In 1311. 

) Mr Mowlie wu iiiinistpr ur St Aiiilrsns Ctiiirch, Eiiinburali. In ITIU lio km <l>i>oiuleU 
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that a man in my powerlefiB, humble station very much mistakes himself, 
and very much mistakes the way of the world, when he dares presume to 
offer influence among so highly respectable a Body as the Patronage I 
liave mentioned ; but wliat could I do ? A man of Abilities, a man of 
Genius, a man of Worth, and my Friend — before I would stand quietly 
and silent by and see him perish thus, I would down on my knees to the 
rocks and the mountains, and implore them to fall on his Persecutors and 
crush their malice and them in deserved destruction ! Believe me, Sir, 
he is a greatly injured man. The humblest individual, tiioogh, Alas, he 
cannot so redress the wrong, may yet as ably attest the fact as a Lord. 
Mr Moodie's goodness I well know ; and that acquaintance with him I 
have the honor to boast of will forgive my addressing him thus in favour 
of a Gentleman whom, if he knew as well, he would esteem as I do. 

R. B. 



LEITER WRITTEN BY THE POET FOR JAMES CLARICE, SCHOOLMASTER, 
AMD SENT BY HIM TO THE LORD PROVOST OF EDINBURGH.* 

My Lord — It may be deemed presumption iu a man, obscure and 
unknown as I am and an entire stranger to your Lordship, to trouble you 
in tliis manner; but when I inform you that the subject on which I 
address you is of the last imi>ortance to me and is so far connected witli 
you, tliat on your determination, in a great measure, my fate must 
depend, I rely on your Lordship's goodness that you will think any 
further apology unnecessary. 

I have been for nearly five years Schoolmaster in Moffat, an appoint- 
ment of which your Lordship will know, you, with the rest of the Magis- 
tracy and Town Council, together with the Clergy of E^linburgh, have 
the patronage. The trust with which these, my highly-respectable 
patrons had honored me I have endeavoured to discharge with the 
utmost fidelity and I hope with a great degree of success ; but of late, 
one or two powerful individuals of my employers have been pleased 
to attack my reputation as a Teacher, have threatened no less than to 
expel me from the School and are taking every method, some of them, 
I ^vill say it, insidious and unfair to the last degree, to put their threats 
in execntion. The fault of which I am accused is some instances of 
severity to the children under my care. Were I to tell your Lordship 
that I am innocent of the charge-^that any shade of cruelty, par- 
ticularly that very black one of cruelty to tender infancy, will be 
allowed by every unbiassed person who knows anything of me to be 
tints unknown in my disposition — you would certainly look on all 
thiB from me as wonls of course ; so I shall trouble you with nothing 
on the merits of my cause, until I have a fair hearing before 

* In the Olenriddel volume at Liverpool, this letter is thus endorsed by the poet : ' The 
following letter which wan sent by Mr Clarke to the Provoet of Edinburgh wu ol my 
writing.' 
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my Ki^Iit Houourable Patraiis. A loir IiNUiug, my Lord, is wIiAt ahov* 
all tiling I want, and wliat I };reatty (ear wilt be otu-uijit^d to he 
denied me. U U to be iii»inufite(l lluit 1 liKvc vacated my pl&ce, tlM 
1 never wu legally appointed, with I know not Imw many pretence* 
more, to kinder the business from ounitntj {irujierly before your Lordship 
nnd the other fiktrons of the [school— All whioli I deny fuid will insist on 
huldiiit' my appointment until the dignified chometera who gave it me 
shall tind nie unworthy of it. 

In yotir LonUliip's Kttal apiju&intAnM with Luiiinn life, you must )i*ve 
known and Been innny instances of Innocence, nay, of Merit, dii^uised 
HHil ulRieured and, aometimes, for ever buiieil liy the dark niBcliLnalious 
of iinprinciplol Malevolence and envious Craft ; and until tlie contnuy 
be niiide to api)eBr, 'tis at least equally probable that my ca»e is in tliftt 
unfortunate and undeserved pi'edicaiuent. — 1 have the honor U> be, &c, 
(Sij;iied} Jakes Ci.akic& 



Silt— Must Kiucei-ely do I refiret tlint concurience of accident, prejudice 
and mistake which, niost uiifortiimilely fur nie, has Hulijecl«<l nie, ae 
iLiaater of Mullat (IvanLiiiar Sclicml, lo llie displeasure of tile Earl of 
llopctniin anil thoHe in nlioni lie places conlidctice. Protestations of my 
innocence will, friini mc. lie thought wonls of course. But I hope, and I 
think I have nonic wcll-(;ri)iinde<l reasons fur that liu|>c, that the gentle- 
men in whose lianils I immediately am, the Ki);ht Honourable Patrons 
of the School, will find the cliart,'e nji^inst mc groundless and my claims 
just : and will not allow nie to fall a sacririce to tlie insidious desi)nis of 
siniie, and llie well-incnnt, tlinnt;li niisiii formed, Kcal of others. However, 
as dispiitcH anil li(i<,'ations imixt lie of ^^reat hurt, liotli to the School and 
nie, I iiiostaiilcntly wish ilmt it would snJ,'{,'^■^<l itself to Mr Willianison'a 
good sense and wi.-li for the welfai-c of the country, the propriety of 
dropping nil di.'^piiles and allowing: me peaceable ailmlssion to my school 
and the exercise of my function. This, Sir, I am jwrsuaded, will be 
servini; all patties ; and will lay iiic under particular and lastln){ obliga- 
tions U> your (,'oodnosB. I propose »|ienin); School to-morrow ; and tl)e 
quiet possession of my school-house is what I have to re(|uest of you— a 
reijucst which, if refused, I must Ite under the very disagreeable necessity 
of asking in tlie way |K>tiite<l out by the laws of the country. Whatever 
yon. Sir, may think of other parts of my conduct, you will at least grant 
the propriety of a man's strainin),' e^■cry nerve in a contest, where not 
only liuin but Infamy must attend his defeat.— I am, Ac, 
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TO ALEXANDER CUNNINGHAM, ESQ., INTRODUCING JAMES CLARKE. 

lltk June 1791, 

Let nie interest you, my dear Cunningham, in behalf of the gentleman 
who give8 you this. He is a Mr Clarke, of Moffat, principal school- 
master there, and is at present suffering severely under the pei'secution 
of one or two ])owerfu] individuals of his employee. He is accused of 
harshness to some perverse dunces that were placed under his care. 
God help the teacher, if a man of sensibility and genius, and such is my 
friend Clarke, when a booby father presents him with his booby son and 
insists on lighting up the rays of science in a fellow's head whose skull is 
impervious and inaccessible by any other way than a positive fracture 
with a cudgel : a fellow whom, in fact, it savours of impiety to attempt 
making a scholar of, as he has been marked a blockhead in the book of 
late, at the almighty fiat of his Creator. 

The patrons of Mott'at school are the ministers, magistrates and town- 
council of Edinburgh, and as the business comes now before them, let me 
beg my dearest friend to do every thing in his power to serve the interests 
of a man of genius, a man of worth and a man whom I particularly respect 
and esteem. You know some good fellows among the magistrates and 
council, though, God knows, 'tis generally a very unfit soil for good 
fellows to flourish in, but particularly you have much to say with a 
reverend gentleman to whom you have the honor of being very nearly 
related and whom this country and age have had the honor to produce. 
I need not name the historian of Charles V.* I tell him, through the 
medium of his nephew's influence, that Mr Clarke is a gentleman who 
will not disgrace even his jmtronage. I know the merits of the cause 
thoroughly, and say it that my friend is falling a sacrifice to prejudiced 
ignorance and envious, causeless malice. 

God help the children of dei)endence I Hated and persecuted by their 
enemies, and too often, alas ! almost unexceptionally, received by their 
friends with disrespect and reproach, under the thin disguise of cold 
civility and humiliating advice. O to be a sturdy savage, stalking in 
the pride of his independence amid the solitary wilds of his deserts, 
rather than in civilized life, helplessly to tremble for a subsistence, 
precarious as the capiice of a fellow-creature ! £ver>' man has his 
virtues and no man is without his failings ; and curse on that privileged 
plain-dealing of friendship which, in the hour of my calamity, cannot 
reach forth the helping hand without at the same time pointing out 
those failings and apportionitig them their share in procuring my 
present distress. My friends, for such the world calls you and such 
ye think you reel ves to be, pass by my virtues, if you please, but do, 
also, spare my follies : the first will witness in my breast for them- 

* Mr CunniiigliAm wan a nephew of PriDcijjMil Robertaon. 
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Bulixs iLiiil the last will give |)iiin eiiuu},'li Ui the ingeriuuiiB mind withoal 
yim. And HiDce Jeviatiiig more or lem fiuiii tli« ii&thH u( ]in>prict]r nini 
rccLiCuiJB iiiuNt be iiicideDt to Imiiian uatuiv, ilo thou, Fortune, put it ia 
my [lower, always froiii niyxelf ami of myself, to lieitr the coDnequences 
uf tliDxe errors 1 I ilo not want, to be iuJejietnlent thai I uiay sic, hui I 
vaut to be iDde))eiidont in my sinuiag. 

To i«tiini in lliis laiiihliug letter to tbc subject I set out with, let mc 
rccoiiitjiend my friend Mr Cloike to yuur acquaintance and good offices : 
Ilia M'urth entitleH liini ta tlie one and his ^lEtitude will merit the other. 
I kwc nuuli to lieu from you. Adieu 1 U. B. 



Burua appeara, frota tlie portion of this lettar wlilch tefora to 
himsell', to liiive been subjeuteil, oithor iii public or private, to a 
Boiircliing lijporcriticiaiii, probably of n kind baiiuatlt his uotitw. 
Till) following frag[iiout woa {lurlin^w dcsij^aiuil lui jmrt uf a privute 
rujily to a critiu : 



LITE 



RY SCOLDING. 



HINTS. 

Thou Eiinucli of lan^ua^'e ; tlum Eii<;1i9lirnan, who never was aouth the 
Tweed ! thon servile echo of fashiouable hailwiiisiiiH ; thou (juack, vending 
thcnuBtriiiiisof etnjiiriualctoL'Utioii ; thou niairiage-niakcr between vowels 
and consonants, on the Grctna-grecn of capiice ; thou cobbler, iHitching 
tlie lliinxy Hocks of botnbaMl ornlury ; thon blacksmith, haniinering tlie 
rivets of alisURlity ; thou Imtclier, cinlirtiing tliy Imnds in tlie bowels of 
orlhiijji'aiihy 1 tliou arcli -here tic in {ironnncialion ; thou pitch-pipe of 
aHected emphasis ; thou carjienter, mortising the awkward joints of 
jarring Hcntcnccs ; thou equuakiiig diEtsonancc of cadence ; thou pimp of 
gender; thou Lyon Herald to silly etymology ; thou antipode of grammar; 
thou executioner of conHti'iictiun ; thon bnKxl of the s|>ecch -distracting 
buililei's of the Tower of Babel ; thou lingual confusion worse confounded ; 
thou Hca|ie-gallows from the land of syntax ; thon scavenger of mood and 
ten^« ; thou mnnlerous accoucheur of infant learning ; thou ignis faliius, 
miHleoding the stejis of benighted ignorance ; tliou pick 1c- herring in the 
puppet-show of nonsense ; tliou faithful recorder of liarbamus iiliom ; tlioti 
)>c'rHecutor of gyltabicaljon ; thon Iialcfiil meteor, foretelling and facilital' 
ing the rapid appioacli of Nox and Ertbua.* 

The same apitit uiarka the third epistle to liia patrou, Graham : 

• Thl- -in-ijlRf cofiiim-aioh iriidfi iH iipp.-«niiice In H.i> (7en(7f7iin«-j ila^rinr for Aiienrt 
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THIRD EPISTLE TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., 

OF FINTRY. 

6tk October 170L 

Late cripprd of an arm, and now a leg; 
About to beg a pass for leave to beg ; 
Dull, listless, teus'd, dejected and deprest 
(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest) ; 
Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail 
(It soothes poor Misery, hearkening to her tale) 
And hear him curse the light he first surveyed 
And doubly curse the luckless rliyming trade. 

Thou, Nature 1 partial Nature ! I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal I complain : 
The lion and the bull thy care have found. 
One shakes the forests, and one spurns the ground ; 
Thou giv'st the ass liis hide, the snail his shell ; 
Til' envenoni'd wasp, victorious, guards his cell ; 
Thy minions kings defend, control, devour, 
In all th' omnipotence of rule and power. 
Foxes and statesmen subtile wiles ensure ; 
The cit and polecat stink, and are secure ; 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug, 
The priest and hedgehog in tlieir robes, are anug ; 
Ev'n silly woman has her warlike arts. 
Her tongue and eyes — her dreaded spear and darts. 

But Oh ! thou bitter step-mother and hard, 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard 1 
A thing unteachable in world's skill, 
And half an idiot too, more helpless stUl : 
No heels to bear him from the op'ning dun ; 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun ; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn. 
And those, alas 1 not Amalthea's horn ; 
No nerves olfact'ry. Mammon's trusty cur. 
Clad in rich Dulness' comfortable fur ; 



UfE AND WURKS OP BCBSa. 

In naked feeling and in ocliing pride, 
llo bears th' unbroken bloiat frtiiii ev'ry side: 
Vampyre bookeellurs ilruin him to the heart. 
And Bcoipion Critiui cureless venom dtut : 

Ci'itics — ^piiall'd, I venturo on the name ; 
Those uut-throat bandits in the piilha of fame ; 
Bloody diasoctora, worse than ton Monroes : * 
Ho hacks to teach, tliey mangle to expose. 

His heart by causuleaa wanton malice wrong, 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung ; 
His wolbwon bays, than life itself mure dear, 
By miscreants torji, who ne'er one eprig must wear ; 
Foil'd, bleeding, tortiir'd in ih' unequal stiifo, 
The hspleiia Poet flounders on thro' life : 
Till, fled each hope that once his bosom fir'd, 
And fled each Muso that glorious once inspit'd, 
Low sunk in squnlid, unprotected age. 
Dead, even rcacntnieiit for his injuc'd page. 
Ho heoJs or fotls no more the ruthless Critic's rage ! 

So, by some hedge, the gen'rouB steed deccaa'd. 
For half-atarv'd siiavling curs a dninty feast, 
By toil end famine ware to skin and bone. 
Lies, senseless of each tugging bitch'a son, 

Diilness ! portion of the tnily blest ! 
Calm sbeltei'd haven of eternal rest ! 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of Fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high she fills the golden cup, 
With sober seirisji ea.sc they sip it up : 
Conscious the bounteous meed tliey well deservsj 
They only wonder ' snme folks ' do not starve. 
The grave sage hem thus easy pick.s his frog, 
And thinks the MaJiard a aad, worthless dog. 



•Ily. The reftrence 
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When disappointment snaps the clue of hope, 
And thro' disastrous night they darkling grope, 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 
And just conclude ' that fools are fortune's care.' 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid ox. 

Not so the idle Muses' mad-cap train ; 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck brain : 
In equanimity they never dwell ; 
By turns in soaring heav'n or vaulted hell. 

I dread thee. Fate, relentless and severe, 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear ! 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost : 
Glencaim^ the truly noble, lies in dust 
(Fled, like the sun eclips'd as noon appears. 
And left us darkling in a world of tears). 
O ! hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r ! 
Fintry, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
Thro' a long life his hopes and wishes crown. 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down ! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path ; 
Give enei^y to life ; and soothe his latest breath. 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death ! 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTRY. 

[ELLI8LAKD, Od. 5, 1791.] 

I onglit to have written you long ago ; but a mere letter of thanks 
must be to you an insipid buBiness. I \\\&\\ to Hend yon sonietliing that 
will give yon at least as ninch anmsement as * The Aberdeen New Prog- 
nostication ' or * Six Excellent New Songn. ' Along with two other pieces, 
I enclose you a sheetful of groans, wrung from me in my elbow-chair, 
with one unlucky leg on a stool before me. I will make no apology for 
addressing it to you : I have no longer a choice of patrons : the truly 
noble Glencairn is no more ! I intend soon to do myself the honour of 
writing Mrs Graham, and sending her some other lesser pieces of late 
date. My muse will sooner l)e in mischief than be idle ; so I keep her 
at work. 

I thought to have mentioned some Excise ideas that your late goodness 
has put into my head, but it is so like the soming impudence of a stunly 
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bcgg'i'i'. thtiX I cannot Ho ik It waa snmetliing in the n-Ay of an oHicinling 
joli. With the most (intent wish tlint jon may be rewarded l>y Him u " 
can dn it, for your generoun palmiia{;e to a mail wlio, thniigli feeling 
eensible of it, Li quite nnable to repay it, I have the honour, Ike., 

R, n. 

Here may Iw intrmluced a clever and powerful (though tiin>qual) 
poem ivhich wag found in tho poll's haiKhvriting at Ilia dece 
hut 03 to the authoraliiiJ of which Bonie doubt hna been expressed by 
Gillw^rt Biims and others. Portions of it have been nseribed to 
Fergussnn, to Hanitlfcon of Gillie rtiield, even to Ramsay liimeelf ; 
and it is rather ein^lar that Hamilton should have commenced 
his lirst Epistle to Kamsay thu»: 

O fam'd and celebrated Allan I 

Eenoivned liameay ! canty callan ! 

There's nowther Ilighlandraan nor Lawlan "i 

In iwRtrie, 
But may aa soon ding down Tantallan ii 

As match wi' thee. 

The resemblance between this and the sixth vcrae of the 'Poem 
on Pastoral I'oetry' is obvious. The probability is, that though 
linms may have obtained a hint or a line from one or other of his 
predecpssora, tho jwem in its jiencral ideas and its 'skinkliii 
patches ' is all his. 

POEM ON P A S T O II A L POETRY. 

Hail, Poesio ! thoii Nymph rrscrv'd ! 

In chase o' tjiee what crowds hae swcrvM 

Frao common sense, or sunk enerv'd 

'Manf5 heaps o' clavers ; nonwnw 

And och I o'er aft thy jnea hae slarvM, awo-iiitnns 

'Mid a' tliy favors I 

Say, TjtB.'iie : why thy train amanfr. 

While lend tho trump's hemic clnnjr. 

And sock or liii=ikin akelp alan;; move briskly mong 

To death or marriafje, 
Scarce ane has tried tho siiepherd-.iang 

But wi' miscarriage I 
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In Homer'a craft Jock Milton thrives ; 

i^lschylus' pen Will Shakespeare driyea ; 

Wee Pope, the knurlin, 'till him rives ^'"^ll^SnuhS 

Horatian fame ; 
In thy sweet sang, Barhauld,* survives 

Even Sappho's flame. 

But thee, Theocritus, wha matches t 

Thoy 're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches ; t 

Squire Pope but busks his skinklin (latches j: "^nhinlnl^ 

0' heathen tatters : 
I pass by hnnders, nameless wretches, 

That ape their betters. 



Hhowy 



hnndredn 



letrnlng 
more 



lad 

fbnranl 

crouch behind the 
iwrtition 

fellow 



In this braw age o' wit and lear. 
Will nane the Shephenl's whistle mnir 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And niral grace ; 
And wi' the fa^fam'd Grecian share 

A rival place 1 

Yes ! there is ano : a Scottish callan ! 
There 's ano : come forrit, honest Allan I 
Thou need na jouk bohint the hnllnn, 

A chiel sae clever ; 
The teeth o* time may gnaw TantaI1an,§ 

But thou 's for ever. 

Thou paints auld Nature to the nines, 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ; 

Nne gowden stream thro' myrtles twines. 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vines. 

Her griefs will tell ! 

* Thin ctirlonRly (nfeKcttoiw— tinlem ft b« gently mmuitle— «11nilon to Mrs Darbanld 
0748-1825), who did not pnblifih her poeini till 1778, could luinUy haire been made by 
FergiiRfton, who die«l in 1774, after a period of inmnity ; and conid not of coanie have been 
made by Hamilton, an he died in 1754 ; or by Ramiiay, at he died In 1758. 

t Vinril'a Edognen are not the balladR or nonga of real ahepherda. 

t Cf. purpurri pnnni, * purple patchea.' 

f A maaslTe caiitle nrar North Derwick. 
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In gowany glens thy bumie strays 
Where bounie losses bleach their clnes, 
Or trots by hazelly shnwa and braes 

Wi' hawthorns gray. 
Where blackbiiils join the shepherd's lays 

At close o' day. 

Thy rural loves are nature's sel ; 

Nae bombast spatea o' nonsense swell ; 

Nae snap conceits, but that eweet spell 

0' witchin love, 
That charm that can the strongest quell. 

The sternest move. 



TO MB 



B T B R HIM. 



[DniiniiEii, 13M JkIji ITOl-l" 
My dear Friend— I tnke < lien riddel's kind offer of a cmner for n 
poBtscri|>t to you, though 1 liave got notliiM<; purlicular to tell you. It ia 
with the greatest pleasure I lenrn from ull liaiids, and jiavticiilaily from 
your warm frietul and patron, tlie Laird here, tliat ynii are going on, 
spreading and thriving like tlie I'alm ti-cc that xlinilcs tlie fragrant vale 
in the Holy Land of tlie I'rapliet. May the licliCHt juices from beneath, 
and the dews of heaven from alxive, foster your root an(i refresh joiir 
hi-anclies, until you be as consiiiciions among your fellows as tlie stately 
Goliali toweling over the little pigmy Philistines around him ! Amen ! so 
be it ! M It. H. 

It would scfm that Mrs M'Lchnse had now so far forgiven 
Btima as to have resumed correspondence with him. She wrote 
two letters before he replied. 



I have received Imth your last letters, Madam, and oufjlit, and would, 
have aiisweiTd the first long ago. Hut on wlmt sulijcct .sliiill I niito .von ? 
How can you exjipct a Coric«]mndent should write yon when you doi-lare 



9l Portrait (iallery, &liiilnirgli. Tlie [arts n 
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that you mean to preserve bis letters with a view, sooner or later, to 
expose them on the pillory of derision and the rack of criticism ? This 
is gagging me completely as to speaking the sentiments of my bosom ; 
else, Madam, I could perhaiM too truly 

Join grief with grief and echo sighs to thine ! 

I have perused your most beautiful, but most pathetic. Poem— do not ask 
me how often or with what emotions. You know that ' I dare to mh, but 
not to lie.* Your Verses wring the confession from my inmost soul that 
—I will say it — expose it if you please— that — I have more than once in 
my life been the victim of a damning conjuncture of circumstances ; and 
that to me [you must be ever 

Dear as the light that visits these sad eyes. 

I have just, since I had yours, composed the following stanzas. Let 
me know your opinion of them :] 

Sweet Sensibility how charming, 

Thou, my Friend, canst truly tell ; 
But how Distress, with horrors arming ! 

Thou, Alas ! hast known too well ! 

Fairest Flower, behold the lily. 

Blooming in the sunny ray : 
Let the blast sweep o'er the valley, 

See it prostrate on the clay. 

Hear the Woodlark charm the forest, 

Telling o'er his little joys : 
But, Alas ! a prey the surest 

To each pirato of the skies. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure 

Finer Feelings can bestow : 
Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure 

Thrill the deepest notes of woe. [R B.] 

The reply to this letter paved the way for a reconciliation : 

FROM MRS M'LEHOSE. 

Edinburob, 2iid Augvtt [1791]. 

You surely mistake me, Sir— •Expose your letters to criticism!' 
Nothing could be further from my intention : read my letters and yon 
VOL. III. R 




will tind uothin^; to juatify eucIi hd ulea. Dut 1 suppose they a.\e burned, 
sa ynii cui'l have recooriie to tlieni. In an inipnoMiuned lioiiv I once 
tiilkeil o[ publishing them, but a little cnol reDeclion bIidwoI ine tt« iin- 
l>ii)]>riety ; the idea Loa lieen luti<; abauitooed and I wish you to write 
iiic with that conHdeiice yon would ilo to a peiiion of whom yuu euter- 
taiiieil B good opinion &nil wlio is sincerely interested in yniir welfare. 
Ti) lliH ' every day childi'Cn of the world ' I well know one cnnnot speak 
the sentinienta of the botioiii. 

I Am pleased with your reception ot the Poeui and no lens so wiEli 
ynitr lieautlful stonzns in consequGnco. The last I think particul&rly 
elegant — 

Durl; bought the hidden tr«uure, kc 

It has piticiired me a short visit from the Muse, who has been a 
Htmni-er since the "Golden Dream' of '88. The versra ar ' 
but if worth while, pray correct tliem for uie. Uci-e they a 



Yes, Sensibility is clmnning 

Tlio' it may wound the teiidoi mind, 
K^atiirc'a storcB, the boaom warming. 

Yield U3 iileasures most refined. 

See yonder iiair of warhling liiinetn, 
How their music charms tlic f;rove ; 

What el,*o with rapture fills their iniuutca 
But yeiisibility and Love) 



Ev'n shoiiM the s|»i'tsmei» (i^rucl 
lioh them of thciv tuimful hniat 

How West the little lifelong lovei 
Undivided iu tlieir death ! 



'!) 



A loiift-lovad maid, nipt in the hlossom. 
May lie in yonder kirkyard Rreen ; 

Yet JlomVy soothes her lover's bosom, 
Kecullinf,' many a raptured scono. 



Or. musing by the rolling ocean, 
See him sit, witli visa';e wan, 

As wave succeeding wave ii: motion, 
Mourna the chequer'd life of Man. 
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Sensibility ! sweet treasure, 

Still 1 11 sing in praise of thee : 
All that mortals know of pleasure 

Flows from Sensibility.* 

Let me know what you think of this poor imitation of your style. Tis 
metre, but not poetry. 

Pray have you seen Greenfield's Poems ? or Miss Carmichael's ? t The 
last are very poor, I think. 

I have been reading Beattie's Minstrel for the first time. What a 
delicious treat I 

Interrupted — adieu! A.M. 

A veiy fantastic sketch of Burns at this time is presented by 
Dr Currie : *In the summer of 1791, two English gentlemen, who 
had before met with him in Edinburgh, paid a visit to him at 
EUisland. On calling at the house, they were informed that he 
had walked out on the banks of the river ; and, dismounting from 
their horses, they proceeded in search of him. On a rock that 
projected into the stream they saw a man employed in angling, of 
a singular appearance. He had a cap made of a fox's skin on his 
head, a loose great-coat fixed round him by a belt from which 
depended an enormous Highland broad-sword. It was Bums. He 
received them with gi*eat cordiality and asked them to share his 
humble dinner — an invitation which they accepted. On the table 
they found boiled beef, with vegetables and barley-broth, after the 
manner of Scotland ; of which they partook heartily. After dinner 
the bard told them ingenuously that ho had no wine to offer them 
— nothing better than Highland whisky, a bottle of which Mrs 
Bums set on the board. He produced at the same time his 
punch-bowl, made of Inverary marble, and, mixing the spirit with 
water and sugar, filled their glasses^ and invited them to drink4 

* Mr Scott Douglas, who first printed this letter (in his fifth voIumeX added note : 'Wo 
have, for want of space, been compelled to abridge Clariiida's little sentimental poem, bat 
the omitted stanzas are in quality considerably inferior to those here presented.* 

t Poems, by the late Rev. Andrew Greenfield, M.A., Rector of Moira, in Ireland. (Bdin< 

bnrKh : William Cruech, 1700.) PoemSf by Miss Garmichael. (Edinburgh : Printed for 

the Author and sold by Peter Hill, 1700.)— See note. Vol. II., p. 01. 

X The bowl here referred to was formed of lapU-oIlarU^ the stone of which Inverary 
Castle is built. It was fluhioned by old Armour of Mauchlino, and presented by him as a 
marriage-gift to his son*in*law. It found its way into the hands of Alexander Cunningham, 
of Edinburgh, and finally into those of Mr Hastie, long M.P. for Paisley, who is said to 
have refused three hundred guineas for it. Mr Hastie bequeathetl it along with a number 
of other relics to the British Museum. The truth of the story related by Currie was denied 
by Mrs Burns, who stoutly maintained that her husband was not an angler. 
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The trovellere were in haste, nml, hesiiles tlie flavour of tlie 
wlii,-ky to their noulhron jxilates wns Bcarculy tolemble; but the 
genurouH poet offered Ihem his best, and his anient hospitality 
Lliey found it impossible to resist Burns was iu his happiest 
iiiooil and llio charma of his euiivoraation were nitogetlier fusciiiut- 
iiig. He ranged over a great variety of topics, illunuiiatiiig what- 
ever lie touched. He related the tales of his infancy and of hia 
youlli ; he recited some of the fjaj-est imd some of the tenderest of 
bin iiuema : in the wildest of his strnins of mirth he threw in aotiie 
toui'liea of melancholy, itiut sjimnd nrouiid liim the electric emotions 
of his powerful mind. Tlie Highland whisky improved in its 
flavour ; the marble bowl waa nyain and agaiu emptied and 
repli^niahfld; the guests of our jioet foi^t the flight of tima 
and the dictates of prudence : at the hour of midnight they lost 
thi.'ir way in returning to Puiotries and could acarculy diatinj^uish 
it when aasisted by the morning's dawn.' • 



TO MR Tiin 



8L0AN,+ 



CARK (ir WM, KKNNKUV, ESQ 


MANCIIESTKR. 


MV DEAR Sl.O.VN— Siis|ii'Mse is wnise lli.it 


.lis.i]ii.,>iiLlnient ; for that 


reason 1 Imvry lo tell y..n iliiit 1 just now k' 


rn tlmt Mr Ballnntiue does 


not clioose to ii.lerfcre more in tlie liiisines 


J Imn tnily sony for it. 


but cnniiot liclii it. 




Yiin blame iiiu for not wiiliiift j'nu sncm 


er: bntynu«ill please to 


recollect tliftt yon omittcil one lillle ufcess 


vy iiiece of In formation— 


your (ulilress. 




However, you know ef[iially iveH tiiy Inivri 


tl life, iuttulent temper and 


streiiyth of attaclinient. It mm\. be h loiij;i'r 


period tli.iM (lie lonf-cst life 


• iu tlie worlii's Imle aiiil UTideijeiierate clnvs ' 


liiitMill ni.ike me forj-et so 


dear a fiieu.l as Mr Sl.«iii. I n». pvo.lifjal c.io 


ifjiiattiii.ef., I.ntlwillnot 


part with xucli n trciiflure as tliat. 




I can ea.iily filter into tlie cmbnritis of yo 


ir present situation. You 


know my fniouiite cjiinlalion ftom Youil;:— 
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and tliat other favourite one from Thomson's ' Alfred ' — 

What proves the hero truly greftt, 
Is never, never to despair. 

Or, shall I quote you an author of your acquaintance ? 



For whether doing, sufferinq or forbearing. 

You may do miracles by — FERSEVERIMG. 

I have nothing new to tell you. The few friends we have are going on 
in the old way. I sold my crop on this day se'ennight, and sold it 
very well. A guinea an acre, on an average, above value. But such a 
scene of drunkenness was hardly ever seen in this country. After the 
roup was over, about thirty people engaged in a battle, every man for 
his own hand, and fought it out for three hours. Nor was the scene 
much better in the house. No Kghting, indeed, but folks lying drunk on 
the floor and decanting, until l>oth my dogs got so drunk by attending 
them, that they could not stand. You will easily guess how I enjoyed 
the scene ; as I was no farther over than you used to see me. 

Mrs B. and family have been in Ayrshire these many weeks. 

Farewell ! and God bless you, my dear friend ! 

RoBT. Burns. 

Ellisland, la Sept. 1791. 



It must not be supposed that Bums had given any special 
encouragement to hard drinking at the sale of his cro]). It was 
the custom on such occasions to supply a quantity of whisky or 
some other liquor, from which the persons attending the sale 
were expected to help themselves at discretion. 

The Earl of Biichan, whose connection with the Glencaim 
family gave him a claim on Burns's consideration which he could 
never have derived from his own character, was at this time 
contemplating one of the fantastic fetes which he had a mania for 
devising — the ostensible object being the coronation of a bust of 
James Thomson, the poet, on Ednam Hill, while the true end 
was the glorification of the Enrl of Buchan. He wrote to Burns, 
requesting his presence on the occasion and suggesting that he 
should * go across the country and meet the Tweed at the nearest 
point to his farm; and wondering along the ])a8toral banks of 
Thomson's pure parent stream, catch inspiration on the devious 
walk, till he finds Lonl Buchan sitting on the ruins of Dry- 
burgh. There,' he adds, * the commendator [for so he considered 
himself, as being the successor of the ancient abbots] will give 



liitn [liurns] a hearty welcome, and try to light his tniup i 
tliu I'ura flnine of native geaius, uiran the altar of Caledonian 
virtue.' Biinis returned a courteous anawer— two atid k half 
niontlis later : 



Mv J, OUD— Language eiuka under tlie ardour of my feelings wlien I 
wuuld tliank your Loidsliip fur iht honour, the very gieut kouour, you 
liave doue uie, in inviting' me to tlie coronatiou of tlie bust of Tlioiuaun. 
Ill my lint enthuMasui, on reading' the card you did lue tlie honour to 
write to ine, I overlooked every obaUicle and detenuined to go ; hut 1 
fear it will not be in my [niwer. A week or two['» abaence], iu the 
very middle of my liarvest. ih what 1 much doubt I dare not venture on. 
I onee already made a pilgriniajje up the whole course of the Twee<l, 
and foiKlly would I take the Kaine deliijhtful journey douin tlie ^^-indint^ 
of thai charming Btreain. 

Your Lordship hints at an ode for the occasion : but who would write 
after CoUina F I read over his venes to the meuiory of Thoineon, and 
de&paireil. I attempted three or four stanzas in the way of oitdtess to 
tlie gliade of the bard on crowning; Iiih dust. I trouble your Lordship 
with the inclosed co]>y of tlietii. nliich I ntii afmid will lie but Ijmi con- 
viricint; a proof hinv niie'imil I am to tlie lai^k yon would iibli},'in);ly 
awsigii me. However, it nffonis uiu an iiiijioit unity of niiproiicbinK 
your Ij^inlsliip and declniinK how siuL-eicly I linve tlie honour M lie, 
My Lonl, Yuiir LoriUhiii'ii highly -oliliKeil And iiio^it devoted humble 

KoBEliT BUKNS. 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 

OS CBOW.MNd Ills BUST AT KDNAM, ROXUritUII-tJUlKK, W1' 

Wliilo virgin Sprin- by tkleii's Hiiftl 
Unfolds Iier tundLT iiiaiitic grcuii, 

Or |>raiiks the sod in frolic mood, 
Or tnues Eoliaii strains b(!twui.-ii; 



AVliile Summer, with a matron grace, 
Rotrc'uts to Dryljurj^h's cooling sliadi;, 

Yet oft) delighted, Ktojiii to tr.icu 
The jirogress of the spikey bhide ; 
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While Autumn, benefactor kind, 

By Tweed erects his ag^d head, 
And sees, with self-approving mind, 

Each creature on his bounty fed ; 

While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, 

Bousing the turbid torrent's roar, 
Or sweepmg, wild, a waste of snows : 

So long, sweet Poet of the Year ! 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well has won ; 
While Scotia, with exulting tear, 

Proclaims that Thomson was her son.* 

The account of the proceedings at the coronation on 22nd 
September may bo given in Buchan's words : * He (Lord Buchan) 
circulated letters to the gentlemen who had attended the former 
anniversary [in 1790] and to many other persons of distinction 
and learning in Scotland : to Messrs Hayley, Mason, Beattie 
and Bums. But very few gentlemen paid any attention to the 
notification ; a cast from the bust of the poet in Westminster 
Abbey, which had been generously transmitted by Mr Coutts, 
banker at London, to be crowned with a wreath of bays, was 
broken in a midnight frolic during the race week on the 16th of 
September ; and the Earl of Buchan contented himself with im- 

* Diirnt, in looking into Collins for his verses to the memory of Thomson, had probably 
glanced at the same poet's ' Ode to Evening/ the three concluding verses of which are 
manifestly imitated in this Address : 

While Spring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont. 
And baUie thy breathing tremes, meekest Eve ; 

While Summer loves to sport 

Deneath thy lingering light : 

While sallow Autumn Alls thy cup with leaves, 
Or Winter, yelling through tlie troublous air, 

AfTrigliU thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes : 

Bo Ion;;, regardful of thy quiet rtile. 

Shall Fancy, Friendship, Science, smiling Peace, 

Thy gentlest influence own, 

And love thy favourite name i 
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posing a wreath of laurel, dcesseil by Mr Robert Crsi'g, nrchitMt, 
tho poet's sister's son, oti a copy of The SetuotM, printed 1 730. in 
4to, being the first complete cilition, ]>resenteil by the ]K)et to his 
fatlier, addressing the shade of the pout, in tho beautiful apostrophe 
composed for a blank leaf of The S^anoiu, by the Key. Mr William 
Thomson, of Queen's College, Oxford.' • 

Burns hud become acquainted, probably at Friare' Carse, with 
Deborah Daviea, a beautiful jialite young English worn an, a 
relative of the Riddeis, and connected by the inarringc of a 
sJKlcrf witli the family of Konmure in K irk cudbrigh tali ire. 
Tlie poet at once numbered himself among ber adorers. 



Madam— I iinderatatKl my very worthy neighbour, Mr Itiddel, Iia* 
inronued you lliat I have mode yun llie subject of some verees. There 
IB Bunietliing (so provoking] in the idea of being the burden of a bftllwl, 
that ] ilo not think Joh or Mosen, thongli sncb patterns nf patience nnd 
meekness, could have reKisleil tlie curiosity to know whnt tliat liallail 
was ; BO niy wovtliy friend lias done ine n niiseliief, what I claresay lie 
never intended, mid reihiced nie to the uiifnrtunate ali«niative of leaving 
your cnviosity nngratiliwl or else disgusting yon with foolish verses, the 
auRiiished priHluction of a nvii<loni nionienl nnd never meant to have 
met ynnr car. I linve licni'<l or rend soinewliere of a gentleman wbo 
had Hcinie getiins, much eccentricity nnd very considerable dexterity with 
his iiencil. In the accidental gron[iB of life, into which one is thrown, 
wlieivver this gcnllemau met with a character in n more tlian oi'dinary 
degi-ee congenial to liis heart, lie iiBe<l to steal a sketch of the face, merely, 
he sai<l, as a ii'iln bene, to point out the ngrecnhle recollection to his 
memory. Wliat this ^enllciimn's pencil \vn.n to him, my Muse is In me ; 
and the veifes I do myself Ihe honour lo send you are a xiemeiilii exactly 
of the same kind that he indulged in. 

It may he more owing lo tlie fastidious new iif niy caprice than tlio 
delicacy of my taste, hiit I am so often lircd, disgusted nnd linrt with 
tlie insipidity, afl'ectatinn and priile of mankind, that when I meet with 
a pei-xon 'alter my own heart ' I |Hisitively feel what an orthodox Pro- 
testant would call n speci<;s of idolatry, which ads lui my fancy like 
inspiration ; and 1 can no more desist rhyiidtif: on the impnlse than llie 
./Eolian harp can refuse its tones to the strenniiug air. A ilislioh or two 



{l/niJoi., nni). 
I Thniuiiiorihl 

■£« or ri[t>'<siii, nil 
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would be the consequence, though the object which hit my fancy were 
grey-bearded age ; but where my theme is youth and beauty, a young 
lady whose personal charms, wit and sentiment are equally striking and 
unaffected— by Heavens ! though I had lived threescore years a married 
man, and threescore years before I was a married man, my imagina- 
tion would hallow the very idea : and I am truly sorry that the enclosed 
stanzas have done such poor justice to such a subject R. B. 



LOVELY DAVIES. 
Tune— 3ftM Mmr. 

how shall I, unskilfu', try 

The Poet's occupation t 
The tunefu' powers, in happy hours, 

That whispers inspiration, 
Even they maun dare an effort mair 

I'han aught they ever gave us. 
Or they rehearse, in equal verse, Bw 

The charms o* lovely Davies. 

Each eye, it cheers when she appears, 

Like Phebus in the morning. 
When past the show'r, and every flower 

The garden is adorning : 
As the wretch looks o*er Siberia's shore. 

When winter-bound the wave is ; 
Sao droops our heart when we maun part 

Frae charming, lovely Davies. 

Her smile 's a gift frae Iboon the lift, sky 

That maks us mair than princes ; 
A scepter'd hand, a king's command, 

Is in her darting glances : 
The man in arms 'gainst female charms, 

Even he her willing slave is ; 
He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 

Of conquering, lovely Davies. 

My Muse to dream of such a theme, 
Her feeble powers surrender ; 



The eKgle'B gRie ftlono eurvejrs 
Tliu aim's meridiitn gplun^or: 

[ wiut in vain e&say thu elrnlii, 
Tliu ik'oil tcxi Uarifig Iirave ia i 

1 'U ilrop llm Jyre, and luule, adiiiiro 
The charms o' lovely Dnvioi. 



A 



'One ilay, wliile Hums was at Moffat' — thus writes AUkb 
Ciiiiiiin(;ham — 'the charming, lovely Dnvits nulo pn^t, nccoin- 
{laiiicil by a kdy tall iiiiil portly : on n riiuiid imkiii;; thu Poet 
why Oo(l uimle one lady bo Iiir^ iind Miss Daviua ao littlti, ho 
ivjilied in the words of tlic uj>ijjrum ; ' 



RAM < 



HIS 



DA VIES. 



Aiik why God inoite tlie gem so biiiaII, 

Aiitl wby 80 liii(^ the grnnit«? — 
Because God meBint niaiikiud vlioald set 

Tliat lii(;1ier vuliie on i(. 



I 



one.' adds Ciniiiiii-hnm, ' hii 
niiiit statnii-."' 
n.s idkTwanls cc^iubiMlt-d M: 
iinich hncc and mum toiidtri 
:iu to ho asscji;iat«l with 



8 npolojjized ao hiindsuiiiely for 

ss IlaviL'S still uioro effucttvely 
T sim^', whifh haa had the roo<I 
of the most boaatiful of Scottish 



TIIK ItONI K W1;K thing. 

Tknk— L'<,.ijiie IVcc Thins. 

Wishfully I look and lanicniah 
In that bonio faeo o' thirio; 

And my iif;ait it stuiinds wi' Hni,'iiish 
Lest my wco thin;; he iia mitie. 

'M— Ilunic wco thing, cannio woo (hiri:^ 
I.ovi-ly iveu tliin^-, was lligii mjiiu 
r wad wtMr Ihi'O in my busoni, 
Luat my juwi.d I shunld tine. 
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Wit and Grace and Love and Beauty, 

In ae constellation shine ; one 

To adore thee is my duty, 
Goddess o' this soul o' mine ! 

TO MISS DAVIE S, 
BNCLOSIMO *THB BONIE WEE THING.' 

UvOMf 1791.] 

It is impossible, Madam, that the generous warmth and angelic purity 
of your youthful mind can Iiave any idea of that moral disease under 
which I unhappily must rank as the chief of sinners : I mean a torpitude 
of the moral powers, that may be called a lethargy of conscience. In 
vain remorse rears her horrent crest and rouses all lier snakes : beneath 
the deadly-fixed eye and leaden hand of Indolence, their wildest ire is 
charmed into the torpor of the bat, slumbering out the rigours of winter 
in the chink of a ruined wall. Nothing less, madam, could have made 
me so long neglect your obliging commands. Indeed, I had one apology 
—the bagatelle was not worth presenting. Besides, so strongly am I 
interested in Miss Davies's fate and welfare in the serious business of 
life, amid its chances and changes, that to make her the subject of a 
silly ballad is downright mockery of these ardent feelings : 'tis like an 
impertinent jest to a dying friend. 

Gracious Heaven ! why this disparity between our wishes and our 
powers ? Why is the most generous wish to make others blest, impotent and 
ineffectual as the idle breeze that ci-usses the pathless desert ? In my 
walks of life I have met with a few people to whom how gladly would I 
have said — * Go ! be happy I I know that your hearts have been 
wounded by the scorn of the proud, whom accident has placed above you 
— or, worse still, in whose hands are, perhaps, placed many of the com- 
forts of your life. But there ! ascend that rock. Independence, and look 
justly down on their littleness of soul. Make the worthless tremble 
under your indignation and the foolish sink 1)efore your contempt ; and 
largely impart that happiness to others, which, I am certain, will give 
yourselves ho much pleasure to bestow !' 

Why, dear madam, must I wake from this delightful reverie and find 
it all a dream ? Why, amid my generous enthusiasm, nmst I find my- 
self i)oor and powerless, incapable of wi])ing one tear from the eye of 
pity or of adding one comfort to the friend I love?— Out upon the 
world ! say I, that its affairs are administereil so ill ! They talk of 
reform — good Heaven ! what a reform would I make among the sons, 
and even the daughters, of men ! Down, immediately, should go fools 
from the hi<^h places where niinbegotten chance has perked them up, and 
through life should they skulk, ever haunted by their native insignifi- 
cance, as tlic body marches accompanied by its shadow. As for a much 
more formidable class, the knaves, I am at a loss what to do with them : 
Had I a world, there should not be a knave in it. . . . But the hand 
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tliat otiiilil give, 1 would liberKlly fill ; Mid I would pour ilolight «U liin 
lieait tliat could kindly forgive and generoiuly love. 

Ktill, the inequaiitiee at life are, niiKing iiicti, cotnparkUveljr toI«imUe — 
but tliei-e ia a dclicnoy, a tenderneios uccoiiipajiying every view in wtiieh 
ive ran plu:e lovely Woni&n, that are grated and Kliockud M tlia rinl«, 
ca]irkiou8 diHtinctions of foi-tune. Woman a tlin lilood-rayn) of life : 
leL lliere be sliglit degrees of (irecedency among tliem — but let tlieni be 
Ai.[, Nicred. Whetliei- tliia last wntiment be right or wnini,', 1 ftiii not 
accoiiiLlnble : it in an original component feature of uiy iiilutl. . . . 

R. B. 

iWhn Cituninghain hns relHted the pathetic subsequent lijstory 
of MiM D.ivies, on tim authority uf lier nephew. A Captaiu Dclouy 
' made himself ucueptnLlu to her by aynipathising in her purBuits 
and writing verses on her, calling lier liia Stella, an oniinous iiume 
which might have hroiight the memory of Swift's unhappy niistress 
to lier mind. An offer of mai'riaga was made and auceptud, but 
Helnny's circuniBtancee were urged as an obstucle ; delays ensued ; 
a coldness on the lover's part followed ; his regiment was called 
abroad, he wont with it ; a\\e lioard from him once and no more ; 
and was left to mourn the change of airectioii — to droop and die. 
He perished in tiattle or by a foreign climate, soon after the death 
of the yonrig lady, of who.su lovn he wa.s so unworthy. 

' The following vernieM ini this unforlniNitu attachment form 
part of a poem found among lier ]>a]icrs at her death : she 
takes Delany's portrait from her bosoni, presses it to licr lips, 
and says — 

" Next to thv!*elf, "ti*. all on eavlb 
Thy Sldladmi'dolli linid ; 
The sla.-'s U elond&l with my brealli, 



That bosom which M) .ift hi 
Wilh love and friendshiii 

Where yon the fwi\ of love 
That kindlcl into tianie. 



.flow, 



theie iienlcctcil let it burn, 
ted the viial part, 



<1 b'f[ n 






To bi.i.l a hmkeii li.-iirl 
[ once li;id th<>u;:h( 1 shon 

A tender, haj.py wife. 
And pa»ed my fntnie llay^ serene 

Wiib thee, my Jiinics, through life." 
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At this time Burns made a collection of his verses* for his 
friend Mrs Stewart of Stair, and sent them with the following 
note: 

Many verses, on which an author would hy no means rest his reputa- 
tion in print, may yeb amuse an idle moment in manuscript ; and many 
Poems, from the locality of the subject, may he uninteresting or un- 
intelligible to those who are strangers to that locality. Most of, if not 
all, the following Poems are in one or other of those predicaments, and 
the author begs whoever into whose hands they may fall, that they will 
do him the justice not to publish what he himself thought proper to 
suppress. R, r 



TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ., A Y R.t 

[Bllislakd, StpUmber 1791.] 

Sir— Inclosed you will receive a draught on the Paisley-bank for the 
thirty-two pounds I discounted in a bill at your Bank. I did not like 
to send money so far, else I would have sent you the cash, but I suppose 
(for I am miserably ignorant in the business) that the Draught will do 
quite as well. Indeed, I would have sent a servant all the way with the 
money, but the Banker in Dumfries who manages for the Paisley people 
assured me that you banking-folks hold Draughts on one another as 
equal to cash. 

I am conscious that I must make so despicable a figure as a Man of 
Business, that I am determined to appear before you in another character, 
and one in which I shall stand more erect in your presence : I beg leave 
to present you my last, and not my worst. Ballad. I have explained the 
occasion in an appendix to the Piece. You will readily guess that the 
* Bard' mentioned in the Poem was a certain Poet whom a few years ago 
you handed up to the * Court of the Gentiles * in the temple of Fame, 
where God grant that he may make his footing good ! 

Lord Buchan lately sent me an invitation to make one at the Corona- 
tion of a bnst of Thomson which is placed, or about to be placed, on 
Ednam-hill, the place where the Poet was bom. I excused myself to 
his Lonlship as they have fixed the middle of harvest for the business, but 
I sent him the following stanzas, as an Address to the shade of the Bard 
on crowning his Bust with the Poetic Wreath. I daresay you know the 
scenery alluded to in the neighlx)uring country, else I fear the verses 
will lose any little merit they may have. 

[Here the Poet copie<l the ' Address to the Shade of Thomson. '] 

* Now known as the Afton MSS. See Appendix No. IV. 

t Here flrst published— fh)Tn the MS. in the National Portrait Gallery, Edinburgh. 
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I liave not dune any thin),' in ilia ExviM infttUr ynu were oo fcnod m 
iiiieie.>t yuunelf in, but 1 will tii a few iloyK. 

ICxpiMiaiaiu of gmtitnile are now so pmatltnteil by tJie Unnienuiug and 
the. [iiNiiiaera that a. man, t'n tametl, dnes not know how tn hmmIiJIu witli 
lliL'iii, tvithont contamination ; bnt when I fori^twliat I owe Mr ItaJlan- 
liupH fjooilneM, niny every UikkI Man fori/el me ami every S<»un(lrel 
tuck me nnder the nrin and call me Itmther ! ! I 1 bave Uie honor tu ba, 
Sir, your obliged hnmble «ervanl, KOBT, BUBtia. 



TO COLONKL FULLARTOX, OP FULLABTOJI. 

Kin— 1 have juat Ibin iiiinnte got tlie fmnk, and next inhinto nmst 
uciiil it to post, el»e I piirpcwed to have sent you two or thrue utlier 
liiL^iiU'llcR that might have amused a vacant liour about hs well ah A*t> 
Ej'crlloU New Soiiga or The Abenlnn J'rojjaottiratioiu f;r (A* j^/tr to 
miitf.'r I atifttl probably Ironble you soon with another piteket, about 
llie t^lnomy month of Noreniber, when the pMple of England hvig Mid 
iliDvvii llieiiiHclven— anything generally ia better than one's own tbougbts. 

I''rinil 11.1 1 limy lie of my owu produetiona, it iit not for thaii- sake that 
1 niM M) aii:tiiiii!t to send you them. I am nmliitions, covetously nmbitioos, 
of liL'ii];; kiuiwn to a gpntlriiinn wlinm 1 am piiiud to call my country* 
mail 1* a geritleiiniu wiio waa a Foreign AinlNiisador as Roon as he wati 
a man and a leader of avinieB as houii vot he was a Koldier ; and with tin 
fe/n( unknown tn tba usual minions of a t'ourl-— men who, with all tbe 
advr>ntiiiiiii.i ,i.|v.uilr\L'('.i of Princely ciinnrclions anrl Princely fortunes, 

mii'-i '1'^ li'.'- I- I'liiillnr, lalmiit a whole lifetime before tliey reofb 

Lhi' V, ! '. rLi'i-e to TiHist fL Htupid chryHalia and dotto nut the 

rtiiiiii:ii -. . .11 ■■ I ■-. AJ.-^tence of old sge. 

1J~ Uu: >;i'iiLli.'iLj,i]t Ui.iL accnnipnnipd you when you diil nie tbe honour of 
collihin on \\\<i, is «itb you, I beg to lie respectfiilly iememliBre<l to liiui. 
I have tbe honour to Ite, Sir, Your liighlyobligeil and niiiKt devotml 
hnmble Servant, Bobt. Burns. 



Tlie next letter slinws that Burns ^^ 
))romotioii, Diougli still simply an nii i 



R now tiioviriR to sec 
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TO MR C0RB8T, B U P B R V I &0R-0 E N BR A L Of BXCIBS. 

[OcMkrr 1T»I.| 

Sir— 1 liave in rny time taken np tlie pen on several tickliah eubjecla, 
bnt none that ever cuat ine half m> much as the language of anppUcation. 
To lay opea oiie'H wanta ami woes to tlia mercy of another's benevolence 
is a burineits so proHLitiitctl by the wortlile»i and unfeeling, that a roan of 
Principle and Delicacy alirinks from it as from Contamination. 

Mr F[indlater]* tells me tluit yon \vlBh to know from niynelf what are my 
views in desiring to change my Excise Division. With the wish, natoral 
to man, of bettering his present situation, I have turned my thoughts 
towards the jiracticability of getting into a Port Division. Aa I know 
that the General Snperviiuir8areo[uni]>otent in these mat tere, my honored 
friend, Mrs Dunlop of Dnnlop, nlfered me to interest yoa in my behalf. 
She told me tliat she was well acquainted with Mra Corlwt's goodness 
and that, on the score of fmnier intimacy, she thniiglit she could promise 
some influence with her; anil addeil, with her uaual sagacity and know- 
ledge of human nature, that the surest road to the good offices of a man 
was through the mediation of the woman he loved. On this footing, Kir, 
I venture my application, else not even the known generosity of your 
character n-outd have emboldened me to address you thus. I have the 
honor, &o., [R B.] 

Amongst the gentry of Dumfricsahiro whoso acquaintance Bumn 
made was Charloa Sliarpe of Hoddam,t an excellent violinist, and 
a composer of both music and verse. His Bon, the celebrated 
'Scottish Walpole,' Charles Kirkpatrick Sharpe, printed an air 
to the Boug of 'The Ewe-milking 'a Bonnie,' which the Lainl of 
Hoddam was believed to have produced upon the old-fashioned 
shepherd's pipe, called in Scotland 'Stock and Horn,' when 
only eight yeai'S of ago. Burns, having heard an air of Sharpe's 
composition, conceived the whimsical idea of addressing him under 
a fictitious signature, in the choractor of a vagrant fiddler. What 
the ' three stanzas ' s;iokeD of in the letter were is not knowD. 



Risnilner, lit June 1790 ; uttlH u >u|>em<<or Ln DuinfHes, 14th ApHl IT 
Collwtor In 01««eow ; die<1 *th rvcnnilwr ISSO. 

I Chul« Shiri« (Llurlca Klri(]atrlck) vu • tmnilwn of Blr Thoiiiu 
MTond Uaronat, of CloHbiirn. In ITM, ■ kliiinun, MltlhiHi Bhsn*. bK|ii« 

ITM ; inuTisI (1770) ELunon. yoi'mtEMt ilaiiebUr of John Rantun of Umsrb 
CluirlM KIclipitrloli Shupa wu hia tblrd lOD. 
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It U tnie, Sir, ynu are r Kentleiii&ii of rnnk oiiil fnitiine «n>1 I &ni 
a |HM)r devil ; yuii ate a fenllier in llie cap (if society niiii 1 kiii a veiy 
huliiiail iu liiii slioea ; yel I have tlie lionur Ui boluni; Ut the mama fAUiily 
witli you. Mid oD tliat acure I now uIJreM ynu. Vuu will ]>«rli>pa 
BiiKliuct that 1 mil ^<>ing to cliuiii affinity witli tlie nueicDt njiil lionoralile 
liaiise of Klrkiutrirk.* No, no, Sir ; I cunixil indeoil be protwi-ly aftiil to 
belurig to any lioiise, or even any pniviiicQ or kin|,ilnin, as my tiiotlirr, 
who for many yearn was ii|iniiiie to & niaTcliing regiiiieut, ga,v« m« intn 
this liail wortil, aboanl the pockct-bool Bniiiewket^ between DunagliadM 
nnil I'ortimlrick. Hy our cfliiiniun tuiiifly, I lii<>an. Sir, Lbe family of tlie 
MiiieA. I am a liiltJl«r anil a poet : ontl yon. I am told, play on ex4ul«it« 
violin ntid have a Htonilanl ta»t« in the Belles Lettres. The other ilay a 
brother cat^ I t-ave nie a clianiiing Soots air of your eompa^ition. U I 
was tileoiied witli the tune, I was in raptnres witli the title you liav« 
given it; anil taking np the idea, I have spun it into the tliree Blanms 
inclosed. Will yoii allow iiie, Bir, to present you tiieni, as the ileareat 
ofTurin}; thai a niiabeKOtteii Ron of poverty anil rhyme Ims Va giveT I 
have a lont-inK to tnke von by the hamt ami nnliiinlen my heart by 
aayirif! : ' Sir, 1 honor you n-s n iiinn ivlm sii]i[iihIh llie diijnity of hunian 
nntiii'e amid nii a;^' when fiivolity mid avarice have, between them, 
delinscil lis below the biiiles llml [lerii-h'' l(o(, nks, Sir: to me yon 
are una[i|iriHir1inblc. It im trno the Miimm ha]>ti>',(il nie in Castatian 
streniiw ; 1ml tlie tlioiii;litle!« };i|i:.ius forgot to give me a Name. As the 
w\ have M'rvcl many :i (,'o<hI felloiv, the Nine have fpveu me a great 
(leal of pleasore ; Imt, bcwilching jndes \ they have liettgareil nie. Would 
they but K]>iire mu a little of their cnstliiicn ! Were it only to put it in 
my iiower to ^^ny that I have a Hhirt on my hiu-k ! lint the idle wenches, 
like Solomons lilies, 'tlicy toil nut, neither do they spin;' so I ninat 
e'en continue to tie my reTuoaiit of a cravat, like the hangman's rojw, 
ronml my niikol throat, and coax my gallifiii^kiiiii to keep together their 
manv-cohiured fragments. As to llie aliiilrs o[ shoes, I have given that 
up. My pilgrinia^.'i-s in my ballad. Irndc, from town to town, and on 
vour stony-henrt<il lurn|>ikes, too. ate what not even the hide of Job 'a 
Ilehcmoth' ronld bear. The mat on my ba.k i^ no more: 1 shall not 
npeak evil n[ the dead. It \vi>iild W ir^iuUly mihandsimie and nngrat«ful 
Ui find fault with my old siiiloiit, m lilili ^ri kindly HU|>]>lieH and conceals 
the ivnnt of that coat. My hat imh'cil is a (.-rent favorite ; and though 
I got it literally for an old song, I would not exHinnge it for the Wst 
beaver in Itrilain. I was, ihning several yeaiT, a kind of factotum 
ReiNant to a coiinliy cler;iyman, where I )iii-kt op a good nmiiy scraps 
of learning, parlicninrly in sonie hranehcN of the niatlipniatict. When- 
ever 1 feel inclined lo rest myself on my way, I take my «eat under a 
liedge, layitig my poetic wallet on the one side and oiy fiddleca.se on the 
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Other, and placiag my luit between my leg*, I can by means nf its brim, or 
ratlier brinis, go through the whole doctrine of the Conic Bections. 

However, Sir, dou't let me miileaii you, ub if 1 vronld interest yonr 
pity. Fortune has bo much foraaken me, that she has tanglit me to live 
without her ; and amid all my rags and poverty, I am as indepemlent, 
and much more happy, than a monarch of the norlil. Acconling to the 
hackneyed metaphor, I valne the several aclora in the great ilrama of 
life, simply ob they act their parts. I can tonk on a worthless fellow of a 
dulce witli nnqualified contempt ; and can regard an honest scavenger 
with sincere respect. As you, Sir, go throngli yoar rdle with such 
distingnUhed merit, permit me to make one in the choms of aniveraal 
applause, and assure you that with the highest respect, I have the honor 
lo be, &c, Johnny Faa. 

This curious letter led to b temporary intimacy between Sliarpe 
and Bums, of which almost all evidence has vnnished. The only 
other memorial extant of the friendship is a masonic apron de- 
scribed as of ' chamois leather, very fine, with figures of gold, some 
of them relieved with green, others with a dark-red colour,' while 
'on the under side of the Bemicirciilar part which is turned down 
at the top ia written in a bold, fair hand : 

"Charles Shahpe, of Hotliani, to Rabbie Burns. 

DuHrstEa, Dec IS, ITftl."" 

Most probably Bums had met Sharpe at the symposia of the 
Freemasons in Dumfries. 

The local library scheme which Bums had helped to set on 
foot, soon after coming to Ellisland, had now mn its three years' 
course with success. Mr Kirkpatrick, the minister of Danscore, 
had sent an account of his parish to Sir John Sinclair, for publi- 
cation in the largo statistical work which he had commenced : 
from this he omitted alt reference to the Friars' Carse Library, 
probably, ns Allan Cunningham suggests, from a dislike to the 
kind of literature patronised by its members. Captain Riddel 
had either seen ^fr Kirkpatrick's 'account,' or heard of the 
omission, and resolved to make up, aa far as possible, for this 
deficiency, and prevailed on Bums to write a history of the 
library, which he forwardetl to Sir John. Wo leara that Bums 
had been the life and soul of this little scheme and that hia services 
to it were properly appreciated. It will be observed that hia largo 

> Letter of John Rininr {lutbor oT IPaodjulu of a fTandtTtr), In Agr AdnrUter. 
Jiniury 9, Ki\. 
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aiii! liljerd mind had in n roinarkablo degree onticipfttcd in ITSS 
tliat movement for jiopular instruulion whicL did iint j>roj>erIy 
begin till «ome tliirty years ofterwania. He buy.- Uial. lo give tlie 
working classes a turn for rending and rafltictton is at once 'giving 
tliom n source of innocent ami kndabia nniuaerucnt, nnd raising 
lliom to a more dignified degree iu the scale of nitionality.' Nor 
is it too much to say that iu his conce|>tion of the peasant wlio can 
reiid and enjoy books as ' a much superior being to his neighbour 
who ])erha]w etjilks beside liis t«ara, very little removed, except in 
filmpe, from the brutes ho drives,' we have the first so 
tlie font noble lines into wUicli, in 'Here's a bealth lo tliem thatV 
aw-i',' bo condensed the whole teaching of Milton's Areojxigitiea^ 
Here 'b freedom to liim that wad read I 

Here 's freeiloiu to liini that wad write, 
Tliere 'h nane ever feared that the Initli should be beard 

But tliey wLam tlie truth wad indite. 
liiilli letters appeared in th<i third volume of the Stalufieal Aceounl 
o/ SaittawJ. 
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Sir J<HIN— I inclose yon a. \e\.U:v, wrote li.v Mv Jtnvns, a.'! an ftddition 
to the account of lliiuNcrirc iihHhIi. Itcnritahis an acconnt nf a <iiiintl 
lihiary wliicli lie whh w) (joimI (at my diwirc) an l<i m>t on fnot in the 
barony nf Moiiklanil, or l''riani' C'arsc, in thiM jiariHli. Ah its utility lias 
been felt, |iarlicularly among Itic yoim'^r clatm of jieojite, 1 think iliat if 
a fitiiilav )ilaii were cstahlislicd in the ilifTei-ent pariKheH in Kccitlami, it 
wonhl tend |;rcally to llic niiceily iinjirovcmcnt of the tenantry, trailr». 
jioo])le and win k.i>eo]ile. Mr Unrns was ko puiil as take the wliole 
charge of i\m Hiiiall concein. He was trcasuvcr, lilirarinn an<l rcnnoi- to 
H little society, who will long have n ({ralcfnt Kenee of liin jiulilk x|>irit 
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Qfleful. How far it ia deBerring of A place in your patriotic publication, 
you are the best judge. 

To store the minds of the lower cla«see ivitl) nsefttl knowledge !■ 
certainly of very great importance, both to theni ae individuals and to 
•odety at large. Giving tlieni a tnm for reading and reflection ia giving 
them a source of innocent and laudable amusement; and, besides, roisee 
them to a more dignified degree in the scale of rationality. Impressed 
with tliis idea, a gentleman in tbis parisli, Kobert Itiddel, Esi]., of Glen- 
riddel, set on foot a species of ciivulating library, on a plan no simple 
as to be practicable in any corner of tlie country' ; and so utiefnl as to 
deserve the notice of every country gentleman who thinks the improve- 
ment of that [lart of Ids own s]iecies wliom chance has thrown into the 
iiuinble walks nt tbe iieasant and the oi'tioan a matter worthy of hia 
attention. 

Mr Itiddel got a nuniber of liia own tenants and farming neiglibonrs 
to form tbemselves inU) anociety, for the purpose of having a library 
anuing tliemselves. They entered into a legal engagement to abide by 
it for three years ; with a saving clause or two, in cnse of removal to 
a distance or of death. Each mem her, at his entry, paid five shillings ; 
and at eaoli of their meetingf, which were held every fourth Saturday, 
sixpence moi-e. With their entry-money and the credit which they took 
on the faith of their future funds, they laid in a tolerable stock of books at 
tlie commencement. What authors they wera to purchase was alu'ays 
to be decided by tbe niajmity. At every meeting, all the books, under 
certain fines and forfeitures, by way of i>enalty, wem to be produced ; 
and the niemliers had tlieir choice of the volumes in rotation. He whose 
name stood, for that night, fir«t on the list had his choice of what volume 
he pleased in the whole collection ; the second liad his choice after the 
tij'st ; the third after the second ; and so on to the last. At next meet- 
ing, he who had l>een first on the lUt at the preceding meeting was lost 
at this ; lie who had been second was first ; and so on, tlirongh the whole 
three years. At the expiration of the engagement, the books were sold 
by auction, but only among the membere theniselvea ; and each man hod 
his share of the common stock, in money or in books, as he chose to be 
a purchaser or noL 

At the breaking up of thin little society, which was formed under Mr 
Kiddel'a patronage, what with benefactions of liouks from him and 
what with their own pui-chascs, tliey had collected together upwards of 
one hundreil and fifty volumes. It will easily be guessed that a good 
deal of tranh would be liougbt. Among the hooks, however, of this little 
libraiy were — Blair's Sermons, Rolrertson's Iliatory of Scotland, Hume's 
History of the Stewarts, The Spectator, Idler, Adventurer, Mirror, Lounger, 
Observer, Man of Feeling, Man of the World, Chrysfil,' Don Quixote, 

• airfml: DT l»e Admnlnra d/ n ','iiiiini, Ay an .<i(c|i(, hHbMndaKrlbeil u 'th* b«t 
KaniUloiuchronlclsort)ia<liir'— clulmini) to nT«1 lUte Hcretii mnd aipoaathe profliRser 
or public [wnunigM. [t <ru tb« princlpol vork or th« noralliit Ourla Jo1iii>tat«(lTl>0- 
180U), and «u piiblKhad lu 4 volninM In 17MMt (oRm nprlntadX 



LIFE AND WnilKS 1 



Josfjih Andrewt, &c. A peasftnt wlin can read and enjoy sncli IxxikB U 
certainly a muck superior lieing to Ins neigliboar wbo, iierliapa, atalks 
lieside his team, very liule Temored, except in shnpe, front tlie bruU>« be 



WUIiing yonr patriotic exertions their so mncli iiieritetl Biiccem—I nm, 
Sir, your humble Berront, A Peasant 



A FRAGMENT : 

ON GLENRIDPEL'S FOX BREAKING HIS CHAIN.* 

Thoii, Liberty, thou art my tliemo : 
Not Bucli na uUq Poets dronni 
Who trick theo up n ffenthen goddess 
That a f.ntitistic ciip (iiul roil hns : 
Sni^h stale conceits nre poor auil silly ; 
I paint theo out, a Hrghlaml lilly, 
A stiiivlj', stuhhiirti, liniiilpniiK; ilnpple, 
As sleek 's a nmiiae, ns roiiint's an Jip]ilp, 
That when tliou jileasnst can do winders ; 
Bnt wlieii tliy luckless riiler hlniulets, 
Or iC thy fancy shonlil ilcninr there, 
Wilt break tliy nock ere thou f;o further, 

Theso things preniisM, I sins i ffs 
Was caught among his native roeka 
And to a .lirty keniu^l chainod— 
How ho his lihcrty rcgaincil, 

OlenriiMel, a Whi^ withont a stain, 
A Wliif> in priiici]i|e And ,^'rain, 
Could'st thou cnsi^ivo a freL'-l.orn frejitiire, 
A native dcniznn of nature I 
How could'st Ihou, with a heart so t,'ood 
(A better ne'er was sluiced with hlood), 

■ Tlic only MS. nl tliN known Iq e\\'\ H Ihe Glpnti.l.lri Mf!. nl Livftiroil. 



Jtfoil a poor devil to a tree, 

That ne'er did lianu to thine or thee t 

The Btauncliext AVhii; Glenriddcl v/aa, 
Quite frantic in his county's cause ; 
And oft was Keynard's prison passing, 
And with Ilia broth or-Wliige canvassing 
Tlie Rights of Men, the Powers of Women, 
With aU tlie dignity of Fiwuien. 

Sir Reynard daily heard dobatcs 
01' Friiices', kings' and Nations' fates ; 
With many rueful, bloody storiea 
Of tyrants, Jacobites and Tories : 
From liberty bow ongels fell 
That now are galley-slaves in hell ; 
How Niiurod first the trade began 
Of binding Slavery's chains on man ; 
How fell Semiramis, G — d d — mu her !* 
Did lirst, with sacrilegious hammer, 
(All ills till then were trivial matters !) 
For Man dethroned forge hen-peck fetters ; 
How Xerxes, that abandoned Tory, 
Thouglit cutting throats was reaping glory, 
Until the stubborn Whigs of Spurta 
Taught him groat Nature's Magna Cliarta; 
How mighty Rome her fiat liurl'd 
Resistless o'er a bowing world. 
And kinder than they did desire. 
Polished mankind with sword and fire; 
With much, too tedious to relate, 
Of Ancient and of Modem date, 
But ending, still, how Billy Pitt, 
(Unlucky boy !) with wicked wit, 
Has ga^d old Britain, drained her coffer. 
As butchers bind and bleed a heifer. 

• Bamln1nl^ quMn of Niiiua, ind hIUi him ■ Ikbled founder of the Auyriui nnpln, TO 
nid Is hiTS ohUlned laiire rrom hnr hiuband lo rule (Dr Ave di]n; end hiving obMliMd 
■Dprtme pover. cut Iha unlneky Nliiiu Into fcium, or, ueordlnft lo uoUiar tUaj, pat 
hini todoitb. AtsnrnU, her iDhMqumt but thrawthMofKlniu Into Uit*taid«. 



Ttius wily I^ynanl, by dugreoa, 
In ken I mi listening at his eiiee, 
Suck'il ill a iiiiglily stock of kiiowludge, 
Aa luiicli as eouie fulks at a colle)^ i 
Knew Biilaiii's rights and cotuitilutioii, 
llor ^^randisemeitt, dimiimtiun, 
How fortunu wrouglit us good from evil ; 
Let 110 man, tlioti, doajiise the devil. 
An wlio shoidd say, ' I ne'er caa need him,' 
Since wo to scoundnslii owe our freedom. 



JOHN MAXWELL, ESQ.. OF TEHHALGHTY, 
ON HIS lilKTIinAV. 

Huidth to tho Maxwells' vutV.ui Chief! 
Health, ;iy urisour'd by caru or grief: 
Inqiii'd, I Itirii'd l-'alo's sihyl leaf, 

Thi« natal morn, 
I see thy lifu is stuti' o' prii-1', proof 

Scarce quite half-worn : 

Tliia day thou iiietca threcscort! eleven. 
And 1 can lell that bounteons Ileuvcu 
(Tlio second sight, ye ken, ia given ki.ow 

To ilk,L Poet) every 

Vn thco a tark o' seven times seven t«ri», icisu 

Will yrt bestow it. 



If envious huckies view ivi' sorrow 
Tliy lcn<;then'd days on this blest morro' 
-May Desolation's lang-tcctli'd harrow, 

yinc miles au hour, 
liake them, like Sudom and Gomorrah, 

111 bruiistane btoure. 
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But for thy friends, and they are niony, 

Baitli honest men and lasaes boiiie, 

May couthie fortune, kind and cauuie, ooiuiutiftbi*-rnigu 

In Bociid );lee, 
Wi' mornings blytiie and e'enings funny 

Bleaa them and ihee I 



Fareweel, auld birkio ! Lord be near ye, goal reiio* 

And then tlie Deil, he daurna steer je : •Uav not uhhJi 
Your friends ny love, your faea ay fear ye, 

Foi me, shame fa' me, babU 

If neist my heart I dinna wear ye neit 

While Burns tUey ca' me. 

John Haxwetl of Terraughty and Munches who is addressed 
in this poem was a leading public man in the county of Dumfries 
He was descended from the ultra-loyal Lord Herries, who on 
bonded knees entreated Queen Mary to prosecute Bothwell as 
the murderer of her husband, and who Bubsei]uently fought for 
her at Langside. A relative in the sixth degree of one who was 
'Warden of the West Marches' in 1545, ho lived to the close ol 
the wars of ttio French Revolution, dying on tlio 25th January 
181-1, at the ago of ninety-four. Mr Mnxu'L'll was au active man, 
botli in the management of his own estate and in ptiblio business, 
and is admitted to have contributed greatly to the prosperity of 
hia native district. He wrote a very curious paper in 1811, giving 
a view of the a<lvance of the country in agricultural economy 
during his lifetime. 

We have seen that so eariy as January 1790, after little mon 
than a year and a half's experience of his farm, the poet bad 
become nlarmed at its unprofitableness. His statement to Lady 
Elizabeth Cunningham in the spring of 1791 is that, but for the 
support he had from his Excise income, he must have sunk under 
the bad Ijnrgnin of his farm. At all events, Burns now only 
waited for a somewhat better appointment in the Excise to say 
good-bye k> hia unprofitable acres. He had been led to expect 
a supervisoTship ; but that was to remain a hoite deferred. 
Tho arrangement actually mode was that Burns should perform 



^ 
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duty in Damfriea as &n ordinary exciseman, and ciijoy h salaij- 
of £70 per Biiiium. This was an advance of £20 upon his 
Ellisliiiid income, and an he did not now require to keep a horee, 
the increase was ai:lually more thui £20. The income was indeed 
a finmll one, but he was led to expect an advance in the service 
which, though increasing hie work, would put liim comjwra lively 
at case in his ct re uni stances. 

As a tirat st«p, he had to get Mr Miller to take ElliUand ofT his 
hands. By this time the two men hod become eRtrangcd. Burns, 
it hits been asserted 'found that Mr Miller's relation to him was 
that of the patitin, who e.xpccted deference, and poesively, if 
not actively, rosented Bunia's independence.' Yel there is no 
evidence of Mr Miller liaving ever acted othervrise than generously 
and leniently totvarda Bunis, or of Burns having ever shown 
ingriititude or open disrespect towards Mr Miller. Wlien the 
poet wished to part witli the fnmi, the landlord happened to be 
moit than ivillint; to caniA t!ie le^ise. A neighbour! m;^ pro- 
prietor, John Woviu of L:ik;^iu, otlen^d to purehaso for £1900 
what Burns could not prolitably i-ent at £70. J[r Miller wa- 
ready enough to part on aitoh terms with a piece of bis 
properly which was iucuuvcniently cut off from the rest by 
the river.* Acco»liii[,'ly, oil the 19th Is'oveinber, Morin became 
proprietor of 'the forty -shilling or three-nierk land of old 



*u ■ iiiuDii, ui-\ KU rmiUEiitl]' eOKitn^ nt lUlitwinUiii wli«ii Hr Miller lis'l btilldiiip 
oiHrattoiii DM faiiiil. Oil Miicli occuluna he ruiinil <|U[ini'ni Killi bin Hiiter it EllisUnd. He 

Tlia iie» iiroiirietor ot Ellisliiii.l. Mi Joliii Murln of LaeRsn, in Diiiisron. Iiod ilimcreid 
with Borng itniit Ihs vnlue d[ tba insiiure left on the hnii mid Hie hWW ur tlie Teiiccg ud 

quitting llifl place. Bunia frit tlint he vnn liriij): lianlly tmleil allvr all he liad done to 
reclaim wlut «•» practlrally « |.i™j of wn-tn BroiiiiJ. On ths very Jay of the leiin.val 
■everal thliiK» rwciimd to »IUI further cniMlUT llip n^linpi aiid r«nw the ilery temper ot 
tlie IMTt. So that cveiiii]|; Adam Arnionr Kit s.'iit rrum Dnnirrie* lock l« Elliiland Kith 
instrnFtiuim t<i Miiiaah crnr)- pane of glnxion nhii'li niiy nritiHit of Iliirnii'K reniain«iL This 

CO iIhkIoii, urorcllng to hit uwii iiti<li'iiii;nl, he fallhnilly carried out, anil no itoubt 

Mr JIuriii coniiderer] it bnt a iNtry n-veiitii-. He tninhl ruHier have ■ broken windoir or 
two any <lny than lirokon-duwii Miceit uii t)ie properly uhU'h had co'it liiln so <l«ir. Tin 

from Mr Miller of Hiil'tM'iiilnn in i;i)l for eirnO, and n>U It lo Mr Taylor in 1605 foT £4*30. 
He waa tlioH enabled to piireliase Allantoii. a still more iinportanC esUte in the eaine 
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extent of Ellieland,'* and Burns became a imrty to the trous- 
action by signing a rennnciation of hie lease. He immediately 
after sold off bis stock and implements, and taking a small house 
in Dumfries, moved thither with his family and his furniture — 
'leaving nothing at Ellisland,' says Allan Cunningham, 'but a 
putting-stone with which he had loved to exercise his strength, 
a memory of his musings which can never die, and X300 of his 
money, sunk beyond redemption in a speculation from which 
nil had auguied happiness.' 

* 'Wedlrinolcoiaveinptr-hinilsatoDiiuirHiM. TIk Bniibnd nit wu ■ ni7 gDOd ms, 
■nil Hu well iltanded. A coir In bar Bnietirbnnight elght«ngulntu,>iicl the pUKluiMr 
n«ve[ [u«I hli taii^lii. Two other coite brougbt good pricK They had Uaii pnaenMl 
by Hn Duiilop of Duulop.'— Xri finmt'i Mnmimida. 



CIlAl'TKK IV. 

UUMfRIES: NUVEMBkR 1791 — JDLT 1793. 

tUMb'KIES is a compact and itrosjierous little cuutitjr 
town, situated ou the Nitli at the point wh*n) it 
Iwcoiiies navigable. Tlia environs nru beNUtifU ; Uien 
, is oiiQ six.'pirtlly iittrnctive upot, llitf peniiwuln, beiieiUh 
tlio .juiictii.ii of Xilh and iU trilmkiiy lliu Clii.lfti, on wliiuli 
aliiiiii lliu niiiis <if Liiicluik-n .\hU-y. Dmnlrics was, at the end 
(if l;ist uL-iitniy, like iiiost small towns of its tyiM;, ciirsoil rsitlior 

its iiilLaliitants— iiirn living in icliiiitiiciit on ci>ni])OtC'nci(S, well- 
to lio pnifrssiotial nu'ii, iiiul traik'snirn ivlioso sliojMtutics did nut 
occujiy iinich of their tiiLie. In aia'ot.lnnoc willi tlic fasliion <>t the 
time, tli(! lavcm * was Iho favouritu iiicctinj^|>lacc!. Vft tho tiiwn 
was l.y U» nn-ans an niiiil<)asaiit [Aam: to Hvu in. The Kcv. l)r 
Ihiriisiilf, in Ills JI.S. History of Dinnfiii's, pays of Ills iiaiishioners, 
at thii time wlien Itiirn:; liecanio onu of thorn: 'In Ihuir private 
mnnJitra Ihfy -mv sodal and |iolit<: ; ami the town, together with 
tliii nfighhoiirliood n few miles aiouiid it, fnniifilies a society 
miLon-st wlwni a person with ii iin.h'iate iiu-oiiie may spuid his 
ilaya willi as mnch L-njoymont, i.t-rhaps, as in any jwrt of thu 
kin-.loni whatevuv.' 

r.inns's riMnov,,! toDnmfVios coin.:i;lL->l with a marked dcvclop- 
iiiLut in his |it,litiini opinions. In tlie I'arliii- y,-ars of tlie French 
K<!Vohition, it .lues not appe;ir that he took nniL-h interi'st in the 
auhj,:i:t ; nor can tljere he observed any Iraee of advanced liberalism 
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in his writiii|,'s or action up to the latter pert of 1791. In this 
respect he did not ditTer from the giuat hulk of liritieh sctciety, 
fur until the publication of Burke's paniplilet the proceedings 
of tlio 'patriotic' purty in France had attnictcd comparatively 
littlu attention. There were as yet no dtimucratic publications, 
no ultra-rafomiing societies. Ilie active sympathisers with the 
Kevolution were a email party of ardent equalitarians chieRy 
belonging to the Nonconformist bodies in England and the Dis- 
senting communions iii Scotland. It was only now that the 
violent words and deeds of the revolutionary party in the 
Le^jislative Assembly of Fraace began to be viewed with serious 
uneasiness by tlie British Government Cautious ]>oliticians com- 
menced to fear that the new reffiirie was not tending to quiet or 
sober courses. On the other hand, the more ardent minds were 
loath to see danger ahead. It ia at this crisis that we find the mind 
of Bums begimiing to kindle to Frencli politics. It was natural 
enough for him, \vitli those democratic sympathies which underlay 
liis Jacobitisni, to adopt the doctrines which were now causing 
alarm to the British and all other rciguiug families. He 
would not, indeed, have readily sanctioned any violent changes 
in the constitution of his country, but his heart was with tlie 
' patriots ' in France and against their sovereign and the states 
who would have replaced him in full autlioiity, 

It is more than possible tliat Burns felt depressed by his sur- 
Toundings in Dumfries. The house which he octupicd on the 
north side of the Wee Vennel, now known as Bank Street, con- 
sisted of three small rooms, the central one, which he used aa k 
study, being no larger than a bedclosct. Perhaps however the 
tone of his first letter to Ainslia written from Dumfries is 
adequately enough explained by the opening sentences : 



Mv DRAR AiNSLtB— Can yon miaister to a mind diwaaed T Can yon, 
aiiiiil the horrors of penitence, regret, remorse, Iteudaclie, nausea, and all 
the rest of the i) — d liounds of lielt tliat beset a poor wretcli who bos lieeii 
gnilty of the sin of drunkeniieBS— can yon speak peace to a troubled 

Uutrable perdtt tlint I am i I have tried every tiling that used to 
amuse me, but in vain ; here must I ut, a monninent of the Tenffeanca 
laid up ill iil«fe fvi the wicked, slowly couuting every click of the clock 
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lu it sluwly—Hsluu'ly, uunibci-B over tlicae la;!y ncoundrelH of bouts, wbc>, 
■I — M tlieui. Are ranked up befoie nie, every one at liis neighbour's 
buckaide, and every one with n burden of anguisli on bU back, to poor 
□ti [iiy devoted head— And there is nune to |dty me. My wife Hcolds inel 
my bufiincaa toniiCDta nie Hnd my bids come Btaiinj; me in llie (nee, every 
one telling a more liitt«i t«le than liis fellow. * * I began ' Elibanks tmd 
Elibraes,' but tiie stanzas fell iinenjoyed and unfinlitlied from my liellem 
tongue : at laxt I luckily thnut'bl of reading over an old tetter of yout* 
that lay by me in my liook case, aiid I felt »unie thing, for tlie first time 

since I oiiened my eyes, of pleasurable exiKteuce. A\'oll— I begin to 

brcxtlie a little since I began to ivrite you. How are ynu and nhal are 
you doing! How goes Law* Ajiropoa, for uonnexion's Nike, do not 
addresB me as 'Suitervlsor,' for that is an honor I ciuinot jiretend to — t 
am on tbe lUt, as we call it. for a BuperviKondiip, and n-ill be called ont 
by and bye to act as one ; but at present I am a Kiniple |,-auger, tlio' 
t'other day I got an appointment to on excise diviaion of £25 j)er anituui 
better than the rest. My preaeikt income, down money, ia £T0 per 

I liave one or two good feliowH here whom you would be glad to 
know. ... K. B. 

That depression would not be at all lessened on being rcmiiidcil 
of one of Ilia Kilinburj;!i ' iiii[)riidein;e3 ' — and of all persona in 
the world, too, by Mis M'l.diose. 

MRS M'LEHOSE TO ItOUERT BURNS. 

(f.-ot™l«rl7Bl.I 
Sir — I take the liberty of addreBxing n few lines in belinlf of your old 
acq uaiii till lee, Jenny Clow, who, to all n|>]>earanee, ia at this nionieot 
dying. Obliged, from all the nymplunis of a rapid decay, to quit her 
service, she ia gone to a room almost nilliuut eomninn necessaries, nu- 
tended and unmonnicd. In eircuninlancc's so distressing, (ci vbom can 
slie so nntnrally look for aid a.-< to the father of her elillil, the man for 
whose sake she bulTered many a sod and anxious night, shut from 
the world, « ith no otlicr cotiii)aiiion3 than guilt aad solitude ? Yon liave 
now an opiiortuuity to evince yoa indeed jmsses's tliese line feelings you 
have delineated, so as to claim tlie just admiration of your country. I 
am convince*! 1 need add nothing farther to persuade you to act as every 
consideiation of lium.inity, as well as gratitude, muil dictate. I am, Sir, 
year tincere well-wisher, A. M. 



It is extremely difficult, my dear Madam, for me to deny a ladj- 
thitig ; but to a lady whom 1 regard with all the endearing epithe 
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rMpectfnl estMrn and old frientlnliip, bow shall I fnd t1i« language of 
refiwal I I have, indeed, a nliade of a lady, wliich I keep, and shall ever 
keep, in tlie tanetvm sanetonim of my most anxious cars. That lady, 
tliough an unfortunate and irresistible conjunctnre of circnmstancea liaa 
loat me lier esteem, yet slie shall be ever, to me — 

Dear u the raddy iliojie tbkt W4rm my he*Tt. 
I am rather anxious for her sake, aa to liei voyage ; I pray God my feats 
may be gronndleaB. By the way, I have this moment a letter from her, 
with a parograpli or two conceived in bo stately a style that I would 
not pardon it in any created being except tieiself ; bnt, as the Bnbject 
interests me much, I shall nnswer it to yoa, as I do not know lier present 
address. I am sure she must have told yon of a girl, a Jenny Clow, who 
had the misfortune to make me a father (with contrition I own it), con- 
trary to the laws of our most excelleut constitution, in onr holy Presby- 
terian hierarchy. 

Mrs M tells nie a tale of the poor j^rl's distress that makes my 

very heart weep blood. I will trust that your goodness will apologiie 
to your delicacy for me, when I beg of yon, for Heaven's sake, to send 
ft porter to the poor womnn — Mrs M., it seems, knows where she is 
to be found— with fife shillings in my name ; and, as I shall be in Gilin- 
burgh on Tnesday lirst, for certain, make the poor wench leave a line for 
tne, before Tnesday, at Mr Mackay's, White Hart Inn, Grassniarket, 
where I shall put up ; and, before I am two hours in town, I shall see 
the girl and try what is to lie done for lier relief. I would have taken 
my lioy from her long ago, but she would never consent. 

1 shall do myself the very great pleasnre to call for you when I coma 
to town, and repay yon the sum your gomlness shall have advanced . . . 
and most obedient, ItOBERT Burns. 

Whether Jenny Clow is to be identifie<1 with May Cameron,* 
with whom Burns hail a liaison when he lived in Edinburgh, 
OT whether he had two intrigues of the same kind about the 
same time it is now impossible to say. Nor has any trace been 
yet discoTereil of any child of either a May Cameron or a Jenny 
Clow. 

Bums went to lixlinburgh on tho 29th November, and remained 
a week. Meanwhile a crisis in Mrs M'Lehose's own life was 
approaching. She had resolved to accept an invitation from her 
husband and join him in Jnmnica. From tho 6th December, when 
he returned to Dumfries, till she sailed, in the following February, 
Burns kept sending Mrs ^I'Lchose a series of letters and lyrics 
inspired by her. 



TO MRfl M'l.EHOSB.* 
[AflertnuueribiDKllte 'Lament of MaiyQiieenof BeoU,'BnniB writ«e] 
— SiLtli. My liearest Nancy, w«ie the wonla of itie niiiUble but uuforiu- 
nntc Mury. Misforluiie seems to tAke & |H!Ciili&r pleaniiii! in ilarting her 
ftiioiva ftgainut ' Hone«t Men Bnd bonny Lasses.' Of lliia yuii are too, 
ton just a proof; but niny yaar fiilurs fate be a biiglii exception to 
lliG icnifirk. In the wonU of Hnnilel i 

Aditu. •ilieu. ndieu '■ Remember mo '■ 

[KoitERT Burns.] 



Duntuia. giAlit Drrrmtrr ITOIJ. 

I liave BOnie merit, luy ever^deareab of wotnen, in attroctin),' and aeoni- 
iiig tlin heart o{ ' Clatinda.' lu her I met with tlie moHt arcooiptiabed of 

all m>iiiankiml, Uie iirst of all CfHl'a woik« ; and yet I, even I, had tho 
gooil fdi'tune to nii|>eni' aniinhle in licr Kiglit. 

Ity tlie by, tliU ix the kixUi letter tbnt I have wLilt^ii since 1 left you ; 
niid if yoii weic an oidiiiary lieinf:, aa you are a ciealiiie very I'xtraimli- 
navy— Ati instance of wliat CiiHl Almighty in the plenitude of Ui-i power 
and the fulness of Uin (,'oo<hiens can make !— 1 would nevur f»igive ynu 
for not nnsweiitiK my letlem. 

1 have sent in jinir luiir (a )iart of the parcel yon pive me), willi a 
niensiire, to Mr Itince, the jeweller in I'lincos Slreel, to (,'et a rinp done 
for me. I have likewise s.^nt tlie verses ' (.In Sensibiliij,' altered to 
Sensibility, how cliannine, 
l)enn>^t Nanoy, th.ni canst tell, &e., 
In the Editor of tlie Srots Soiirjs, of « liieli you liave three vnlnmes, to net 
to ft most beantifiil air, out" of con.idimi^it to Ibe first of wonn-Ti, niv 
ever bHovci, my cvpr-sacred ■f'lannda.' I aliall probably wiile yon to- 
nioirow. ]n the meaiitime, from ft man who in literally drunk, nercpt 
and forfive 1 R. It. 



some BOnpt 1 have jnat Iteen cnmpofiing to itifTerent tunH for tlie 
Collection of Songs of wliidi yon bave three volniiiea — and of which yon 
thail have tlie fourlli. 



SONG. 
Tomb— fiory DaU'i Port. 
Ae fond kisM, and then we sever; ou* 

Ao fareweel, and then for ever I 
Deep in heart-wrting tenra I'll pledge tbee. 
Warring sighs and groans I '11 wage* thee. 

Who ehall say that Fortune grieves him 
While the star of hope ahe leaves him ) 
Me, nae cheerful twinkle lights me : 
Dark despair around beiiiglita me. 

I 'II ne'er blame my partial fancy, 
Xaething could resist my Nancy : 
But to see lier, was to love her; 
Love hut her, and lovo for ever. 

Had we never lov'd sae kindly I 

Had we never lovM sne blindly ! 

Never met^— or never parted. 

We had ne'er been broken-hearted. 

Fnre-thec-wecl, thou first mid fairest I 
Fiii'e-thec-wcol, then best and dearest I 
Thine be ilka joy and treasure, avrry 

Peac«, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure I 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever ! 

Ae faroiveel, Alos, for ever! 

Deep in lieart-wrung tears I '11 pledge tbee. 

Warring sighs and groans I 'II wage tlieo. 

lit iTClula HDH, itote, ptnlf<. The oM dniiMtliti 
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To, 



SONG. 
H old ScoU Ituif.* 



Beholil the hour, the boat, nrrive! 

My dearest Nnncy, Oh, fnrcweel ! 
Sever*)! frae Ihee can I survive, 

Frao tlioQ wham I hiie lov'd me weel 1 
KnilleBs and deep shdl be my grief, 

Nao ray o' comfort elidll 1 seo 
But this moat precious, dear belief : 

That tliou wilt still remember me ! 



Alnng the aolitnry shore 

Where fleeting sea-fowl round me cry," 
Across the rollinf;, dashiiitt ronr, 

I '11 westwnril turn my wiatl'ul eye : 
'Hnppy, tlioH liidiiiii f,Tove' I'll sny, 

' Where now my Nancy's path shall be ! 
While thro' your sweets she holds ber way, 

U tell nie docs she niiise on me ! ! ! ' 



SON G. 
To n rhnrmhig pliiiiiUre Scots mi: 

Alice mair T hail thee, thou gloomy nocember \ 
Ance mair I hail thee wi' sorrow rind care : 

Sad was the parting tlion makes me remember, 
Parting wi' Nancj-, Oh, ne'er to meet mair ! 






Fond loTera' parting is sweet, painful pleasure, 
Hope beaming mild on the soft parting hoar, 

Bnt the dire feeling, Oh, farewell for ever ! 
Anguish nnmingled and agony pure ! 

The rest of this song is on the vheela. 

Adien I Adien 1 1 1 



The poet afterwards added the following verses to the last of 
the above songs : 

Wild as the winter now tearing the forest. 

Till the last leaf o' the summer is fiown. 
Such is the tempest has shaken my boeom. 

Since my last hope and last comfort is gone I 

Still as I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 
Still shall I hail thee wi' sorrow and care ; 

For sad was the parting thou makes me remember, 
Parting wi' Nancy, Oh, ne'er to meet mair 1 

The fourth stanza of the song to the (ur 'Rory Dall's Port' 
Byron placed at the head of his poem, 'The Bride of Abydos.' 
Scott has remarked tliat that verse is worth a thousand romances ; 
and Mrs Jameson has said that not only are these lines 
worth a thousand romances — -they are ' in themselves a com- 
plete romance. They are,' she adds, 'the alpha and ome^ of 
feeling, and contain the essence of an existence of pain and pleasure 
distilled into one burning drop.' 

TO KRB DtJHLOP. 

DuKnin,* ITU Dtamhir ITSI. 

Manj thanko to yon, Madam, for your good news respecting the little 
Boweret and tlie mother- pi ant. I hope my poetic prayen have been 
heard and wilt be aoBwered up to the warnie»t sincerity of their fnllest 
extent ; and then Mrs Henri will lind her little darling the repreBentative 
of hui late parent, in every thing but his abridged existence. 

■ Ciirria iUt«il thlg latMrftnm 'BlllsUnd,' inil It licommonlratitid that 'Tb« Song or 
D«th' vu Biima'a lut poetical cITort heton leaving Bllliilanil. But^lf hla dais of tlH 
letter ba correct — It mnat nthar ba regarded ai the Hrat poem of Uie DiimhtM period. 
VOL. III. T 



I linve just Baiahed the following Mng w)iicb, to a Udy tlie descenilant 
111 \ViLl1ace and nitiny heroes of bji truly illimtrioaB line — and herself 
the iiKither of several Huhlient, needs neither preface nor apology. 



at— A Field of Batlli 
and dying of the 
following : 

SONG 



-Time of the day, evening— The 
army mn sapposeil to joi 



OF DEATH. 







Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth and ye skies, 

Now gay with the broad-scttiDg sun ! 
Farewell, loves and friendships, ya dear, tender tJM! 

Our race of existence ia run. 
Tliou grim king of terrors^ thou life's gloomy foe. 

Go, frighten the coward and elave I 
Go, teach them to Iremhlo, felt tyrant ! hut know 

No terrors hast thou to the Brave ! 

Thou strik'st the dull peasant, he sinks in the dark, 

Nor saves e'en the wreck of a name ; 
Tliou strik'st the youn;; huro, a glorious mark ! 

He falls in the hlnze of his fame. 
In the field of proud llotior, our swords in our hands. 

Our king and our country to save, 
"White victory shines on life's last cbhing sands, 

O ! who would not dio with the Brave ! 



Tlie eii-ciimstance that gave rihe tc) the foreRoing venie« was — looking 
over with a musical fiiend M'Donald's collection of Higliloiid urti, I was 
struck with one, an Isle of Skye tune, entitled 'Oiun an Aoig,' or 'The 
Sont; of Death,' to the measure of which I have atlaple<) my stanzas. I 
have of late <winposcd two or liii'eo other little pieces whii^h, ere ^'on 
fnll'Orhcd moon, whose broad impudent face noiv stares at old Mother 
Earth all night, shall have shrauk into a modest crescent, just i)eepiiiij 
fori!) at dewy dawn, 1 shall find an hour to transcrihe fur yuii. A Jlkii 



e»cte .' 



R. U. 



Tlmmas Campbell used to speak of this ' Bong of Death ' as, in 
his opinion, one of Burns's most hriiliant efibrta. 

On the 25t!i January 1793, prior to sailing for Jamaica in the 
Rosi-ll", in which Burns was to liavo left the country a few years 
before, Mrs M'Lohose wrote a letter of farewell to Bunia : 



FBOH MRS H'LEHOSE. 

Utk JamviTi IJH. 

Agitated, hnnied to da»th, I sib down to write & few lines to yon, my 
ever-dear, dear friend ! We are ordered abroad on Saturday, — to Bail on 
Snnday. And now, my dearest Sir, I have a few things to say to yon, as 
the laat advice of her who could have lived or died with you t I am 
happy to know of yonr applying so steadily to the bnsiaes* yoa have 
engaged in ; bnt, oh remember, this life is a short, passing scene I Seek 
God's favour,— keep His command raents,— be eolicitoua to prepare for a 
happy eternity I Tliere, I trust, we will meet, in perfect and never-ending 
bliss. Kead my former letter attentively : let the religious tenets there 
expressed sink deep into your mind ; meditate on them with candour ; and 
your accurate jndgment must be convinced that they accord with the 
words of Eternal Truth I Longh do more at holy things or holy men i 
remember 'without holiness, no man shall see God.' Another thing 
and I have done : sa you value my peace, do not write me to Jamaica, 
ontill I let you know you may with safety, ^^'rite Mary often. She feels 
for yon 1 and judges of your present feelings by her own. I am Hure you 
will be happy to hear of my happiness : and I trust you will— soon. If 
there is time, you may drop me a line ere I go, to inform me if yon get 
this and another letter I wrote you, dated the 21st, which I am afnud 
of having been neglected to be put into the oHice. 

So it WHS the Koeelle yon were to have gone in t I reail your letter 
to-day and reflected deeply on the ways of Heaven 1 To ua they oft 
appear dark and doubtful ; but let us do our duty faJtliEuUy, and sooner 
or later we will have our reward, because 'tlie Lord God Omnipotent 
reigns : ' every upright mind ]iaa here cause to rejoice. And now, adieu. 
May Almighty God bless yon and yours I take yon into His blessed 
favour here ; and afterwards receive you into His glory 1 

Farewell. I will ever, ever remain. Your real friend, A. M. 

One of the final meetings of Burns and Ctarinda is believed to 
be the eubject-mattet of the following song, irhich, however, must 
be regarded as b poetical rather than a historical recital : 

MAY, THY MORN WAS NE'ER SAE SWEET. 
O May, thy mora was ne'er sae sweet 

As the mirk night o' December ! du-k 

For sparkling was the rosy wine. 

And secret was the chamber; 
And dear was she I dare na name, 

But I will ay remember ; 
And dear was she I dare na name, 

But I will ay remember. 
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And here 'a to them, that, like oureel. 

Can push about the jorum I 
And here 's to thi^m that wish ua weel : 

May a' that's gude watch g'er them! 
And liert 'a to them, we date na tell, 

The dearest o' the quorum I 
And here 'a to them, we dare na tell, 

The dearest o' the quorum I 



In the course of the ensuing summer, while Mrs M'Lehose was 
absent in the West Indies, the poefa feelings Bubsided into com- 
parative calm, and he then* composed the beautiful pastoral : 



TuHt—That 'II I 



NANIE'S AWA. 

I'cr be peact tilt Jamie eomei hame. 

itle blythe Nature arrays. 



Now in her grei 

And listens the lambkins that hient o'er the braes, 
While birds warble welconio in ilka green aha' 
But to nie it's delightless — my Xanie's awa. 



The snawdrap and primro^ our woodlands adorn, 
And violeta hatlie in the wect o' the morn : 
Tliey i»ain my sad ljosi>ni, eae sweetly they blaw, 
Tliey mind me o' Naiiie— and Nanie'a awa. 

Thou lav'rock that springs frae the dews of the lawn Uik 

The shepherd to warn o' the grey-breakiny dawn. 
And thou mellow mavis that liails the night-fa', thrush 

Give over fur pity — my Nanie's awa. 

Gome Autumn, aae i«nsive, in yellow and grey, 
And soothe me wi' tidings o' Nature's decay : 

The dark, dreary Winter, an<l wild -driving snaw 
Atane can delight me — now Nanie 's awa. 

It ia possible, also, that at the same time he tried to conceive 
poetically her feelings in seeking a reunion with her husband : 



WANDERING WILLIE. 

[FIBST TEBSION.] 

HeTO awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Now tired with wandering, baud awa hame ; ruka bi boma 
Come to my boflom, my ae only dearie. 

And tell me thou bring'at me my Willie the same. 

Loud blew the caald winter winds at oar parting ; 

It waa na the blast brought the teat in my e'e : 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my Willie, 

The simmei to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye hurricane^ rest in the cave o' your slumbers ! 

how your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 
Awaken ya breezes 1 row gently ye billows 1 roll 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my orms. 

But if he's forgotten his faithfullest Nannie, 
still flow between us, thou wide-roaring main ; 

May I never see it, may I never trow it, 

But, dying, believe that my Willie 's my ain !* own 

In a series of letters dated about June 1791, we have seen 
Bums expressing himself warmly in behalf of his friend Clarke, 
teacher at Moffat, whom be regarded as suffering undeserved 
persecution. He appears in the interval to have continued bis 
efforts for Clarke. 

■ Thig nng «pp«an to ktve btA ■ prototrpc In an old ana d( wlilcli two ataniu hiTa 
b«aD preserrDd: 

' Hnra an, then in, faara iwa, Wlllla, 



' Thcongh the Ung mnlr I hafa (Oiromd my VHIIa. 

Through Lhfl lang mulr 1 have followed him hana, 
Whaterer batlde d*. noaghtahall divlda lU, 
Lovt now rawanlg all mr aarrow and pain.' 
A aacond •anioD ot tUa aoiii wlU b* toosd nyra. 
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I roceive<1 yonra tliU mnment, my dear sir. I sap ivitli Cuptain Riddel 
in ton*ri to night, else I lia<I gone to Caree directly. Courage, huh nmi! 
Tlie <Iay may, &fter all, be youri : but at any rate, thera ii otker air to 
lirpntlie tlian tliat of MolTat, peBtJferciniily lAinted u il is willi llie lireath 

of tlLiit nrcli' scoundrel, J . Tliere tm two qaolationa from Iww 

poeta which, in Bituations BUch ttt yours, were congenial to my sonl. 
Thomson says— 

raly srrtt. 



And Dr Young— 
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protolj|ie of Counsellor Plejdfill ; 
wanla bouijlit by a geiilleman 
GoMielen, ofter lii.s own name ai 
Goldie was a (Icsncniliint of tbe eldi 
family. Mr Itiddel, piircliasing tlie pi; 
it AVooilley Park, after hu wife ; and i 
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1 Guij Mamii'i ing. It «as after- 
named (Joldie," wlio called it 
d that of bis wife— Leigb : Mrs 
branch of tliat English 
! from Jlr Gol.lie, named 
it conliniied to lie called 
n-imymcnt of tlio purchnae-nioiiey, it reverted 
to Mr (loldie, and regained its former name of Ooldiclea. Mrs 
Walter Eiildel, who was still under twenty, thonj;li already n 
mother, possessed beauty, ability, and accomjilisliments ; liad a 
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taste for literatura and natuiol history; could write paauble 
verse; and delighted in the society of men of talent. The 
genius of Burns Instantly attracted her, and lie became a 
frequent visitor at Woodley Park, Tliere he found a fine 
library, comprieiiig not only English but foraign books. For 
many reasons, then, Woodley Park became a fuvourite resort of 
Bttrns'e. Both host and hostess treated him as their equal in 
society. He dined with tliem and their friends ; and Mrs Riddel 
visited at his house in Dumfries. 

Mrs Riddel was at this time cherishing a literary ambition 
of her ovm, and wished to consult competent authorities 
upon it. It was not, however, of a poetical nature, and 
she does not eeem to have explained it to Bums. As it 
embraced, in an account of a voyage to Madeira and the Leeward 
Isles, some sketches of natural hintory, she seems to have 
thought that Bums's friend, Smellie, would be able to give 
her some assistance, and she asked the poet for an introduction. 
The request seems to have staggered Bums. To present a 
beautiful, young, accomplished woman of fashion to the almost 
elaborately rude old naturalist, who never made a bow in his 
life to man or woman — how was such a task to be accomplished T 
The style in which he performed it is amusing enough : 

TO HR WILLIAH SMELLIS, PRtKTKB, SDIMBUROH. 
DDKrarax, Jmmrii 11, 1791. 

I all down, my dear Sir, to Introduce a young Lady to you, and a Lady 
in the first Tanks of fosliion, too. What a task t You, who care no 
more for the herd of animals called young Ladies tlian you do for the 
herd of auiinala called young Gentlemen. You, wlio despise and 
detest the groupinga and combinations of Fashion : an idiot Ptunter 
that seems industrionn to place staring Foots and unprincipled Knaves 
in the fore-ground of his picture, while mea of genra and Honesty are 
too often thrown in the diniment shaJle^ Mm Riddel, wlio will take 
this letter to town with lier and xend it yon, is a character that, even in 
your own way, as a Naturalist and a. Philnsopher, would \ie an acquisi- 
tion to your acqualnUnee. The Lady, too, is a Votary of the Mnses ; 
and as I think mynelf somewhat of a judge In my own trade, I awnn 
you that lier verses, alwayii correct and often elegant, are much beyond 
the common run of the Lady- Poetesses of the day. She is a grent atlmirer 
of your book ; ' and hearing me say that I was acquainted with you, she 

■ nt PlilU-orl't afSatimlBUIiiry. 




lK'(;i,'t''i to be kituwD Ui you, as slie is juBt going to pny liar first vUit to 
our CiileiJoiii&ii Ca|)itaL I told lier that her beat way was to desire lier 
nenj' relation, and your intimate friend, Craigdarroch, to have you at his 
house ii'liile she was there i and, lest yoii might think of a lively West 
Inilinn ^irl of eiglitcen, as giria of eighteen too often deserve to be 
tliDU|;lit of, I should take care to remove that prejudice. To be im- 
partinl, however, in appreciating the Lady's merits : she has one unlucky 
failing;— a failing which you will eaaily discover, as elie seems rathn 
pleuAihl with indulging in it ; and a failiug that you will as easily pardon, 
as it is a sin which very much besets youracif ; Where she dislikes or 
desjiines, she is apt to make no more & secret of it than where she esteems 
and re^iiccls. 

I will not present you the unmeaning ' ComplinieDts of the Season,' 
but I will send you niy warmest wishes and ardent prayers thai Fortune 
limy never throw your subsistence to the mercy of a Knave, or set your 
Character on the judgment of a Fool ; but that. Upright and Erect, you 
may wnik to an honest grave, where men of Letters shall say: "Here 
lies a Man who did honour to Science,' and Men of 'Worth shall say : 
' Here lies a man who did honour to Human Nature.' I am ever, with 
the mosi grateful sincerity, my dear Sir, yonra, 

RoBT. Burns. 



M 



K li 1 t d Ed 1 gli in January: immediately on 
1 h i arded B n letter of introduction with tliis 



Svm'ns F.rm,ig. Si ANnBEWz,-S4U«M. 

1 1 lentH to Mr Sniellie and encloses a 

f I im from Mr Bums. Mr Smellie will 

II a week a^-o ; but Mm Riddel was 

ftd and did not arrive at Edinburgh till 
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iiid Sm 11 to 1 Imwn to each otiier at once, and 

ft ( th tl M 1 ) Mrs liiddcl transmitted to him 

1 1 f 1 1) k f travels. In an ncconipanjing 

I 11 d t tl ] tr 'Robie Bums dined with us 

tl I } II goo<l health and spirits ; but I 1'car his 

II t 1 f [ t in her inspi ration .% now that he 

f k 1 1 I tions.' Sniellic read the lady's 

] t tl 1 \\ 1 en 1 considered your youth ' (he 

I "M r(.l ) I t 11 more, your box, the perusal ot 

^ nd J d ork, if I had not [jreviously had 
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the pleasure of your conversation, the devil himself could not 
have frightened me into the belief that a female human creature 
could, in the bloom of youth, beauty and, consequently, of 
giddineea, have produced a performance so much out of the line 
of your ladies' works. Smait little poems, flippant romances, 
are not uncommon. But science, minute observation, accurate 
description and excellent coraposition are qualities seldom to be 
met vith in the female world.'* 

The original proposal had been for a privately- printed issne, 
but at Smellie's suggestion the book was printed and exposed to 
sale. It was not ready till near the end of the year;t among 
the recipients of a copy was Bums. 

TO MRS WALTER RIDDEL. 
Madam — I return you my motit sincere thanks for the honor you have 
done me in presenting me with a copy of yonr Book. Be assured I shail 
ever keep it sacreU. R. B. 

The acquaintance between the pair made some progress during 
the summer, and at length, in September, the eccentric naturalist 
came to Dumfries and spent some time with the lady and 
hb friend the poet. The young authoress induced Smellie 
to present his extraordinary figure at one of the assemblies of 
Dumfries, and there is a tradition that he and Burns received some 
kind of public entertainment from the magistrates. Mrs Kiddel 
and Smellie continued intimate friends until the death of the 
naturalist in 1795. 



TO HR PETER HILL. 

Emn-Hin, »ll FA. ITM. 
Mr DEAR Fribnd— I send you l>y (lie bearer, Mr Clarke, a particular 
friend of mine, six pounds and a sliilling, wliich you will diKpoae of as 
follows:— £5, IOh. |ier account I owe Mr Robl. Burn, arcliilect, for erecting 
the stone over poor FergQsson. He was two years in erecting it after 
I commissioned him for it; and I have been two years in paying him after 
he sent me hb account : so he and I are quitn. He had the hardness to 

• Kcrr'i trnufrt of ITilliain SnuUU (Edinburgh, IGll, 1 vola,). Thia work codUIiu Us 
airmipan<tBnc« between Hn Riddel ind SmalllB. 

I Un Rtddel'l work ia announced In the SaU Mofaiiv It Norember ITH, aa 
publiahtd, under tba following title :— royivu la lb Kadtira md Letuard CarOibm 

illandi; milk Sktitlia of "u SiUunl HMorv of Oum Itla-uli. Bf Harli R '. CkdsU, 

London; Hill, Edlnbaish. 
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fL-^k me intereat on the »diii ( but, oonBidenn^ lliiJ^ the money «'u due )iy 
one Poet for putting a tomlntone over another, lie tnby, witli griiteful 
aiirprit*, thank Heaven that lie ever sa>v a farthing of it 

Witli tlia remainder of the money. |)ay jntii'self for the OJjifx of a 
Mmeiiger that 1 Imuglit of you ; and nend me by Mr Clarke a DOt« of ita 
]>riee. Send me, lilcetvi»e, the fifth volume of ^^xeOb^t^Ba■, by Mr Clarke; 
am! if any money remain, let it etwid to account. 

My 1>eBt comiilimenlB to Mrs Hill. 1 sent you amankin [hare], hy laat 
week's Fly, whicli I hope you received. Yours most sinceiely, 

ROBT. DDXltS. 

Tlio following is fi literal transcript of the account hero men- 
tioned : 

Mh Kobirt Burns, 

To J. 4 K, Bi'BH 

J^ni<(23, 17«S. 

t\ Feet pDlithed Cr»IgleiUi 8ton« for a HwditoD* for Kobert I ~, , . 

Fsituaoaat li. f ^J H 

10 Feet 8 inohsi double BaM MouUiiV; at lE Ad „ If! 

4 Lurgo Iron Cr«inp« 2 10 

2Stf.ncatnsettliph,MC on, ftt U 2 

320LttWrsoii .lo., at Ha. [[.orlOJ],. 15 8 

Lead, «nd eettinj ti|i ditto , ., S 

Gr»veiligger'sduta,.,, Vi 

Robert Burn, in tlio letter ncconijmnying the account, ad- 
(IresseJ the poet with tlie faniilinrity of nn neqnaintanRe. Aft^r 
apologising for the delay in tlie ereelion of the stone, he 
facetionaly says ; ' I shall Ijc hiippy to receive orders of a like 
nature for as many more of your friends that have gone hunco as 
you please.' 

TO A I. EX. CUNNINGHAM, ESQ. 
Mv DEAR C(TNNisGHAM-Tci. morrow, or some day soon, I will write 
you as entertiiiniii); a letter a.f I can t in the meantime, take a scrawl iif 
very serious busine«s. VnurpiiiPinlier MrClnrke, Master of the Grammar 
School at Moffat, whom I [iirmerly recntim-eiidod t'l your Ki.n<l offices : 
the ciisis of his falo is jtist nt hand. Mr M'MnnIo of Drumlnnri).', 
FerKiiKson of Cmi^darroch ami Riddcll of Glenriddell, Rentlemen who 
know Clarke ]>erHonally and intimately, have strain c<l and are slrainint; 
every nerve to serine him, but ala.s ! poor Clarke's foes are miRlity \ ImyA 
Ho]ietoun, Bpiin-ed on by tlin^e infernal creatines that always tj;o between 
a Man and biH itiferioin, bas sworn his dextrnction : irritated an he justly 
is tlint any I'iclieian, and the son of a Plelieinn, Bbould dare to op])ose 
existence— a trifliiig affair, against his Lonlship's hiRli and mighty will. 
What I know, and ijou ktiow tliat I would do fur a friend of youia, 1 ask 



nuMntin. 815 

(rf yon for » friend— k mneli-Mtaemed friend, of mine, Get Uie Principal's 
intereat in Ilia fAvonr. Be not denied I To interpose between lordly 
cmelty and helplesi merit is a task worthy of yon to ask and liim to 
execnte. In the meantime, if you meet with Cntgdarroch, or clianee to 
Yrait on liim (by the bye, I visli yon would mention this very basineM), 
he will inform yon of the great merits of one party and the demerits of 
the otlier. 

BoBT. Busks. 

It maj have been about this time tliat Burns inscribed the fol- 
lowing lines on Fergusson in a copy of The World ; 
Ill-fated genius 1 Heaven-tanght Fei^sson I 

What heart that feela and will not yield a tear : 
To think life's sun did set ere well begnn 

To shed its influence on th; bright career 1 
why should truest worth and genius pine 

Beneath the iron gnsp of Want and Woe, 
While titled knaves and idiot greatness shine 

In ell the splendour Fortune can bestow 1 



TO HS JAHB8 CLABKE. 

DDHratn. 171lt FA. VIM. 

Mv DEAR Sir— If this finds yon at Moffat, or as soon as it finds you 
at MoHat, you must without delay wait on Mr Riddel, as lie lias been 
Tery kindly tbinking of you in an affair that has oecurred of a clerk's 
place in Mancliest«r, which, if yonr hopes ate desperate in your present 
business, he proposes procuring for yon. I know your gratitude for past, 
as nrell as hopes for future, favours will inilnce yon to pay every atten- 
tion to Glenriddel's wislies i as be is almost the only, and nodonbtedly 
the best, friend that your unlucky fate has left you. 

Apropos, I just now hear that you have fa«at your foes, every tail 
holloio. Huzza I To (rivmiiht! Mr Ridilel, who is at my elbow, says 
that if it is so, lie begs tliat yon will WMt on him directly ; and I know 
you are too good a man not to pay your respects to yonr saviour. Yours, 

B. B.* 

A few days after the date of the last letter occurred one of the 
most curious events in the life of Bnms. It may bo relsted in the 
words of Lockhart : 

' At that period [1792] a great deal of contrnbond traffic, chiefly 

* At tliecndofthe tiknKdpt, In the aisnricldat pnaa ralnina, of tha l«tl<r to ITllllsra- 
•on (8ept«inbsr llnX Bumi sddsd; 'Bracol Clirka. In aplU ot Hopabwn snd Us 
iDjmnldani than cunMt off vtctorloiu 1 ' 
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from tljQ Isle of Man, was going on along the coasts of Galbwoy 
and Ayrshire, anil tlio whole of the revcnne-officera from Gretna 
to Dumfries were placed under the orders of a supcrin Undent 
residing in Auuan, who exerted Idmaelf lealously in intercepting 
the descent of the amuggltng vessels. On the 27tli of February, a 
suBpiciouB-Iooking brig was discovered in the Solwny Firth, nnd 
Burns was one of tlie party whom the superintendent conducted 
to watch her motions. She got into shallow water the day 
afterwards, and tjie officers were enabled to discover that her crew 
were numerous, armed, and not likely to yield wilhont a struggle. 
Lewnra, a brother-exciseman, an intimate friend of our poet, was 
accordingly sent to Dumfries for a guard of dragoons ; the 
superintendent himself, Mr Crawford, proceedeil on a similar 
cri-iunl to £cclefecban, and Burns was left with some men under 
his ortlers, to watch the brig and prevent landing or escape. From 
tlio private journal of one of the excisemen — now in my hands — it 
appyiirs that Burns manifested considemble impatience while thus 
occupied, being left for ninny hours in a wet salt-marsh, with a 
forco wliich he knew to be inadequate to the purjjosc it was meant 
to fulfil. One of his comrades hearing him abuse his friend 
Lewnrs in particular, for being slow about his journey, the man 
answered that he also wished the devil had him for his \m\ns, and 
that Burns in the meantime would do well to indite a song upon 
the sluggard : Bums said nothing ; but after taking a few strides 
by himself among the i^eds and shingle, rejoined his party, and 
chanted to them tlie well-known ditty : 

THE DEIL'S AWA WT TH' EXCISEMAN.* 

TfNE— I'/it Looking-glass. 
The deil cam fiddlin thro' the town, 

And danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman ; 
And ilka wife cries ' Auld Mahoun.t every 

I wisli you luck o' the luize, man.' 

Clionis — The deil 's awa, the deil 's awa, 
Tlic deil 's awa wi' th' Kk( 
He 's danc'd awa, he 's danc'd a 
He's danc'd awa wi' til' Exc 

• The "onR In iu]>pnse.i to be minj; liy UTiiiisclera ami 
t An oUI for]ii or MaKoml, M«nUned with the deril. 



We 11 luak onr maut and we '11 brew our drinlc, 

We 'II laugh, aing and rejoice, man ! 
And iHony braw thanks to the meikle black deil hMutr— Ug 

That danc'd awa wi' th' Exciaemati. 

There 'a threesome reels, there 's foursome reels. 

There 's hornpipes and strathspeys, man, 
But the ae best dance e'er cam to the Land 

Was 'The deil 's awa wi' th' Exciseman.' 

' Lewars arrived ahortly after with his dragoons ; and Bums, 
putting himself at their head, waded sword in hand to the brig, 
and was the first to board her. The crew lost heart, and submitted, 
though their nunibers were greater than those of the assailing 
force. The vessel was condemned, and, with all her arma and 
stores, sold next day at Dumfries ; upon which occasion. Bums, 
whose conduct had been highly commended, thought fit to purchase 
four carronades by way of trophy.' 

Lockhart goes on to say that the poet sent these guns as a 
present ' to the French Convention,' with a letter testifying his 
admiration and respect, and that the gift and letter were inter- 
cepted at the custom-house at Dover. The whole afiair was treated 
by Allan Cunningham as fabulous; but it seems to have been 
substantiated in the main paiticulars by Joseph Train, the well- 
known antiquary and friend of Sir Walter Scott, who, in 1825, 
succeeded Bums'e friend, John Lewai-s, aa Supervisor of Excise in 
Dumfries, from Crawford's diary; an account of the seizure and 
sale of the vessel, the brig Hosantoiui, by Bums himself; and a 
document written by Lowars, detailing the circumstance of Bnma 
having purchased the four carronades, and despatched them as 
a present to the French Assembly. In the sale-catalogue, in 
Burns'a handwriting, the poet enters himself aa the purchaser of 
the four guns for £3.* 

Some doubt may, nevertheless, remain as to the gravity of 

• In ■ letter to Dr Robert Curuthen, or liiienitu. Tnin itated thiC ha obUlneJ the 
documenti on which he (buniled hli •Uteiiiaiibi rmiii His wlilon of Lawira on bli dMIb lu 
lirt, (hut fa* fomrdeil tbsin bJ Sir Waltar Scott, and that Scott tried to tett the aecuncy 



er. aa lUtai by Lewan. UulortunaUly th 
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Burns's olTtiDce in presenting tlu guns to 'The Convention.' 
Lockhiirt says : ' Wo were not, it is trne, at war with Fratica ; 
but every one knew anJ felt that wo wcro to be bo ere long; 
and nobody ean pretu nil that Burns waa not guilty on this occa- 
fiiou of u most absurd and presuniptuoua breach of deuorum.' A 
carefid investigation of ilates and atti'iidant circumstances allows 
Lockhavt to be in error. At the time when Burns purchased 
the four carroiiadea there was no sucli body in existence as thu 
French Convention, The Convoutiou was not constituted till 
the ensuing September. If, therefore. Burns did buy four carron- 
ades ill February, and sent them to Piiria, he must have nddi-essed 
them to the Legialutiva ABsembly — a body wliioh was at tliJa 
raoiiitnt supporting a ministry of tlm Constitutional jiarty aroun<i 
LouiH XVL, and showing every symptom of pacific feeling towards 
Fn land The '>8th of February 1792 was loss than a month 
fro tie lay w he George ICI. opened Parliament with a epcech 
c ta 1 til Ik I 3 conL;r;itidiitioiis on IIil' peace aii-I interna! 

proe| er ty of the co try. ' Unquestionably,' aaid Pitt, in bis 
fan ous B dj,ot l e 1 if this period, ' tlieie never was a time in 
the h tory of tl a o try when from the situation of Europe we 
1 1 ore r aso ably expect fifieen years of peace than at the 
p es t n o ent • Not a whisper was yet heard of British inter- 
ve t o tl e luat el between France and tlie En)|)eror of 

Ce ny Not til Vugust was Gowor, the British Amb.issador, 
recalled fron P r i ot till the following January was war 
pro la n d by Ln^la d again:it France, It is true wc are 
told tilt tie lutl rtea at Dover intercepted the guns; but 
we do not lino v I o v long it was before they reached that 
place. Co 1 ler „ vhat the means of transport were at that 
date, t could ot be a very short time. If they were not at Dover 



before tl e c 1 of Aj r 1— war h 
tre cl ■> an t tie I- { eror— thi 

vnrr te 1 sloj j ^ tl e guns, r 
pr tj of ae 1 ^ ve tl is small 

vii, ar jj I o ta If a„a t one of our 
be denied that the British court vi« 
r.egislative Assemljiy with dialiku evi^ 
de Perigord — afterwards so well knowi 

* Hkv rut (p. 131), by Lord Koaflbtfry. 



u proclaimed by the 

British government might feel 

erely from a sense of the itnpro- 

lodicuiii of aid to a power which 

)ur allies. It cannot of court^e 

I'd the proceedings of the 

so early as February. M. 

IS Talleyrand — having then 
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come to sound the Britisli ministiy sb to how they would ngard a 
possible attack by the French on the Emperor's Flemish domains, 
found himself slighted at the levee, and was passed without notice 
by the Queen at a diawiug-room. But these were only premonitory 
aymptoms of what was to follow. And the essential fact 
remains that the minutest daily chronicles of the time bear 
no trace of an apprehension on the part of the public that we 
were likely to become the enemies of France.* If Bums, then, 
despatched these guns soon after purchasing them, he may be said 
at the worst to have committed, for a British oitisen and public 
officer, a somewhat eccentric and audaciously generous action ; but 
he cannot be accused of an * absuid and presumptuous breach 
of decorum / nor does it appear that liis act was regarded in 
this light by any person entitled to call his conduct in question. 

It may be inferred from bis purchase of the four guns that Bums 
had at this time a little spare money. Of this there aia other 
signs, such as his settling Hill's account for books in December, 
and soon after discharging the debt for Fergusson's tombstone. 
He afterwards acknowledged to his brother Gilbert that he had 
incurred some debts in consequence of carelessness about expense 
when he settled in Dumfries. Thus we see that Bums, when he 
had more money than was required for bare subsistence, easily 
allowed it, one way or another — generally in deeds of kindness — 
to slip through his fingers. The small sum accruing from the 
sale of his farming stock did not probably outlast his arrival in 
Dumfries many months. 



TO J. LGVEN, ES4., OBM. SUPERVISOR, KXCIBK OFFICE, SDINBUROH. 

(March ITM] 

Sir — I have sealed and secured Lawson'e Tea, but no permit has yet 
appeared, nor can it appear before Taesday at the nearest ; so there is 

■ & Ikw gleulnga From tb« nawipaptn at tha day wlU balp tu to > right Mtlouite at 
Bum-> Id. :~- 
In ths Buiiiiiisr or 1T»1, ■ gHitlwnaa of Olugow had oominimlcatad to LafkyetU a plan 

troopa with eml eRtet It Ui* battle or Maubaugi, Juii* D, ITM. 

In Uh latter part of Jaiiuary ITK, a lubMrlptloii waa opaned at Olaagao ■ lo aJtl th« 
Fnnch in carryiiii; on ths <nr ■t,-(ln>t tha eiiilcrmnl princes or aoy rorelfiii |Hiwar tiy whom 
tlioy inay be aiucked.*- ' It 1« said Ibat £1M0 hara already bam »iib«ribed.' 

OniathXay.it iiHlatcdaearaportthat ■Itteeimalloriballnaaretobetlttvdout; 'but 
we <lo not b«lieve It, a« w« hope onr mlniitry an too pnidant to think of InnilvlDg thia 
nation In any diipuua that may ariM from th* Fnncb Randutlon.' 
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the greater cliance of Ihe cond eon nation. I shrewdly Aii^pect the New- 
ciuttla Uouw, RankiDe and Sons, is the fimi ; they will tliink tbat tha 
guilds being regularly Jelivereil to a Carrier, with proper permit, will 
exoiieiale theoi ai to further responeibility ; and Ijiwson, on liia part, ia 
deCeritiined not U) have anylliiog to do with it ; so our piocem may be 
the easier managed. 

The inonient that the permits arrive, as I am pretty certain they will, 
I uliall inform you; but, in the itieantiiiie, when the three remaining 
boxen n.rrive, Be they cannot, in qiialily, correspond with the permit, and 
l>e)<ide!'. will be at least beyond the limited time a full week— are not 
they HeizableT 

Mr Mitchell mentioned to you a liallnd which I composed and song 
at fine of his Excise Court dinners : here it is :— 



[The Deil 'a 



« wi' th' EieUemui, *] 

t E.lgtlt to 



uy umiiink. ui inn coiiipmltlon at tha b&llvl Cniiwlt hjw tint at ■ mmtlng o( 
In DnifiMBK, Bonia, on Mng nllixl tot ■ ntig, wrote tJie nnn on tba back of 
xl haiuM them to liw i^h*ln«D. In IMO, Mr Fnnk MlUn, nt Anus, in ■ lapar 
t Clia DamfriHbln anil Oallomjr Aiitiqnailu Bwlsty, |^v« anoUier aBcount at 
ul tha pooni. Hi alatAl. on the authority 01 two t«iHiUy-<l«MwHl swtleuwn at 
at wailiiiiison. that it wu nail Uji litfio company a^duhlal Ie, h. b(ni«intlie 
etorAiiiian. Thslr Krandrather i»e.l ki Ull ill hiH uM ai;e tliaC he wu an« of 
In coiinection is 



I 



Jut coiiijiuir that heinl Biirui nnll 


» thii venea. One UiIiik only In t 


ibwlutaly nrtaiii : nimw iiiimt hava 






lUNxd TlHiniiit WhIUoll, who illcl 


torthumlierland, In ITM, A.umiK 1 


liiH iwiin, wliirli ven eiWn>.ively 



Soinetiiiias Ihg Dei'll 



ffllh which the pi|wr 
The IVvil «t. Ill Ihe 
For sBra1«nr1ii, ■iitici', ii 
AUIiough tliB Uvvil <n.\ 



If yon honor my bailed by making it one of yonr channing fron vivant 
elfiinonB, it will necura it undoubted celebrity. 
I have the hODor to be. Sir, your obliged and devoted humble eervant, 

BOBT, BlTBNS. 

On the lOth of April of thia year the Royal Anhers of Scotland 
sent Bums a diploma as a member of their corporation.* He 
subsequently refers to this honour in a letter to Cunningham. 

The following letter is interesting as showing that Bums had 
forgotten— for a time at least — the behaviour of hia publisher, 
and was now willing to co-operate witli Iiira in the issue of an 
enlarged edition of his poems. It also supplies positively startling 
evidence of the very modest cstiniate Bums made of the value 
and originality of his work. 



TO 



ILLI. 



H CRE 



ESQ. 



nDHniDi, ink Xprll ITM. 

Sir — I this moinent have yours, and were it not that haliit, as usual, 
has deadened conscience, my criminal indolence slinuld lead nie an 
uneasy life of reproach. I ought long ago to have written yon on this 
very business. 

Now, to try a language of which I ani not half master, I shall aasiime, 
as well as I can, the man of business. I suppose, at a gross guess, tliat 
I could add of new materials, to your two volumes, aliout fifty pages. I 
would also correct and retrench a good deal. These said lifty jiagea you 
know are an much mine as the lliuiub-stall I have just now drawn on my 
finger which I iinfoiliinately gashed in nieniUng my pen. A few books 
which I very much wtuiC are all the recompence 1 crave, together with as 



9 itood llks I 



not. *na amia m 
lei milt nor rlH, 



, piny toot, 



He csnlecl (iray the B: 

Hs thst will (sk« mich s 

Pot ine shall hava the i 

Tia equal to me, I like U 



It in not It all Impondble that 
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many en\>ies of lliis new odition of my own wnrks as Friendship or 
UrtitituUe Hbnll prompt me to preMnt. Tliere nre three men whuiii yoii 
knuw and whoM friendly [latronat^ I tliink I can trouLle bo fnr— Messn 
M'Kenzie, D. Btewort, and F. Tytler : to unyof these I elioll submit my 
MSS. for tiieir Btrictiires ; and ftlno let (hem say on ray infnrrniog them 
— I mean any of them— what Anlhom 1 want, to what value of them 1 
nm entitlw!.* If he aiiiudged me n 'Tom Thumb.' I am content. Thp 
' Mfin of Fe«Kng ' and Profeaaor Stewart are, I lienr, bii^y with worka of 
their own, for which reason I shall prefer Tytler. So noon aa 1 hear from 
yoii, 1 shall write Mr Tytler; ami in a fortnight mora 1 shall put my 
AISK. in his hands. 

If Ihe thing were pORBible that I ei>\ild receive the proof-sheete hy our 
nnmfrir^ Fly, which runs three times a week, I would earnestly wish to 
correct them myself. 

i have the honor bo be, Sir, your very humble nervant, 

HODT. II URNS. 



TOMRJAMKS.IOIIKSON. ■ 

Di-Jiraiw, Ifny ITM. 
Dear Sir— Tins will I* prcsentwi to you by one of ymirsnhf>rribers + 
and a gentleman tn wIioho musical tnlciil-s yiui are much imiehtcil for 
gcttiriR you Scotch timm. I.ct him know yoiii* proKresM, and how yon 
come on witli tlic work. Inclosed is one son^ out of many I have yet tn 
send you ; and likewise I inclose you another and, I think, a lictWr, set 
of t'l-aiKieburnwiMNl, which yon will (;ive to Mr Clarke to conipaic with 
the former net, an I ani extremely anxious to have that soof; rij-ht. I 
am, dear Sir, yonrs, KnoT. Bltrns. 



TO MR HTEPIIEN CLARKE, E P I N I! 1' R n H. 

Mr UnruK hegB leave to pi'esent hif most respectful romidimcnts to Mr 
Clarke. Mr H. some time a^o did himself the honour of wiLltni; Mr V. 
respecting' coniinj,' out to the country to t;ive .1 liltle uninic,il iuslruclion 
in a highly rcs|iectiililc family, where Mr C. may have his own terms 
anil niav i'm- as haj-l'v a.i indolence, the devil, and llic -out will permit 
him. Mr a knoiv.s well that Mr C is en^-njiod «> Ion;; with another 
family : Imt cannot Mr (■- lind two or thice weeks to ■^parc. to each of 
them"? Mr I!, i- deeply iiiipre-se.l with, ami awfully e.msHou'. of, the 
lii;;h importance of Mr C.s lime, whether in the win;;ed moments of 
svmplmniiins e\hlhition at the keys of llnnnony, while listeninj; aemphs 
cease their own less deliKhtfnl strains; or in the drowsy arms of 

' Ttint ii ti> wiy, tin ilcsirftl, it « time «lini tin iiiii«t Imvo Mt in iiis~l of money, tn tifea 
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■Inniberoas repose, in tlie umi of his dearly-beloved elbow-chur, where 
llie frowiy, but potent, power of indolence cireamfuMe ber vapoon round 
and aliedi lier dews on the head of ber darling Son. 

But half a line, conveying half a meaning, from Mr C. wonld make Mr 
B. the very happieel of mortals. 



Amxg W*ie» Poor, tsd Atittut lT»t 
Do not blame me for it, Madam :~my own conscience, hoctneyed and 
weatlierbeaten as it in in watcliing and reproving my vagaries, follies, 
indolence, &c, boa continned to blame and punish me suflicienLly. . . , 
Do you tliink it iMMsible, my dear anil hononred friend, that I eonld 
be n> lost to gratiCuile for many favors, to esteem for much worth and 
to the honest, kind, pleasurable lie of, now, obi acquaintance, and, I 
hope and oni sure, of progreSHive, increaning frienilntiip — as, for a single 
day, not to tliink of you — to ask the Pates what they are doing and 
aboDt to do with my much-lored frienil and her wide-scatteretl con- 
nexions, anil to beg of them to be as hind to yon and youre as tliey 
possibly can t 

Apropos (though how it is apropoe, I have not leisnre to ex[ilain), do 
you not know that I am almost in love with an acquaintance of yonn! 
—Almost I said I— I ant in love, souse I over hpad anil ears, deep aa tha 
most nn fathom able abyss of the boundless ocean ; but tlie word Love, 
owing to the inlermingUdomi of tho good and the ImiI, the pure and the 
impnre, in this world, Iwing rather an equivocal term for exprestiing 
one's sentiments ami sensations, 1 must ilo justice to the sacreil )>nrity 
of my attachment Know, then, that the heart-struck awe ; the distant 
humble approach ; the delight we should have in gazing upon and listen- 
ing to a Messenger of Heaven appearing In all the nnspotted purity of 
his celestial home among the coarse, polluted, far inferior sons of men, 
to deliver to theni liilings that make their hearts swim in joy anil their 
imi^inatinns soar in trannport — such, so delighting and so pure, were 
the emotions nf my soul on meeting the oLIier day with Miss Lesley 
Ralllle, your neighbour at Mayville. Mr B., with liU two daughters, 
acconipanie<l by Mr H. of G., passing through Dumfries a few days ago, 
nn their way to England, did me the honor of calling on tne ; on which 
I took my hoise (though God knows [ could ill spare the time) and 
accompanied tliem fourteen or fifteen miles and dined and spent the day 
with them. 'Twos about nine, I think, when I left them ; and, riding 
home, I comprmeil the following ballad, of which you will proliably think 
yon have a dear liargain, oe it will cost yon anolher groat of postage^ 
You must know that there is an old ballad beginning with — 
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So 1 i>ani.lied it m followa, which is liwrally the finit copy, ' nnmotnled, 
unaniiealeil,' as Hamlet says :— 

BONIE LESLEY. 

saw ye bonie Lesley 

Ab elie gaed o'er the Border t 
She 'fl gane, like Altixander, 

To spread her conquests farther I 

To see her is to love her. 

And lovo but her (or ever : 
For Nature made lier what Khe is, 

And never made anithor ! 

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley, 

Thy subjects, we before thee ; 
Thou art divine, fair Lesley, 

The hearts o' men adore tlice. 




The Deil he could na scaith thee 
Or alight that wad belang thee : 

He'd look into lliy lionie face 
And say — ' I canua wrang tliet- !' 

The Powers aboou wii! tent thpe, 
Misfortune sha'na steer lliee : 

Thou'rt like thenisel' sae lovely 
That ill they'll ne'er let near thee 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie ! 
That we may hra^ we hae a lass 

Thei'C 's naiie agiiin sae bouie ! * 



So much for ballads. 1 regret that yoi 



a fortnialit. This world of ours, ii()t- 
(ly goo.I tilings in it, yet it liaa ever li.ul lliiH 
peo]ilc will) H'onlil tra the ha|>pier the oftener 
Mn RobriC Cniiiiiiliig of LOKie in V99, snJ ■iM In Edln- 
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the; met together are, almost vritboat exception, olwaya bo placed a» 
never to meet but once or twice K-year, which, conudering tlie few ytmja 
of a man's life, in a very gre&t 'evil uniler the Bun,' which I do not 
recollect tliat Solomon hoa nientioued in hie catalogue of the niiMries of 
man. I hope and believe that there i« a state of existence beyond the 
grave, wliere tlie worthy of this life will renew their former intiuaciMt 
with this endearing addition, that ' we meet to port no more.' . . . 

Tell m, ye dead : 
Will none of yon in pity diwlow ttie woret 
Whst 'tu yousre sud ve miut ihortly bef 

A thousand times have I niwle thi» npoBlroplie to the departed sona of 
men but not one of them has ever thought fit to answer the question. 
'Otbatsome courteous ghoAt would blab it out t'+ — bat it cannot be: 
you and I, my friend, muBt make tlie experiment by ourselves ami for 
oarselvea. However, I am so convinced that an unshaken faitli in the 
doctrinet of religion is not only necessary by making us better men, hut 
also by making us happier men, that I shall take every care that yont 
little godson and every little creature that shall call me father shall be 
taught tliem. 

So ends this heterogeneous letter, written at this wild place of the 
world, in tbe intervals of my labor of discharging a veesel of ram from 
Autjgua. B. B. 



TO MR ALBXAHDER CUHKINQHAU, 

SOME LITTLE TIME AFTER HIS MARRIAQB; AND AFTER, THROUOR 

HIS BECOHHENDATION, THAT I HAD BEEN PRESENTED WITH 

A DIPLOHA FROU THE EDINBURGH COMPANY OF ROYAL 



DoMrnrEa, IM Sij^mbir im. 
No ! I will not attempt an a]>ology. Amid all niy Imrry of basineaa, 
giiniling tlie faces of the Publican and Sinner on the nierciless wheels of 
the Excise ; making ballads and then singing them to mydrinkj over 
and above all, the correcting the Press-work of two difTerent publi- 
cations ;g — still, still I might have stolen five minntea to dedicate 
to one of the first of my Friends and Fellow-creaturee. I might have 
done, as 1 do at present, snatched an hour near ' witching time of 
night' and scrawled a page or two:— I might have congratnlated my 

• From Bltir'g Crapt. 

f AcontlniutJanorthBiboveqiuitaUon. Sn Vol. IL p. S4S. 

I Prom thsUmnicrlpt In thcOlenriddel volume of Utten. 

I Cntch lo Cwlalt (of Cwlsll ft Duvln, publiihen. London), Jung II, ITM : ' I «nGlaM 
ft ihaAt or Biimi'i Ponu, now goLng on, tlut yon may hiv4 the plite In nwllneB. 
Then vlll ba lirty ptgee ot ■ddltlonil poami to thli edition.' Tha othei nik rahmd 
to by Bumi wh probably the flftb ralana o! Jobnaon'i Mutiail JfiuwH, which, bow> 
ever, wu not publishMl till irtar hi* death. 
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liiuiiil 0(1 Ilia marriage)* or I mi},'ljt liiive tliaiikod tlie Caledonian 
Atcliera fur the liouor they liave dune iiic : tIiDUi,'li, to (In lu.VMsIf 
jiulice, 1 ioleniied to liave done bolli iu rhyme, elxe 1 hod done liuUi 
bctoi-e now. 

^Ve1l, then t here is your go"'' I'enlth !— for I have net, n nipjierUia 
of todily liy me, hy way of Spell to keep away the iiieikle liomod 
Dull or any of bis Subaltera Iinpa who tnny Ue od tlieir ujglitly 

Bill wliat iliall I write to you •— ' The voiM said, cry ! and 1 said, 
what sliall 1 cryl' O thou S|iiritt whatever thou art or whei-evor 
lliuu luakeat tliyaelf visible I Be tlion a. Bogle by tlie eerie xiile of 
ati mild thorn, in the dreary gleu tliroufh which tlie lienl callau iiiauu 
bicker iu liis gloaiiiin nmie fiue the faulU ! Be thou a Brownie, set, 
ill the dead of night, to thy iHsk by the blaunj; in);te or in the solitary 
baru, where the repcrcuBHtoitn of thy iixin flail lialf affright t1iy»elf, 
as thou psrforniait the work of twenty of tlie sous of men, ere tlie 
cock-ci-owing anntnian thee to thy rui)|)le cog of Hubfltantial bnme. Be 
thou a Kelpio, hftanting the ford or ferry in tlie atarlcM ni^ht, uiixiiig 
thy laughing yell with tlie howling of the htorni and the roaring of the 
Hood, nH tlion vicweHt the pcriU and miseries oF niau on the fonndeving 
horse or iu the tumbling boat 1 Ur. lastly, be Uiou a Uho^t, paying' 
thy noctnrnal visits to the hoaiy ruins of ilcca.Mjd Uraiideur; o 
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I feel, I feol, the presence of au]ieriiatunil nxsiMtaiice I Circled iu the 
embrace of my ulhuw -chair, my bioasl labors likf the bloated Sibyl on licr 
three-foot«il stool and, like her, too, lalHirs with noiiseii.HC. NoiLsense I 
Anspicious Name '■ I '■ Tutor, Friend and l-'itii{er-)inst in the iiiyKtio mazes 
of Law ; the cmlaverous paths of I'liysic ; and |iarticulai'ly iu the Higtit- 
less soarings of School I)i\ inily, who, leaviii;^ Coinmoii Sense eoiirimnded 
at his stretij;tli of jiiTiioii, lleitsiin delirious with eyeing his giddy lli;;ht ; 
mid Truth et'eepirig liiick into the Imttom of her well, curhing the hour 
in which she iilterud liersconied alliance to the A\'i/nrd Power of Thcologic 



Mis^ Apiei 



t &II11I 



17H2), Mr AlexHMiliT CmiiiiiiR 
■t Uis Inlu ller. Henry Uuir, 
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Vieiuu — ravet abroad on all the winds, * On earth, Discord t a gloomy 
Heaven above, opeuiug her jealooB gates to tlie nineteen- thousauilth 
part of the tithe of iiiaukind ! And below, an inescapable and inexorable 
Hell, expanding its leviatliau jana fuv the vsHt residue of iiiortals III' — 
U Uuctvine ! comfortable and liealing to the weary, wounded soul of man t 
Ye Bona and daughters of Affliction, yep<t»vra Afiaerables, to whom day 
brings no pleasure and night yields no rest, be comforted 1 Tis but one 
to nineteen liundred thousand that your situation wilt niend in this 
world 1 and 'tut nineteen hundred thousand to one that you will be 
damned, eternally, in the world to come I 

But of all nouBcnse, religioua noiiseuso is the most uonsensical ; 
so enough, and more than enough, of it. Only, by the bye, will you, 
or cau you, tell me, my dear Cunninghaiu, why a religioao turn of mind * 
has always a tendency to narrow and illiberally the heart! They 
are oiderly ; they may be just ; tiay, I have known tlieni merciful ; 
but still your children of sujier- sanctity move among their fellow- 
ci'eatui'ea with a nostril-snulling putrescence and a foot-spurning filth — 
ill short, witli that conceited dignity which your titled Douglases, 
Hauiiltons, Gordons, or any other of your Scote Lordlingn of seven 
centni'ies standing, display, when they accidentally mix among the many 
aproned sous of Mecliiiuical life. I remember, in my plongh-boy days, 
1 could nut conceive it iKissihle that a noble Lord could be a Fool or 
that a Godly man could be a Knave. How ignorant are plough-boys '. — 

Nay, 1 have since discuvei'ed that a Godly Woiitan may be a ! 

Hut hold— this Uuiu in generous Antigua, so a very unlit menstruum 
for scandal. 

Apropos, how do you like, I mean really like, the Mariied life? 
Ah, my Friend ! Matiimony is qDit« a diflerent thing from what your 
lovesick youtlu and sighing girls take It t« be I But niarnoge, we 
are told, is ajipoiuted by Goil, and I shall never quari'el with any 
of His institutions. I am a Husband of older standing thnn you, and I 
shall give you my ideas of the Conjugal State {Enjxutaiit — you know 
I am no Latiiiiat— in not conjtignl ileviveil fLxim Jvgina, a. yoke!)^\Vell 
then, the scale of Good wife-aliip I divide into ten parts : Good-nature, 
four; Good-Sense, two; Wit, (me; Personal Clianiis— namely, a sweet 
face, eloquent eyes, line limbs, graceful carriage (1 would add a fine 
waist too, but that is so soon B{)oiU, you know), all these, ont; as 
for the other qualities lielonging to, or att«uduig on, a wife, such 
as fortune, connections, e<Iucation (1 mean more than the ordinary run), 
family blood, &c., divide the tioo remaining degrees among tbein aa 
you please, only, remember that all these t ~ 
expressed \>y fractiont, for there ia not any oiu 
Scale, entitled to the dignity of an Integer. 

As for the rest of my fancies nud reveries— How I met lately with 

Miss licsley Baillie, the most beautiful, elegant woman in the world — 

Huw I accompanied her and her Father's family fifteen miles on their 

* Uj * ctliKluBO,' Buriu hen umuh ' avsugtUcsl.' 
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il. |>urely to •drntre llie lovelinew of tbe works of (InA In iuic)i 
unequalled diHplny of tliem — How, as I galloped homo Kt, ni^'bt, 
ia>le a BtllMl on her, of wliicU Ibe Iwo following Hiaazaa sie a 



Thy SabjoBti ire, brfcn tlwv ; 
TliKU, b«me L#i1e7, %rt ditiM, 
Tlio heart* of men ftdun tliee. 



J Doil he eunld ii> wuth 



— Bl'IioIiI all Uiese tilings arc written in the chronidea of itiy ima^na- 
tirin. and sliall be rend by tUee, my ileor Friend, aiid by thy beloveil 
Bpoiihi.', my other dear Friond, at a more convenient senson. 

Niiiv, to thee and la tliy iMMoiU'Compiuiiaii be given Uw predona 
lliiii;,'^ bronghl forth liy lliB Son, and the precioiu things brooglit 
t'lilli liy the MiKin, and. the benif^nesl influences of the Slats and 
Ihe liviri): Hti-eaiiiH uliich lluw fruin the fountains of life and by 
the true of life for ever and ever I Aineii ! ItoUT. ISuRSS. 



The next l<'tter. 
Cuniiitigham, >md 
have been on a most friendly foutiiig witli hia officii 



'itlon abont tlic f^mc tiniu as that to 
somewhat similar spirit, sliows Burns to 
sni>eriors. 
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.Sir— Wlien I wa.s lioiiore<l iviih your niiwt obliging letter, 1 said to 
myself ' A Biiii]de letter of thanks will lie a very poor return for so much 
kiniliienH. f hIihII tikcuiKe send the geiillenmn a cargo of my hc^t and 
nencwt rhyrncM.' Hmvevcr, my new iliviHion holds nic fo very busy, and 
several tliingx in it beiii}' lather new to me, my time has hitherto been 
totally engrossed. When a man is strongly impresseil with a sense of 
Homethin)' he ought to ilo, at tbe i'ame time that want of leisure, or want 
of opjHirt unity, or want of assisl^ince, or want of infoiniation, or uant 
of paper, pen and ink, or any other of the many wanln whieb flesh is 
lieir til —when sense of duty pulla one way ami necessity (or alaa ! too 
often indolence nnder necessily's garb) pulls another— yciu are too well 
acquainted with |H)or human nature to be told \\'ljal a devil of a life that 
arch-vixen Conscience leads us. 
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Old as I am in acquaintance, and growing grey in connexion, with 
slips, fripR, failings, frailties, backslidings in the paths of grace and all 
other light-horse militia of iniquity, never did my poor hack suffer such 
scarification from the scourge of Conscience as during these three weeks 
that your kind epistle has lain by me unanswered. A negro wench 
under the rod of a AVest India mistress, a nurse under the caprices 
of a spoilt child, the only son and heir of a booby squire ; nay, a hen- 
pecked husband under the displeasure of his virago wife, were envi- 
able predicaments to mine. At last, by way of compromise, I return 
you by this my most grateful thanks for all the generous friendship 
and disintei-ested patronage for which now and formerly I have the 
honor to be indebted to you, and as to my rhymes— another edition, 
in two volumes, of my poems being in the press — I shall beg leave 
to present a copy to Mrs Corbet as my first, and I will venture to 
add, most effectual, mediator with you on my behalf. I have the honour 
to be, &c., R. B. 

Johnson's Scots Musical Museum was originally an engiaver's 
undertaking. Bums helped to make it a rich repository of 
Scottish song and music, and increased its value immeasurably 
by his own original contributions. Stephen Clarke, the organist, 
harmonised the airs. The Museum was, however, a somewhat 
plain and unattractive work, and left much to be desired in 
respect of purity of taste. It is not surprising, therefore, that 
about this time some musical amateurs in Edinburgh should 
have united to form a collection of Scottish songs, in a much 
handsomer form, under more rigid editorial care, and with 
symphonies and accompaniments by the first musicians on the 
Continent. The leading spirit in the concern was George 
Thomson,* clerk to the Board of Trustees for the Encourage- 
ment of Manufactures in Scotland. Another of the amateurs 
was the Honourable Andrew Erskine, brother of the musical 
Earl of Kellie, t a well-known wit and versifier. The projectors 
resolved to apply to Bums for aid, and Thomson accordingly wrote 
to him. 

* George Thomson was the son of Robert Thomson, schoolmaster at Limekilns, in the 
parish of Dunfemiline. Bom March 4, 1757, he was educated chiefly in Banff, where his 
father was engaged in teaching, before settling in Edinburgh as messenger-at-arras. He 
was trained to be a lawyer's clerk, and in 1780, on the recommendation of John Home, the 
author of DougUut was appointed Junior clerk to the Board of Trustees in Edinburgh. 
He subsequently succeeded to the principal clerkship. He died at Leith on the 18th 
February 1851, at the age of ninety-four. One of his granddaughters, Catherine Thoinaon 
Hogarth, became the wife of Charles Dickens, the novelist. 

t bee note, Vol. HI., p. 82. 
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f>iu— For WNae jeata past 1 bavu, wiili a frtouil or l"*o, (■mplvj^d 
iij(Lri,v luiMire lioura iu ooUaliiit.' md collMliug Uie IiiiikI t«v«iiriUi ot uur 
iialiiiual ududiea, for (iiililicKtioii. Wb likvo enj,->eeJ I'Icj'cl, the iiiiMt 
B^-ictiiljIo compcNwr liviug. to put accuiupwunieutii to tlieoa nntl aIoo to 
ctiiiLj>i»e an i]iiitruiii«ii[Kl )>reluile anil cuiicluaiuii Ut ttacli nir, Uio IwlUr 
1« fit Diem for concerts lioUi ]inl>lic aoil )iriviit«. T« lender this work 
)H'ifL'i:i, we are dfsirous to Imvo the poetry iuiprovod wltcr«ver it Kenu 
uiiwui tliy of the uiusici and timt itia ho, iu ninny insUuices, is allowed 
Ly L'vciy one conveisanl nitli oiir uiUHical coIleclioiM. Tlie edittirH uf 
tlieitL' t>eeiii in general to liave depended nn the uiiuic pruving aii exeiue 
for tliD VBI1M ; and hence winio cbaniiiug ludodtw are united to met* 
inHisi'ii^e and dogt'erel, wliilu uthen &■« Bocuininoduted with rliyuies so 
l>i<i!<c niid hidelicate aa cannot be aoni; in decent cuiuimuy. To remove 
lliin ifpraach wonld bo an ea^y taak to tlie author of 'TIte Cotter's 
tjiitiinlay Niiflit ; ' aud, for the honour uf Caledonia, I would fiun liope lie 
iiiny )>p induced to take up the [len ; if bo, we sliall be enabled to present 
tlic public with a collection infinitely nioie {nt«t«B|Jni! than any that lias 
yi't ni'iicni-ed and iU!ce|)table to all i«nM>nBoftaBt«, whether tliey wish for 

\Vi!i.li;ill fsti^tni your pwlical asHiBlmicea jiarliculftr favour, besides 
t>iiyliij; any K^iisonable price yon aliiill pleaiic to ileniand for it. Protit ' 



I with 1 



.lid we 



S|«l 



ReilhtT (iitili!! rtiir c\[ieii»« on the publication. Tell me frankly, tbeu, 
whether you will devote your leisure to wiitiiig twenty or twenty-five 
H(in<^, eilitahle to the parliriilar tnelixties ubirb I aiu jirepareil to beud 
yon. A few Sunjis cxceplionnble only in wuue of Uieir verses, I will 
likewise submit to your eiiUHicleration : Iciiving it to you, either to mend 
tlieno or iitiikit new SongH in their Mend, It is NU]<erlluou!t lo assure you 
that I have no intention to displiwe any of the uterling old Songs : those 
t.iilv will bi; rt'iiinveil wliiuli apprar rjuite sillv or iilwolntely indecent. 
Even llifse shall all be esaniiiied by Mr [liirns. ami if lie is of opinion 

shrill liikL'phice. 

Ilelyinj; uii llie letter* acconi|>anyiu^' this to lie fiirpveu for the liberty 
1 havu taken in aiKli'es.siiig you, 1 am, with great esteem, Sir, your must 
obuilieiit bumble si^rvant, U. Thomsu^. 





KOllKUT llLUf 
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I have just tlii^ mo 


ake* 


ill i.r^itivelv a,I,l In 


Iter i 


to y.nir umierlakint: 
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Strained to their utmost exertion by the impulse of enthusiasm. Only, 
don't hurry me : * Deii tak the hindmost ' is by no means the CHe de 
giiejre of my muse. Will you, as I am infeiior to none of you in 
enthusiastic attachment to the poetry and music of old Caledonia and, 
since you request it, have cheerfully promised my mite of assistance — 
M'ill you let me have a list of your airs, with the iiret line of the verses 
you intend for them, that I may have an opportunity of suggesting any 
alteration that may occur to me — you know 'tis in the way of my trade 
— still leaving you, Gentlemen, the undoubted right of publishei-s to 
approve or reject, at your pleasure, in your own publication. I say the 
first line of the verses, because if they are verses that have appeared in any 
of our collections of songs, I know them and can have recourse to them. 
Apropos, if you are for English verses, there is on my part an end of the 
matter. Whether in the simplicity of the Ballad or the pathos of the 
Song, I can only ho()e to please myself in being allowed at least a sprink- 
ling of our native tongue. English verees, particularly the works of 
Scotsmen, that have merit, are certainly very eligible. 'Tweedside,* 
' Ah ! the poor Shepherd's mournful fate !' * Ah, Chloris, could I sit,' &c, 
except (excuse my vanity) you should, to * Gilderoy,' prefer my own song, 
* From thee, Eliza, I nmst go,' — all these you cannot mend ; but such 
insipid stuff as ' To Fanny fair could I impart,' &c., usually set to *The 
Mill, Mill 0,' 'tis a disgrace to the collections in which it has already 
appeared and would doubly disgrace a collection that will have the very 
superior merit of youi-s. But, more of this in the further prosecution of 
the business, if I 'm to be called on for my strictures and amendments — 
I say, amendments ; for I will not alter except where I myself at least 
think that I amend. 

As to remuneration, you may think my songs either above or beloio 
piice ; for they shall absolutely be the one or the other. In the honest 
enthusiasm with which I embark in your undertaking, to talk of money, 
wages, fee, hire, &c., would be downright sodomy of soul ! A |>('oof of 
each of the songs that I compose or amend, I shall receive as a favor. 
In the rustic phrase of the season, *God speed thewark!' I am, Sir, 
your very humble servant, Robt. Burns. 

P.S. — I have some particular reasons for wishing my interference to be 
known as little as possible. R. B. 

Meanwhile, Johnson had, in August, published the fourth 
volume of his Scots Musical Museum, containing a number of 
songs either written or recast by Burns. The Preface also was 
the Poet's work. 

PREFACE TO VOLUME IV. OF JOHNSON'S 
•scots musical MUSEUM.* 

When the Editor Published the third Volume of this work, he had 
reason to conclude that one volume more would finish the Publication. 




H<m» ritMrt. To iImm «W abi«t llaC bta NWnttM 
[M>r~ ..f httertor. or Huk, «mlM>, Mm KJIIm ■mil % 
in 1.1. |4u. All OB 8>MV «nMt hMB stMl aMnc. I 
tlM wfirM Imt« not yel Bcnei oa »my 
■Un'Uril, ^m wMfra of TmM, vlaat W «w 
(ilmtxiiin M»7 to Mw tfc cr W • high ai j oj — i 

KbKH'.MN. ii^M U. ItM. 



'I')i'^ ImporUnt Kutif;* which hsTe not kbeadj been imated 
in •■'tuiiBCtiaa with |«fticular date* and citraBriaiKgt are han 
[iTi.'<Hiril<Kl ; 

riiA k; i^:i;i' p.s wood. 

Hwiitt ':1om:^ lli'^ .:V<;i,iri;,' on Cnii-ieblim woo«l, 

A.-.l l.)jll.':ly awrt\,k«iiH llir; [iiorrott- ; 
iJiit \h<: j.ri'!.! of till! Mpriny in tlie Craigiebucn wood 

Om >i>:I'i UK! iiotliint! but gorr-jw. 

f!h'ffii,-~\U:y<,n<\ \,\,<:<:, .trrarif, lw?you'l tlico, 'learie, B-,ocd ^ i(e„<i= 
AikI (»! I', bi. ljj„f; b...y.,ri<l tlite, 
(> »W'«;Uy, K'liiiuUy, \\i:iA iiiny lie sleep 
Tliiil 'h liij.! ill li.e b<:il Ijeyond lliee ! 



I w:o till; Hj.r'-ailitis liravcH nml flowers, 
I li.;;ir llir^ wil.l birilsMf.-h]^; 

liiit i.l.;;iHiir.' lli.^y l.a.i naiie for nic, 
Wliil.^ aire my li<;urt i« nTJiigiiig. 

r.:ii,i r,:iHI, I iiMiiti iia tell, 

1 .liiiir nil for your iiiiKur; 
lint Hei:ret love will break my heart. 

If 1 ':oiieeiil it laiiger. 
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I see thee gracefu', straight and tall, 

I see thee sweet and bonie ; 
But Oh, what will my torments be. 

If thou refuse thy Johnie ! 

To see thee in another's arms, 

In love to lie and languish, 
Twad be my dead, that will be seen, death 

My heart wad brust wi' anguish. 

But Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine, 

Say thou loes nane before me ; 
And a' my days o' life to come 

I'll gratefully adore thee. 

This song, he himself tells us,* was meant to present the passion 
which a Mr Gillespie, a particular friend of his, had for a girl 
named Lorimer, whose birthplace, as has already been noted, was 
at Craigieburn Wood, near Moffat. As Jean Lorimer was bom 
in 1775, she must have been only sixteen at most when wooed 
vicariously in these impassioned stanzas. It was not her destiny 
to become Mrs Gillespie; but it was reserved for her to be the 
subject of many other lays by Burns. Burns afterwards altered 
and pruned the song * Craigieburn Wood ' to the following more 
correct, but also tamer form : 

CRAIGIEBURN WOOD. 

[SECOND VERSION.] 

Sweet fa's the eve on Craigieburn, 

And blythe awakes the morrow ; 
But a' the pride o' Spring's return 

Can yield me nocht but sorrow. nought 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing ; 
But what a weary wight can please. 

And Care his bosom wringing ! 

* ' This song WIS composed on a passion which a Mr Gillmipie, a particular Mend of mine, 
had for a Miss Lorimer, afterwards Mrs Whelpdale. The young lady was bom at CnUgie- 
bum wood. The chorus is part of an old foolish balUd.'— it. B. in GUnriddel NoU». 



Lrr^ AND WORK9 op BUOKS. 

Fain, fain would I mj griufs impart, 

Yet dare na for your nnyerj 
But e«cret lovo will breuk m; heut 
If I conceal it lunger. 

If tlioii refnso to pity me, 

If tlioii eholt Invo another. 
When ynn green leaves fade fr»e the tree, 

Around my gravo they 'II wither. 



FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE. 
Aid— dn-ron Xde. 

Frac tlie friend.s and Lnnd I love, 

Driv'n 1iy Fortune's fully spite ; 
Frao my hcst Bidov'd I rove, 

Never nmir to taste dcli^lit : 
Never niair maun liopo to find 

F-iao fmc toil, relief frap care; 
When ltememl>ranco wraclvs the mind, 

Pleasures but uuviiil clesiwiir. 

Riightest climes shiiU mirk nppear, 

l>esert ilka hloominjir shore. 
Till the Fates, nnb mair severe, 

Frienilflhip, Love and Pence restore. 

IIrin,[; our Banished hnme ngain ; 
And ilk I'.yal, h.>Mic hid 

Cr-iss the SC.1S and ivhi his ain. r«ovo 



TliH wlinln KinR, lmw< 



■./,■.*; "la.l.led the la^-fc 



MEIKLE THINKS MY LUVE 0' MY BEAUTY. 
Tbnb— JWy TotAer '$ Ihe Jewel. 

O meitile thinks my Lnve o' my beauty, mndi 

And meikle ttinks my Luve o' my kin ; 
But little thinks my Luve, I ken brawlie know nu 

My tocher 's the jewel has charms for him. dowry 

It 's n' for the apple he 11 nourish the tree, 

It 'a a' for the hiney he 'II cherish the hee, 
K(y laddie 's sae meikle in love wi' the siller, moDer 

He canna hao luve to spare for me. 

Your proffer o' luve 's an airle-penny, amMt tnontr 

My tocher 'b the botgain ye wad bny ; 
Bnt an yo be crafty, I am cunnin, ir 

Sae yo wi' anither your fortune may try. 
Yo 're like to the timmer o' yon rotten wood. 

Ye 're like to the bark o' yon rotten tree, 
Ye II slip fnie me like a knotless thread, 

And ye 'II crack your credit wi' mae nor me. mrwotimi 

[Allhnneh tliin xnng in nscribed b) Bums in the MntemOt the fifth 
and sixth lines of the first stanza aii<l the fnnr elwing lines are old.] 



WHAT CAN A VOUNG LASSIE DO WI' AN AULD MAN. 

Tw^— What can a Young Lottie Ho wC an Auld Man. 

What can a youn;; lassie, what shall a young lassie. 

What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man ) 
Bad luck on tlie penny that tempted my minnio mother 

To sell her poor Jenny for siller an' Ian' ! money 

Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie 
To sell her poor Jenny for siller an' Inn' I 



3.1*5 LiFK A»D woRKH OP Bmn. 

Ho '^ rilways cM>iupleeniii frae mornin to e'euin, 

lli< hoaeta and he hirple« the weary day long; 

He 'a (loylt and he 's doiin, his Lludo it is frown,- 

() droary 's the in);ht wi' a crazy auld man ! 

He 'a doylt and ho 'a doziii, his blude it is froneii,— 
O dreary 's the night wi' a cnuy auld toau 1 

He hums and he hankers, he fr«ta and he cankera,* 

[ never can please him, do a' that I can; 
He 's peavisli, and joaloiis o' a' the young fellows, — 
(_), dool on tlie day I met wi' an nuld luau I 

Ho 'b peevish and jealous o' a' the young fellovra, — 
O, dool on the day I met ni' an auld man I 

My nuld auntie Katie upon nio taks pity, 

1 11 do my endeavour to follow her plan ; 
I 'II cross him and wrack him until I heart-break hitn, 
And thr>n hin anlil brass will buy mo a new pan. 

I 'II cross him ami wrack him until I hcai-t-broak him, 
And then Win iiuld brass will buy nic a new pan.t 

[Belcw tlic MS., wliicli ix in llie Brilisli Museum, the author has nol^ 
the folliiiviiii,' aii-cctioriB to .Ttililisoii : ' Ilr Itkcklnck'n riet of tlie tune is 
bail ; 1 liei'e I'liclose ii liettor. Yim may jiut Dr B.'b sonft aft*r these 
venip.H nr ynii may loave it out, a.i you [iloitse. It has some merit; it ia 
miJjerably loiif;.'] 



HOW CAN" I BE BLITHE AND GLAD! 

TVSY.— The ISonnij Lad that 's/tir aica. 
O haw can I he blithe an<I f;Iad, 

<.)r hdw can I nan?,' brisk ami braw, 
"When th.. bimie lad that I loo Iiest 

Is o'«r the hills and far awa ! 

It's no the fnisty winter wind. 

It 's no the drivinji dritt and anaw ; 

But ay tlio tear conms in my e'e. 
To think on him that 's far awii. 

■ III- M Hiill.ii iiu.l n'.tl.'is <t*tni1 ai.il iHX'vlBh. 

I llii. i.linir, Ih lum»r.l fmui I1i'> uM »uiik ' AiiM Rob »orri>.' 



Mjr father pat rae frae liis door, 

iij friends they hae disown'd me a'; 

But I hae ane vill tak my part, 
The bonie lad that 's far awa. 

A pair o' glooves he bought to me, 

And silken anoods he gae me twa ; luir-ribboiii 

And I will wear them for his Bake, 

The bonie lad that 'a far awa. 

O weary winter aoon will pass 

And spring irill cleed the birken ahaw ;* eiotfea 
And my yonng babie will be bom. 

And he '11 be hame that 'b far awa. 

[ ' He took the first line, and even Bome liinte of his verses, from an old 
song in Herd's collection, wliicU begins : " How can 1 be blithe or glad, 
or in my mind contented be !" ' — Stenhoute. Tlie song at once BUggMls 
Jean Armonr's treatment by lier family.) 



I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE FAIR 

I do confess thou art sae fair 

I wad been o'er the lugs in luve — 
Had I na fonnd the slightest prayer 

That lips could speak thy heart could muve. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Thou art sae thriftless o' thy sweets — 
Thy favours are the silly wind 

That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

See yonder rosebud, rich in dew, 

Amang its native briers sae coy. 
How sune it tines its scent and hue 

When pn'd and worn a common toy I pi 

Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide : ) 

Tho' thou may gayly bloom a while, 
Yet enne thou shalt ho thrown aside 

Like ony common weed and vile. 

■ 'Blrkanihiw'aApliuatlindattba tM>to(*lilll,aDd«iTaradw[thbiidu*. 
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[Alwreil into Scots by Hums, from nn EnglUh poem liy Sir Robert 
Aytiiiiu, private aecretary to Mary and Anne, Qneens of Scotlanil. 'I 
do lliink I Imve ituiiroved the iiimplicity of the Hentiiueiita by giving 
tlieiii a Scots dresa. K. B. ' 

Sir Itciiiert's verses are as follow : 

I do confess tliou 'rt Bw«et ; yet Bnd 

Tliee Buch an nnllirift of tliy eweete. 
Thy faronra are hut lilce tliewind 

That kisseth everything it meets ; 
And Kioce thon Fanot with more 
Tlioii'rt worthy to be kinaeil by 



The momiii^ rose that untouched Btsnds 
Armed with iier briers, liow sweetly emella ] 

But plucked and stmiii«il through nider hand) 
Her N;ent no lnii);er with her dwells : 

But Bcent and beauty both 

And leaves fall from her, o 




Such fulp, eio loiijt. will tl 



Win 



iidti-il 1) 



tide. 



Like Hiiii-llo 

And I e.li,ill si-h ivliile sonic will smile ; 
Sn sec thv love fnr mure Ibun one 
ll-iK biought Lhee lo lie loveil by none] 



YON \V I I, n M (> R K Y M O U N T A I N S, 

Ti;n-K- y'uH Wild ]\[ossi, Mounttthu. 

[' This tune is by Oswald : the song alludes to a pari of my private 
history wliich il ix of no ci>nscqueiicc to the world to know, '—Burns in 
Oh-nriiUUl NokK. \l\'^\\\i\.nA Mary hax l>een claimed o^ the licniine of 
this xonK' ''"^ '^^ "^"■y '''''^"i' tn one of Itiiriix'n mysterious e\ciirKions 



to Lai: 



.ikHhi 



7.] 



Yod u-il,), inopsy iiiouiitiiins sao 10% aii.l ui.k- 

Tliat uurw in tlioir bosom tlie youth o' tlic Cly.lc, 

Wlu^re tlic ttronso lead tlieir coveys tliro' Die lioiilher to feoil, 

Ami tlie sliophenl teiita Iiis flock as lie ]ii|iea on his ri'cd : "a 
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Not Gowrie's rich valley nor Forth's sunny shores 
To me hae the charms o' yon wild, mossy moors ; 
For there, hy a lanely, sequestered stream, 
Resides a sweet Lassie, my thought and my dream. 

Amang thae wild mountains shall still he my path, those 

Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, narrow strath, Every— vaUey 
For there, wi' my Lassie, the day-lang I rove, 
While o'er us, unheeded, flie the swift hours o' Love. 

She is not the fairest, altho' she is fair ; 
0' nice education hut sma' is her share ; 
Her parentage humhle as humhle can he ; 
But I loe the dear Lassie hecause she loes me. 

To Beauty what man hut maun yield him a prize, must 

In her armour of glances, and hlushes, and sighs ; 
And when Wit and Refinement hae polish'd her darts, 
They dazzle our e'en as they flie to our hearts. 

But Kindness, sweet Kindness, in the fond-sparkling e'e 
Has lustre outshining the diamond to me ; 
And the heart beating love as I 'm clasp'd in her arms, 
O, these are my Lassie's all-conquering charms. 



FOR ANE AN' TWENTY, TAM. 
Tune— 7%« Moudiewort, 

[* The subject of this song had a real origin : a young girl having been 
left some property by a near relation, and at her own dlHposal on her 
attaining majority, was pressed by her relations to marry an old rich 
booby. Her affections, however, had previously 1>een engaged by a 
young man, to whom she had p1edge<l lier troth wlien she should become 
of age, and she of course obstinately rejected the solicitations of her 
friends to any other match. Burns represents the lady addressing her 
youthful lover in the language of constancy and affection.*— jS^^enAou^.] 

They snool me sair and haud me do^ni, snub— hold 

And gar me look like bluntie, Tarn ; make-* stupid 

But three short years will soon wheel roun', 
And tben comes ane and twenty. Tarn, 



LtPE AKO WnitES OF BUtOO. 

Clionu — An' O, for ane aiiil twenty, T«m ! 

And Itey, Bweet ane and twenty, Tam I 
I '11 learn my kin a ratllin suig 

Ad 1 saw ane and twenty, Tam. tf^ciDF* 

A gleib o' Ian', a claut o' gear, p*«»-iiDiini— ■«iui 

Was left nic by my Auntie, Tam ; 
At kith or kin I need ua s|>ier nk 

An I snw ane and twenty, Tam. 

They'll hne niP wed a wealthy coof, iboi 

Tho' I myeel liae plenty, Tam ; 
Itnt, hearst then, laddie! there's my loof: Faiia(oiu.eiiuid) 

1 'm thini! at ane and twenty, Tam. 

BESSY AND H E li 8PI N N I N-WH EE L 

TirSE— TAe Sn-rel Lass Iktil Locs hic 

Leeze me on my s|)innin;,Mvlieo], Dea 
And kfze mc on my rock .-md reel ; 
Frae tii]i to lae that clec.ls m>: hien, 
And lia|.s me Ibl and warm at o'on ! ™ 

1 '11 set me down niid siiiy and sjnn. 
While lai-h descon.ls the siuiiiiPr sun, 
Klcst wi' content and milk and meal, 
O leeze mc on my spinnin-whed ! 

On ilka hand the hnrnies trot »vfn 

And mcut liclow niy thoekit cot ; 

The scented hlrk an.I hawUiom white 

Across the |)oiil Ihoir arms nnite, 

Alike to scrfen the l>irilii-'s nest 

And Mttte tislics caller rnst: 

The mm hHnks kimllv in the hiel .he 

Where hlythe I tnrn'my si.iniiin-wheel. 

On hifly aiks the cnsli:its wail, ,«ks-«oi> 

And |-:ehoeons the d'K.Ifn' tale; 
The lintwhites in the liazcl braes. linnet 

Delighted, rival ither'a lays ; 



The craik amang the claver hay, 
The paitnck whirrin o'er the ley, 
The B wallow jinkin round my shiel, 
Amuse me at my spiimin-wheeL 

Wi' sma' to sell and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below envy, 
O wha wad leave this humble state 
For a' the pride of a' the great 1 
Amid their flairing, idle toys, 
Amid their cumbrous, dinaome joys, 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Beesy at her apiniiin-wheel 1 



partridg* llutUriiut 



NITHSDALE'S WELCOME HAMK 
(WritteD when Lady Winifred Maxwell CoustaUe, the deseendaDt ot 
the forfeited Earl of Nithsdale, retnmed to Scotland and rebuilt Terreglea 
HouM, in the Slewartry of Kirkcudbriglit. Mrs BnmH in lier memoranda 
states that her hiisliand, when at Ellialaiid, dined there once or twic& 
Captain Biddel of Glenriddel fomiBbed the aii to whicli Barns compooed 
the verses.] 

The noble Maxwells and their powers 

Are coming o'er the border, 
And they '11 gae big Terreglea towers baiu 

And set them a' in order. 
And they declare, Terregles fair 

Por their abode they cbuse it : 
There 's no a heart in a' the land 

But 'e lighter at the news o't 

Tho' stars in skies may disappear 

And angry tempests gather, 
The happy hour may soon be near 

That brings us pleasant weather : 
The weary night o' care and grief 

May hae a joyfu' morrow ; 
So dawning day has brought relief, 

Fareweel our night of sonow. 



THE COUNTUY LASS. 



Turn 



—The Cuiintiy Lan. 



In airnmer, when the hay woa mawn 

And com wav'd greeu in ilka field, 
Wliile flaver blooms wliite o'er the lea 

And roses blaw in ilka hield ! 
Blytlie Bessie, in the milking ehiel. 

Says—' 1 11 be wed come o 't what will ;' 
Out apak a dame in wrinkled eild — 

'0' gude advisement comes nae ilL 

* It 'a ye hae wooers mony ane. 

And lassie, yc 're but young, ye ken ; 
Thfu Wiiit ;i wuc, and tatinie wale , 

A loiithiu* butt, a roiitlao bon : 
There 'a JoJiniu o' the Biiskie-gten, 

Fu' is Ilia barn, fn' is his byre ; 
Tak this frac nie, my Iwnio lien. 

It 's plenty Ijeets tlio hiver's iiru.' 



lie o' the Biiskie-glcn 
care a single Hie ; 
;io wcel hiii crajB and kye, 
nae louve bi sjiare fur iiie ; 
s the blink o' Robie's e'e 
wcel T wttt he lo'es me dear; 
Ae blink o' him I wad iia gic 
for Bnskie-jjlen and a' his gear.' 



I dim 



lie lilt 

But bljthe 



' O tlion-hlless lafsiu, life 's a fanglit : 
Tlic canniest gate tliu strife is sair; 

But ay fn-ban't is fechtin Iwst : t 
A hungry care 'a an uuco care. 



to tlKT.t i.illi n 



. 



. 
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But some will apond and boidq will spare, 
And wilfu' folk mauii hae their will; 

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair, AooMdingij 

Keep mind that ya maun driuk the yilL' mi» 

' gear will buy me rigs o' laud mon«y 

And gear will buy ms eheep and kye ; 
But the tender heart o' loesome loove giuiKmi 

The gowd and siller canna buy : 
We may be poor, Robie and I, 

L^ht is the burden Loove lays on ; 
Content and Loove brings peace and joy — 

What uiair hae Queens upon a throne !' 



FAIR ELIZA. 

[Bums composed this song M a Hijjlilaiid air which he found in Mac- 
donold's collection. In tlie original manuscript, the name of the lieroine 
is Rabina, wliich lie is understood to Imvo afterwards changed to Eliza, 
for reasons of taste. Steiihuuse states that tlie verses were denigned to 
embody the poHslon of a Mr Hunter, a friend of the poet, towards a 
Rabina of real life, who, it would appear, was loved in rain, for the lover 
went to the West Indies, and died there soon after hit arrival.] 

Tnm again, thou fair Eliia ! 

Ae kind blink before we part ; gtin™ 

Rew on thy despairing Lover ; n«p«iit thy coidnM* to 

Canst thou break his faithfu' hearti 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza ! 

If to love thy heart douies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disguise ! 

Thee, sweet maid, hae I offended 1 

My offence is loving thee : 
Ciinst thou wreck his peace for over 

Wlia for thine wad gladly diel* 

I hnilUar oiigii In ■ Ktj Motrlaou ' wUl >t one* 



LIFB AKD WOSKB UF BCRin. 

Wbilii lliu lifit beute m my bosom, 
Thou ghalt mix in ilka throe : 

Turn agam, thou lovely niatdsn, 
Aa Bweot smile on mo bestow. 

^ot the bee upon the bloaaom 

III the pride o' pinny noon ; 
Not tho little sporting fairy 

All buneatU the eitnmer moou; 
Not the Poet, in the moment 

Fancy lightens in his e'e. 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture. 

That tliy prcsuncc jjiiis to mu. 




L U V E \\" 1 L I, V K N T U It E I N. 

hive will venture in wlipie it iliiur na weol bo seon, 

hivo «iU vuiiture in where wisdom mice hath Ijceii ; 
Hut I will ilown jrju river ^lVc, aniaug the wood sac «;reen, 

j\nd a' to pii' a posie to luy ajn dear Hay, ai 

The ]irinirosc 1 will pu'. the lii-stliii}; o' the year, 
And I will pu' the pink, the enil.h-iii o' luy Dt-ar; 
For sill! 's the pink o' woiiiankiud, and bloonia without a ]>eei 
And a' to be a pnaic to my aiu dear May. 

1 '11 p\i' the Innlding rose when Pliebus peeps in view, 

Por it 's like a bauniy kisa ,>' lier swpct, iKniie niou ; i«ii..)- 
The hyaeiuth fur eoiistaney wi' its unchniifiing blue : 
Ami ii' to be a posie to my aiu di'ar :ilay. 



The lily it is |)ure mid lln^ lily it is fair, 
An.l in her lovely bosom I'll pln-'i- the lily there; 
The daisy 's f.ir simplicity ami mialtei-liMl air ; 
And a' to be a posie to my aiu dear May. 
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The hawthorn I will pu', wi' its locka o' siller gny, ninr 

Where like an agM man it stands at break o' day, 
But the songster's neet within the bush I winna tak away : wiii not 
And a' to be a poeie to my ain dear May. 

The woodbine I'will pu' when the e'ening star is near, 
And the diamond drape o' dew shall be her een saa clear ; 
The violet 's for modesty, which weel she fa's to wear : * 
And a' to be a poeie to my ain dear May. 

I'll tie the posie round wi' the silken band o' luve, 
And I 'll place it in her breast, and 1 11 awear by a' abuve, 
That to my latest draught o' life the band shall ne'er remuve : 
And this will be a posie to my ain dear May. 

[In bb GUnriddel Notu, Burns says he took down the air aud the old 
wordH of this song tram the singing of a conntry girl. He subsequently 
explained 1« Thomson tliat this ' country girl ' was liis wife.] 



THE BANKS O' DOON. 
[first version.] 

Sweet are the banks — the banks o' Doon, 

The spreading flowers are fait. 
And everything is blythe and glad, 

But I am fu' o' care. 
Thou '11 break my heart, thou bouie bird 

That sings upon the bough ; 
Thou minds me o' the happy days 

When my fause Luve was true : 
Thou '11 break my heart thou bonie bird, 

That sings beside thy mate ; 
For SOB I sat, and sae I sang, 

And wist na o' my fate. 

* Which ihs riglitljr hu, u berlot, to wait; vbichilja buagmxl rigbttooi 



Aft hae I rov'd by bonio Boon, 

To see the woodbine twiue ; 
And iikn bird sang o' its Lnre, 

And «Be did L o' mine; 
'Wi' liglilsoDie heart 1 pu'd a rose 

Upon its tUoniy true; 
Itut my fauso Luver stBW my lose, 

And loft tlie thorn wi' nio : 
Wi' lightsnino heart I pu'd a rose 

Ul>on ft murn in June ; 
And sae I nourished on the morn. 

And sae was pu'd or' uoou. 



THE BANKS 

[SBCOND 

'c flowery b 



lonie Doon, 
II yo bliinie sae fair! 
How can yu cliitut, yu little biiils, 

Aiul 1 BilcUx' o'ciiKl 

Thou '11 ItiiHik my hemi, thou bonie bird, 

TImt sink's u|iou Iho bouyh ; 
Tliou iiiiiuls iiic i>' the luippy days 

'When my fiiusu Luve ivjis triie. 
Thou 'U liiuiik my liuart, thou bouie bird, 

That ^iu<,^ beside thy mate ; 
>'ur sae I sat nnd sac I sang 

Anil wist na o' my fate. 



Aft hie I ro\ 1 by honie Boon, 
fi) MO the wo idbiiie twine ; 

And ilka hml 8iii<; o' its I.uv.-, 
Viid 'ino did I o- mine. 

^\ i' ti^htsomo heirt I i>u'd a rost 

How like t!i it iijso my blooming' 
Sae Uarkl} imI ere noon I 



Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a roee 

Upon its tbumy tree ; 
But my fause Luver staw my rose 

And left the thorn wi' me. 



THE BANKS O' DOON. 

[THIBp VKKSION.] 

TvuE— Caledonian Hunt't DeligU. 

Ye Banks and braee a' bonie Doon, 

How can ye bloom eae fresh and lair I 
How can ye chant, ya little birds, 

And I sae weary fu' o' care ! 
Thou '11 break my heart, thou warbling bird 

That wantons thro' the flowering thorn : 
Thou minda me o' departed joye. 

Departed, never to return. 

Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon, 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 
And ilkR bird sang o' its luve. 

And fondly sae did I o' mine ; 
Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 

Fii' sweet upon its thorny tree ; 
And my fause luver ataw my rose, 

But, ah I he left tlfe thorn wi' me. 



Allan Cunningham writes of thia, perhaps the most popular of 
all fiums'a songs : ' An Ayrshire legend says the heroine of this 
affecting song was Miss Peggy Kennedy of Daljarrock, a young 
creature, beautiful and accomplished, who fell a victim to her love 
for M'Doual of Logan.'* Writing of the first version, however, 
to Alexander Cunningham, on 11th March 1791, Burns aays ex- 
pressly, ' I have this evening sketched out a song which I have a 
good mind to send you.' It is not impossible, however, that 
Bums had Young Peggy's tragical story in his mind when he wrote. 

• Pot tlia iliHy of Uim Kennsd/'i 
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WILLIE WA8TLE 
TVHK— The Eight Men o/Moidart. 

AViUie Wastle ilwalt on Tweed, 

Tlie sjKit tbey ca'd it Liiikumdoddie ;* 
Willie was a wabsttir glide 

Cou'd stown n clue wi' oiiy bodie ; 
He liad a wife vm dour and diii, 

0, Tinkler Maidgio was het mithcr ; 
Sic a wife as Willio bad— 

I wnd Qu <,'!<: a btitton for her I 

She has an e'e, she bas but one. 

The cat has twa the very colout ; 
Five rusty teeth forbye a slump, 

A cliipper toti^ue wad deavu a miller ; 
A wliiskiu bi'iinl abyut her mou, 

llur nose nii<l i^hiii tlicy thivatcii itlier: 
Sic n wife an ■\\'il]ie bad— 

I wad na j^ie a button for her ! 

She's how-bougliM, she's ]ieni-sbinM,t 

Ac limpin leg a baiid-l)reeil shorter ; 
Slie 's twistml right, she 'a twisted left. 

To balance fair in ilka ijuaTtcr : 
She has n hump u|iun her breast. 

The twin o' that upon her shouther : 
Sic a wife as Willie bad— 

I wad na gie a button for her ! 
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Her walie nievea like midden-creela, 
Her &ce wad fyle the Logan Water: 

Sic a wife as WOlie had — 
I wad na gie a button for her I 



BONIE BELL. 



The amiling Spring comes in rejoicing, 

And Burly Winter grimly flies ; 
Now crystal clear are the falling waters, 

And bonny blue ore the sunny skies. 
Fresh o'er the rootinlains breaks forth the momii^ 

The ev'ning gilds the Ocean's swell ; 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my Bouie BelL 

The flowery Spring leads sunny Summer, 

And yellow Antumn presses near; 
Then in his turn comes gloomy Winter, 

Till smiling Spring again appear : 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing, 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell; 
But never ranging, atill unchanging, 

I adore my Bonie Bell.* 



THE GALLANT WEAVER. 
TUNB— J^ Weautrt' March. 
Where Cart f rins rowin to the sea. 
By mony a flow'r and spreading tree, 
There lives a lad, the lad for me, 

He is a gallant Weaver. 
Oh, I had wooers aught or nine, 
Tliey gied me rings and ribbons fine ; 



whHoliiHot Bum lb 



wbam in orlgliiil hu uot btm 



HI the ri>ar Ckrt. 
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Aiiil I was fear'd my heart would tioe. 
And I gied it to the Waive r. 

My daddie sign'd my tocher-band 
To gie the lad that has the land, 
But to my heart I '11 add my hoiid, 

And gie it to the Weaver. 
While birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 
While bees delight iu opening flowers, 
While corii grows green in simmer showers, 

1 11 love my gallant Weaver,* 




THE DEUK'S DANG O'ER MY DADDI 

The bairns gat out vrV an unco shout, 

' The deulc 'e datiy o'ur my iliiddie, ! ' Jui 
'The fien-iiia-ciire,' (juo' tlie fiMrrie anW wife, 

' Ki! was but a |>iiidlin Intdy, U ! 
His imlles out, and lie paidles in. 

An' he jiaidles late and early, U ! 
This seven lung years I liae lieu by his side, 

An' lie is but a fusionhss carlic, 0.' 



' < ) baud your ton^'ue, my feirrie aiild wife, 

U baud your tongue, now Nansio, () ; 
I 've seen tbc day, and sae liae ye. 

Ye wad na been sae donsie, ( I. 
1 'vo seen the day yc Ijutter'd my brose, 

And eiuldlcd nie late and early, ( I ; 
ISut doivua-do's wune o'er n.e now, 

And Ob, I llnd it sairly, O!' 

c Mill l.i li«i-» bwn iiinil,* (<■ ha liy Bohrrt Wilson, Uir wnU-lu- 
rl.i Kirk|«trick l^linrpr >ii]i|,1l«l miin ■ iiuniiKiTilit in hia ]h> 
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SHE'S FAIR AND FA USE.* 
Tune— iSAe '« Fair and Fause. 

She 's fair and fause that causes my smart, &1m 

I lo'ed her meikle aud lang ; wuch 

She 's broken her vow, she 's broken my heart, 

And I may e'en gae hang : 
A coof cam in wi' routh o* gear, fool— Rbnn<iaiiceofgo<x!a 

And I hae tint my dearest dear ; lust 

But woman is but warld*s gear, 

Sae let the bonie lass gang. go 

Whae'er ye be that woman love, 

To this be never blind : 
Nae ferlie 'tis tho' fickle she prove, woadw 

A woman has 't by kind : natora 

^ woman lovely, woman fair ! 

t An angel-form 's faun to thy sliare, fkHen 

I 'Twad been o'er meikle to gien thee mairf — 

I I mean an angel-mind.^ 

V 

* ThiR song was probably suggested to Bums by the love disappointment of his friend 
Alexander Cunningham, alluded to In liis lettt^r of 24th January 1789. Anne Stewart's 
marriage is recorded thus : * ISth January 1780.— At Bdinburgh, Mr Forrest Dewar, 
i Surgeon, to Miss Anne Stewart, daughter of John Stewart, Esq. of Bast Craigs.' 

t It would have been too much to liave given thee more. 

t In a song, entitled 'Tlie Address,' which appears in Th/B lark (2 vols. 1765), there is a 
passage which perhaps suggested the thought In the fourth stanza of the above song— 

* Twixt pleasing hope and painfUl fear 

True love divided lies ; 
With artless look and soul sincere, 

Above all mean disguise. 
For Cella thus my heart has moved, 

Accept it, lovely fklr; 
I 've liked before, but never loved, 

Then let me not despair. 

* * My Ikte before your feet I lay, 

Sentence your willing slave; 
Remember tliat though tyrants alay. 

Yet heavenly powers save. 
To blnss Is Heaven 'm jieculiar grace, 
I Let me a blessing II nd ; 

And tinct you tpear an angtV* jlier, 
I shew an an^'i Wiind I ' 



I 
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Mrs Duiilop had written to Burns abcat her widowoit (laughter, 
JIrs Henri, who had gone to yronoe with her infant expressly to 
iiitroiluco him to his father's family. The dethronement of the 
king, tlio proclamation of a repubhc, and the savage proceedings of 
the triumphant revolutionists ogainst all peraons of rank euspocted 
of royahat leanings had involved the young widow in serious 
trouWea, which were aggraTated by the state of her health. 



TO MR8 DPSLOP. 

Dmtnuu, Wk B^iUmUr 17M. 

1 liave this Dioiiient, my dear MeuIaiu, youra of the t went)- -third. All 
your oilier kind repmifliee, yoiiv news, &e., are out of uiy head when I 
reml ami tliink on Mn Henri's situation. Good God 1 a heart-wounded 
heliikits yaang woman— in a strange, foieigii land, and tliat land con- 
viilned with every hon'or that can liarniw the human feulingB— sick — 
liKikin),', longing f 01 a cuinfort«r, hilt frndrnt; none— u mother's feelinga, 
loo— Wt it is too nmcli : He who wounde'.l (He only can) may He 

1 wisli the Fanner* great joy of his new acjuiRition to his family. 
■ " * I cannot say lliat I give him joy iif his lite &■* a farmer. 'Tis, as a 
farmer [inyiiij,' a ilear, nnconscioiialiK" rent, a eiirxril life .' As to a laird 
farming \i'u> invn |no]ieity ; sowing his own corn in ho|fe ; and icapinf; it, 
in spite of 1 ritlle w atlier ii glailne " kimwing lliat none can ^ny unto 
him'wl t 1 ttl ~f tt 111 1 n{,l Hock j 

iug at CI t as I lic), t t, I 1 (.1 ters t 1 I lie tl 

veneral I (, ^ 1 ed 1 1 f llll t 1 — t a 1 I I f h t 
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a girl, bom on the 21at November. The child was named 
Elizabeth Kiddel, in complimenl; to the wife of hia friend 
Kobert Riddel of Friare' Carse,* and while ehe lived was a 
great favourite with her father. He wna often seen of a summer 
evening at his door with the child in bis amis, dandling 
her, singing to her, and teaching her to take an interest in what 
was going on around her. It will be seen that the child was not 
destined to a long life, and that bar death occurred at a time 
when her father was bowed to the earth by other sorrows. 



OEOROE TBOUSON TO ROBERT BURNS. 

BDiHSDBna, \ia Ort. ITM. 
Dear Sir — I received witli much satisfaction yonr pleasant and 
obliging letter, and now return my warmest acknowledgments for the 
enthusiasm with which you have entered into our undertaking. We 
have now no doubt of being able to produce a collection highly 
deserving of public attention in all respects. 

I agi'ee with yon in tliinking Englisli veisea that have merit very 
eligible, wlierever new verses are nece«aary ; because the English 
Lieconies every year more and more the laugusge of Scotland ; but if 
yon mean that no Engliali veises, except thoae of Scottisli nutiiors, 
onght to be adiiiittad, I am half inclined to differ from you. I 
slioald consider it unpardnnnble to sacrifice one good song in the 
Scottish dialect to make room for Englisli verses ; bnt if we con select 
a few excellent ones suiteil to the unpiovided or ill-provided aiia, 
would it not be the very bigotry of literary pntriotisni to reject such, 
merely because the autiiora were born south of the Tweed! Our 
sweet air ' My Naunie, 0,' which, in the collections, is joined 
to the poorest stuff that Allan Rnmsay ever wrote, beginning ' While 
some for pleasure pawn tlieir liealth,' answers so finely to Dr Percy's 
l>eantiful song '0 Nancy, wilt tliou go witli nie,' that one would 
think he wrote it on purpose for tlie air. However, it is not at all 
our wish to conline you to Englisli verses: you will freely be allowed 
'a sprinkling of your native (ougue,' as you elegantly express it; 
and, moreover, we will patiently wait your own time. One thing 
only r beg, which is, that however gay and sportive the niuBo may be, 
she will always be decent. Ijet lier not write wliat beauty would hlush to 
speak, nor wound that charming delicacy which forms the most precions 
dowry of our ilanghters. I do not conceive the song to lie the most 
proper vehicle for witty and brilliant conceits : simplicity, I believe, 
sliould be its prominent feature ; but in some of our songs, the writers 
■ According to the t«il siitiqiury, Ur Oritnon of Dilgoncr, Hn RlOctel'ii mililm 
MEiHIWM Bllabcth Kinn«<ly,mn(tii1iB bfrloneni lo Minchalar. Bh« (iirvlvsil hsrhnilMod 
Hvni jHn, d/lng nt B»th in 1«01 . Nous of Iwr chiMrtn anrtivad bn'. 
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> confounilad diapUcity wjtli co&rKeneM tind vulgnrity, oltliongh 
leuii the one and the other, w Dx lt«attie well olieerveB. theve ia At 
I a, ilifferenca as belwoen a plaiu auit of aluUies aod a bundle 
ii;,'". The hnmoi-ouB ballml or pnthetie coiuidoiDt in best sailed 
iiir drtleu nitlodim; and more iritoreating, iudoed, in all songs 
I llje iiiwt pointed wit, daixliiic descriiitiolLX and llowery faneiea. 
illi tbeHe trite observatiuiis, I Bend you eleven of the aongs for 
-It it i* my tviHli to suliitilnte oUiera of your writing. I shall 
I transmit tho rest nnd, at tlio sanie tiuie, a pi'UHpoctui of the 
ti.' cnllection : and yon may l>elieve we will receive any liinta lliat 
are BO kind m to fpve, fur iiiiproviiig the work with tlie greateal 
-lire and thftnkfutnees. 1 remain, dear 8ii', &c., U. T. 



It is evident from llio roferencein the following letter to 'All/in' 
(liniLubly David Allan, the 'Scottish Hogarth,' who was to iJlus- 
Irale Thomsou's Collection) tbat a letter from Tliomaoii to Uuths 
h missing here. 

HOBKUT DUltNS TO GEORGE THOMSON. 

Li I' u FRIES, itM Od. irK. 
My Deah Sin— Let me toll von that yon are too fn-ilidions in 
your idt'n^ of *m\f!^ and l>iillni1-<. I invii that yont criticisina are 
jiisl ; thf Kon),'s yini Bjippify in your list have, nil Imt one, the fanlts 
yon ri'mark in llipin-liiil «lio wlinll mend Ihe nm(lcr?-«lio shall rise iqi 
uml sny 'Co 1o, I will innko n bcK.'rV For iiiManir, on rendinj; over 
'Thu LenlEi};,' I ininiciiialfly net ahimt trying my liiLnil on it ; nml 
nfli'r nil, 1 conld iiiiiko nothing more iif it than the followint;, wliicli, 
Heaven knons, in jiuor ci]iiti<!h :— 

THE L E A - It I Ci. 



SV.~J-l,c Lfa-Itii 



AVhoii o'er llio hill llii; mxlem sbr 
Tt'lls bii_i;litin-tiin(! ♦ is iioitr, my jo, 

Ami owson ij'ne the fiirriMvM Hold 
Return ene dowf nml weary, O ; 

llowii by the burn, where eceiit^d birks 
AVi' detv rtri! Iiniijjing deal', my jo, 

I '11 meet thee on tlie lea-rig. si 



Mv 



II kind <1 
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In mirkest glen, at midnight hour, OiAtut 

I 'd rave uid ne'er be eerie, 0, tmid 

If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, innt 

My ain kind dearie, ; 
Altho' the night were ne'er sac wet,* 

And I were ne'er aaa weary, 0, 
I 'd meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie, 0. 

Yonr observation as to the aptitude of Dr Percy's ballad to the 
air 'Nannte, O' is jiut. It ia, beaidee, perhaps the most beautiful 
ballad In the English language. But, let me remark to yon, in tbe 
sentiment and style of our Scottish airs there is a pastoral simplicity— 
a something that one may call the Doric style and dialect of vocal 
music, to which a dash of onr native tongue and manners is particularly, 
nay, peculiarly, apposite. For this i-eason, and, npon my honor, for this 
reason alone, I am of opinion — but aa I told you before, my opinion 
ia yours, freely yoais, to approve or reject aa you please — that my 
ballad of ' Nannie, ' might perhaps do for one set of verses to the tone. 
Now, don't let it enter your head that yon are nnder any necessity 
of taking my venes. I have long ago made up. my mind as to my 
own reputation in the business of Anthorship ; and have nothing to 
be pleased or offended at in your a<lnption or rejection of my verse& 
Tlio' yon should reject one half of wlint I give yoa, I diall be pleased 
u-itli yonr adopting t'other half; and shall continue to serve you ivil.h 
tlie same assiduity. 

In the printed copy of 'My Nannie, O' the name of the river is 
horridly prosaic. I will alter it -. 

Behind yon hilk where | LugM } ^'™™' 

'Girvan' is the river that suite the idea of the stanza beet; but 
' Lugar ' is the most agreeable modulation of syllables. 

I intendc^l to have given you, and will soon give you, a great many 
more remarks on this bnidneM ; but I have jnst now on opportunity of 
conveying you this scrawl postage free — an expense that it is ill able to 
pay;t so with my heat compliments to honest Allan, Oood-bye to 
yon I a a 

FrUag Nlftd. 
Itememher me tolhe tirat and dearest of my friends, Alex.Cnjininghain, 
who, I understand, is a coadjutor witli yon in thb business. R. B. 

■ Thin word »>• ■iibnaiiuenU]' ilbtrad by the poet to 'wild'— 'evldentlrs gnat Improre- 
mBiil'MyiDrCurrin. 

I The ixwtiiRe mBrknl OD tbe lint letter from Burns tO ThDnmn Ii ad.— H> modeetlj 
dill Ibe poet eatiiuiM tlieie brlllluit contiibuUaDs to kU Meud'i work. 




I Einil that I liftve BtiM an hmiT to B]»re tliif morning before my 
>oruT'yAnce goes away : I slmlt give yon ' N&nnie, ' at luugtii. 

Vimr remarka on ' Kwe-lmghtB, Marion' are joKt; Htill it ba» 
ibtiiLiied a place among (inr more clmujc Scots songs; anil what wlUi 
iiiniiy beauties in its couiposition auil niore prejudices in its favar, 
mil Mill not fintl it easy to nn[>|ilant it. 

Ill my very early years, when I was tliinkiog of going to the West 
liiilli;--, I took the following farewell nf a dear girL It i» quite trifling 
iiiit I111.4 noUiing of the merits of ' Ewe-liiightB ;' luit it will 611 up tiiia 
Liii;;p. YoQ must know that all my earlier love-songs tvere the breatli- 
mtit nf ardent passion, and thnugli it might have lieeu eatiy in aft«r 
^iiiipH to have given tiieni a polish, yet that polish, tome wlioee tiiey 
ivero and who perha|>s alone careil for tbem, n-oiild linre defaiwd tlie 
ipgciiil nf the heart, wliich was so faitlifnlly inscribed on llieni. Tlicir 
.iiii'oiitli simplicity was, as they say of wines, their race. 

% U.J U.ry. 
.■i.l.i.r«!*c.' 

' (Inllft Water ' and ' Auld Rob Moriis ' I tliink will most probably be 
le next snbjpet of my miiRing<". Hnwever, even on my verses, speak 
lit your criticisms witii equal fiankncss. My "ish is not lo sland aloof 
le uiiconiplyiuf; lli{,^^t of oiiiiiiiilretc, but coidinlly tn join issue with 
out iu the furlbernncc of liii! work. Ciuitu s[)ecd llie wmk ! Anini. 

It. R 



letter from Mrs Diiiiloii, 
of lier (laiigliter, JIrs Her 



I .=liort aHccnce, tlio pnet foiiiul a 
niiii; him cf tiie iiidanoliuly ,lcatli 



(PlM 



rtnw irw.i 



I had l*en from liome nnd did nnt re< 
the other day. Wliat shall 1 snv to com) 
aniictcl friend ? f emi Imt grieve with 
olTer, except that which ri<lii;iiiii holds n 

[ihll.ha- ff njtirlion .' how j.ist the cxjiressinn !)-nnd like every olli 
family, llifiy have matters aumni; iIipiil which they hear, see and feel 



iiv iiiiicli-valueii, mucli- 
'olatiou 1 have none to 
cliildien of fttfliction— 



DuuntiBS. 3S7 

have, any idea. The world looks indifferentty on, makes the passing 
remark and proceeds to tlie next novel occurrence- 
Alas, Madam I who woald wish for many years 1 What is it but to drag 
exisCence until our joys grodnally e:ipire and leave us in a night of 
misery : like the gloom which hlota out the stats, one by one, from the 
face of nigbt and leaves us without a ray of cnmfort in the howliog 



KOBEKT BUKNS TO GBOBOK THOMSON. 

DuHntin, Nirm^rr S, ITVI. 
If you mean, roy dear Sir, that all the songs in yoar collection shall be 
poetry of tlie first mciit, I ani afraid you will find difficulty in the under- 
taking, more than you are aware of. There is a peculiar rhythniua in 
many of our airs, a necessity of odajitiug syllables to the emphasis, or 
what I would call the feature -no tea, of the tune tliat cramps the poet 
and lays him under aliuoet insuperable difliculties. For instance, in the 
air ' My Wife 's a wanton wee tiling,' if a few lines, tmoolh aad pretty, 
can be adapted to it, it is all that you can expect. The following 1 
■node extempore to it ; and though on further study I might give yon 
something more profound, yet it might not suit the ligbt-liorBe gallop of 
the air so well as tliis random clink. 

MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE THING. 

I never saw a fairer, 
I never lo'ed a dearer, 

And neist my heart I 'II wear her, nut 

For fear my jewel tine. baiiM 

Clwrue — She is a winsome wee thing, iB«««hi« 

She is a handsome wee thing. 
She iB a loesome wee thing,* 
This dear wee wife o' mine. 

The world's wmck we share o' 't, mWortuns 

The warstle and the care o' 't, wmiung 

Wi' her I 'II blythely bear it, 
And think my lot divine. 

■ Mniueilpt-'Slu iss wIuodw wm tbing.' 



35S LIFK AN'I> WOJIKS t)F BURNH. 

1 linve juKt beeu looking uver tbe ' CoUier'a Bonio DuKhtcr ; ' luid ii the 
/olliiuing rhat)8oiiy, Mhicli I (loiupoiied llie ulliet day on «, cliaritiiug Ayr- 
ehive girl. Miss Lesley Baillie uf Mnyville, oa she IMUseU tliru' lUU plttce 
to Entilond,* vrill niiit your tule beiMr tljoi) tlic ' Collier Lcuiaie,' f»ll a 
anil ivelcotiie. 



Every soveiilli line eiiils with three ByllBblte, in pliLcu uf llie I 
(illipr lines; hvt yon will see in tlie »Ulh bar of the Hecinil ji&rt, tlw 
plncc wbora tliew three syllabltt will always recur, Uiat the (onr semi- 
rgunvcrR a«nally Bang as one syllnble will, with llie grtMtest propiiety, 
(iivirle into two, tliiia, 

For N«— tun) nwdo Iier what i>ha ib. And, ki. 

I liavc liitberto deferred the sublimer, more patbelic, aim, until nion 
loiMii'c, u they will take, and dw«rve, a greater cITort However, tlioj 
Ai-c nil ptit into thy bandit u clay into tiiD htindH of the potUr, to niako 
one rcttsel to honor and anotbor to dishonor. Farewell. 

ItuBT. BCRNS. 



HE i; ']■ II V u .N a T 11 i: L o i; u i; t h o Ji s o n. 
il 1 V. 11 I, A N IJ M A 11 V. 

Tl-NK-A»(/« mil a;rc. 

Yc iKHilis ,niid Ihvics and stroiiiii.s aiwind 

The castle o' ^[outgoiiicry ! 
Green Ije your woods, and fair your llowers. 

Your waters never drunilio ; 
Tlicre Simmer first niifnuUl lier roljps, 

And there tho lanyest tarry ; 
I'nv tlicri! I toLik tlie lust Fareweel 

O' my sweet Hi^jldand Jllnry. 

Iloi 



I 
f 



■llv l>]oon 


I'd lljo H.iy, !;rcri 


1 birk. 


L'j, tl,,; l,a 


ivthoni's bk'ssoii; 




u-atl, llL.i 


r fra-inr.t shade 




d llCT to i 


;iiy hosoni ! 





The golden Hours on angel wlngi 
Flew o'er me and m; Dearie ; 

For dear to me as light and life 
Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Wi' mony a vow and lock'd embrace. 

Our parting was fu' tender ; 
And, pledging aft lo meet again, 

Wo tore oursels asunder ; 
But oh ! fell Death's untimely frost, 

That nipt my Flower sao early ! 
Now green 'a the sod and cauld 's the clay 

That wraps my Highland Mary 1 

pale, pale now those rosy lips 

I oft hae kias'd sae fondly ! 
And cloa'd for ay the sparkling glance 

That dwfllt on me sao kindly ! 
And mouldering now in silent dtist 

That heart that lo'ed me dearly ! 
But still within my bosom's core 

Shall live my Highland Mary I 



Mv DEAR Sir, — I agree with you that the song ' K. Ogie ' is very 
poor Htulf anil unworthy, altogether unworthy, of so beautiful an air. 
I tried to mend it, but the awkward iKiun<l ' Ogie ' recuiring so often iu 
the riiynie spoils every attempt at introducing ttiiliment into tlje piece. 
Tlie foregoing song pleases myself ; 1 tliink it is in uiy happiest manner : 
you will see at iirst glance that it suits die air. The subject of tlie song 
b one of tlie most interesting passages of my youthful days, and I own 
that I would be niuch flattered to see the verses set to an air which 
would ensure celebrity. Perhaps, after all, 'tis tlie still glowing pre- 
judice of my liearl tlist tlirows a borrowed lustre over the uierits of 
the composition. 

I have partly taken your idea of * Auld Rob Morris : ' I have adopted 
the first two verses, and am going on with the song on a new plan which 
promises pretty well. I take one or another, just as the bee of the 
moment bui'.zes in my bonnet-lug ; and do you, tan* eirtmonia, maka 
what use you choose of the productions. Adieu. Robt. Burks. 

Wo*. 14a, ITM. 



360 Un AND WORKS OF ttUKSA. 

Iti \h36^ days the little tlieatre at Dumfries was opened almost 
every winter, undiit the maongeineiit of tlie Ur SuthcrUiid whom 
I!iirii» t-efriendeJ while he resided at EllialaiiJ. In hia company 
was a Miaa Fontenelle,* a lively little actress, who played 'Little 
I'iikle'in The Sj>->iletJ CAi'W, and other auch characters. Bnma 
niliiiiri^d Itiss Fouteiiclle'a perfonuauces and wrote poems botli for 
h«r anil aboat her. The first wna entitled : 



THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN: 

liLCAStOXAL ADDRESS SPOKKN BV MISS FOKTESELLK 05 BER 
BBKBFIT NI08T. [SOV. Hi, 1792. J + 

Wliile Eiirope'a eye is fix'd on mighty things : 
The fate of empires and the fall of kings ; 
WhUe quacks of state must each produce hia plan } 
And even children lisp TJie RufkU of Man ; 

AmiJ this miglity fus!* just let me mention 
T/'p lii'j/iU .-/' ll^.j».iJi luci-it .soiii,' attciilioll. 

First, ill the si>\ps' iiiti'niii.vM cmintctimi, 
( Kie sacK'd Ili-ht of Woniiiii U j^mlfHoii .- 
The U'mkr Huwr th.it lift-! its IhmiI, elate, 
nul]>lcss must fall bi-foie the blasts of fate, 
Hiiiik on tlie earth, do/au'd its lovely fyrni, 
T'nlcss your shelti-r wnnl th' inipending storm, 

(lur spioiid HiHlit— l>tit iifi-dloss here is caution, 
T.I keep tlint ri^ht invioliite 's the fn.^liion : 
Kich iimii of sense lia.'. it so full hyfoie him, 
llL.'d die iM'fore ho 'd wn.n- it-'ti.'^ <ho,ynm: 
There was iu'lewl, in far Irs-. ],nlisli'il days, 
A tin.o ;vliHi rou-h rndi- nian had nau-hty wavs : 
Wunld swa— cv, .sivwir, f;el dinnk, kick up a liot, 
Nay, eyen llnis inva.lc a lady's .piirt. 

r™iH,Pll. »iir.Wiivr a nB»r>rn»-,V.,„IA.|.ll.-", «1U1,I, i.) JLt ll^Urt 
■■111.' Rlislitu ..f ttulr™.- '-Zl«^„„ nwf*. 



Now, thank our stars ! these Gothic times are fled } 
Now, well-bred men — aiid you are all well-bred — 
Most justly think (and we are much the gainers) 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit noi manners.* 

For Bight the third, our last, our beat, our dearest, 
That right to fluttering female hearts the neareet ; 
Which even the Kighte of Kings, in low prostration, 
Host humbly own~'tis dear, dear admiration I 
In that blest sphere alone we live and move ; 
There taste that life of life — immortal lore. 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, flts, flirtations, airs, 
'Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with all her charma, 
Who is so rasl) as rise in rebel arms I 

But truce with kings and truce with constitutions, 
With bloody armaments and revolutions ; 
Let Mtgesty your first attention summon, 
Ah ! fa iru ! tub uajbbty of woman I 



PONTBNELLE, 



UMFE 



MaDAH — IdbucIi a bad world as oun, lliose who add to the scanty sum 
of our pleoHures are positively our benefactors. To you. Madam, on our 
humble DninfrieB boards, I have been more iudebted for entertaiDiDenl 
than ever I was in prouder theatres. Your diarros as a woman would 
ensure applause to the most indiflerent actress; aodyoar theatrical talents 
wonid secure admiration to the plainest figure. Tliis, Madam, is not the 
unmeaning or inBiilious coruplinient of the frivolous or inlevested ; I pay 
it from the same honest impulse that the sublime of natare ex<at«a uiy 
admiration or her beauties give me delight. 

Will tlie foregoinK lines l)e of any service to jou on your approaching 
beoeGt-night T If tliey will, I shall be promler of my muse than ever. 
They are nearly extempore ; I know they have no great merit ; bat 
tliougli they shall add hut little to the entertainment of the evening, 
they give me the happiness of an opportunity to declare how much I have 
the honour to be, madam, your very humble servant, 

Robert Bdkns. 
* An inmlal alliukw (o Ui* uuuil MtDnwIii of tbe CUadonlMi Hunl at Domtrlts. 



13 i.[FR AXij woRKH OF nuiuca. 

TO MIBB FONTENELLE. ON SEEING 
IN A FAVOUKITE CHAHACTEK. 

Sweot iiuivotfj uf fuature. 

Simple, wild, enchaiiling elf. 

Not to thee, but thnnks to ndtitre, 
Tliou art actiug but l]i|tiolf. 

Wert thou awkwani, stitf, alFected, 
Spurning nature, torturing art; 

I/}vns anil graces alt n-jcot«il, 
Tbeu indeed thou Mst uet & part. 



TO [MISS FONTKNELI.E.*] 
ni» lliiiiking lo scii.l my 'A.Ulress' ["J'lio Itiglits of Wo: 
e |ici'i>Hlk';il pulilkaliiiii, but il lias nut jjiit jour auitlioii ; 

H lo lilt! TucMliiy'^ play, let mo Ik'^ of ynu, my (iciir Mn.Ian 
(it vnu to Kivo lis T/,r M'iwl,,- u ir.."i"» L-yps a Senrt ; 
fe ftiia Tlit' Sfwlul Vliihl-\im will lij.^l.lv oMine me l.v so < 
II, «li,it. an oiivi^l.l.- draiini; you iul- ! There im>v, this 
iiiy, liliie ilevil ii«y, you nie goiuj; to a parly of clioice s[iiiil 

I'o play tlip flinpcs 
Of frolic tnncy, ami iiiwssBiit form 
Those r»|>id pictur™. tlint asin'iiiblcd train 
Of fleet idcu. never joinM before. 
Wlipre lively wit exoitea to gsy suri'iiiw ; 
Or folly- pain ti 111- hiimniir, grave liu.iwif, 
C»ll8 laiiijliler turth, ileep-sliaking tvery nerve, 
lit ns you rpjinre willi them Ihnt iln icjoiw, rlo nlso rcm< 
|> mill tliein lliiit ■Amy. nnil pity yiuir iiieliinclioly fri( 



A huly (iwssiMy Mi;, 
with hor patroiia;?o : 


I Kiddi.-!) hat 


■ n,is klt-r ™>- t:ivM, by C.)i 
111 tli.it ™<e .1." i.iii>l, lo j",lBB 


ri.^ liilSuaaM liav 



R. U. 

a Ijeiitfit 



Madam — Yon were eo very good m to promiee nie to honor my friend 
with yonr preeence on liis benefit-niglit. TImt nitjht ie fixed for Friday 
first : tLe play a most iuterenting one — The way to keep Aini. I have the 
plesanre to know Mr G. well. His ineiit as an nctor is (,'enerally 
acknowledged. He liaa genius and wortli wliich would do honor to 
patronage : he is a poor and modest man ; claims which, from tlieir very 
silence, liave the more forcible power on the generooa heart. Alas, for 
pity 1 that from the indolence of those who have the good things of thia 
life in their gift, too often does brazen-fronte<1 importunity snatch that 
l>oon, the rightful due of retiring, humble want I Of all the qualities we 
assign to the author and director of Nature, by far the itioxt enviable ia 
— to be able 'To wipe away all tears from all eyes.' O wli at insignificant, 
sordid wretches are they, however chance may have loaded them with 
wealth, who go to their graves, to their magnificent mavtoleumi, with 
hardly the conscionsnesB of having made one poor, honest heart happy ! 

But I crave your pardon. Madam ; I came to l*eg, not to preach. 



The octor for whom Bums thus pleaded was named Grant, of 
whom, rather singularly, Dibdin records (Annah of the Edinburgh 
Stage, p. 22S) that in 1794 he appeared 'for the first time on any 
stage.' The poet gave him as a present the masonic apron which 
he had got from Mr Sharpe of Hoddam.* One can readily under- 
stand that Bums sympathised readily with those whom his coa- 
temporary Crahbe addressed as 

' Sad happy race 1 soon raised and soon depresa'd ; 
Yonr Uvea all pasa'd in jeopardy and JeeL' 



TO MRS BIDDEL. 

I will wait on yon, my ever-valued friend, but whether in the morning 
I am not nnre. Sunday eloaes a period of our cnrat revenue busincM, and 
may probably keep me employed with my pen until noon. Fine employ- 
ment for a poet's pen 1 There ia a apeciea of the human genua that I 
call the gin-hone clatt: what enviable doga they are 1 Round, and 
round, and round they go — Mundell's ox, that diives his cotton.mill,t ia 



in tba navy lo livs ia D 



B Dr UuDdall, ■ Mand of Biuna, Rho bsd 
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I.IPE ANtJ WORKS OP BttBKS. 



Ilieii' e\act prototype— witliout ftti hIph or trish Iwyotiil tlietr circle ; (at. 
fleck, Htupid, patient, quiet aud cont«nt«)li while here I Ml, ftltogctiier 

Ni)veiiil>eTia)i, li d melati^ of fretfulnesa Euid melancholj' : not 

ennii};)! of the one to roii«e itie to paaaiuu, nor of the other to repose me 
ill till pur 1 my soul flouncing FUid flattering run nd lier tenement, like k wild 
(inch raught aniid the liorrots of iviuler wul newly tliruat into a ca^. 
WM, I nm persuaded that it was of me the Hehrew sage prophened 
mIipii he foretold— 'AnJ heholcl, on wliatsoever lhi» man doth set his 
licni't, it nliall not prmjier I ' If my retientmeut i» nwakeil, it is nare to 
Ih- 11 liere it dare not »qne»k j and if in love, u God forgive me, I some- 
times nm, impomiliitity presents on inijierioiu barrier to the i>roudeat 
lioiiiiii;,-of pregumption; and poor I dare much sooner peep into the focns 
of Hi>ll than meet the eye of the Goddess of my son) ! 

I'lay that wisdom and bliss be more frequent visitors of U. R. 
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Blander — in Dumfries affirniH that Anno Park was quite as much 
the sinner aa the sinned f^inst in the affair. Allan Cunning- 
ham expressly stated that she < had other pretty ways to render 
herself agreeable to the customers at the inn than the serving of 
wine;' and it is rntliec singular that Mrs Hyslop did not forhid 
Burns the inn in spito of her niece's ' misfortune.' But whether 
Anne Park was ivhat was popularly known as a 'lightfoot,' 
Burns's intrigue with hor was a lamentable and absolutely inde- 
fensible lapse from tlmt ideal of conjugal fidelity which he had 
placed before himself when he married Jean Armour; and 
although — whatever unverified and nnverifiable gossip may say 
to the contrary — it is the only lapse of which there is any record, 
hs bitterly lamented it to the end of his life. Anne Park gave 
birth to a child in Leith on the 31st March 1791. It was sent for 
a period to Mossgiel. Ten days later, Jean gave birth to her child 
William Nicol, and some time after her recovery offered with rare 
magnanimity* to bring up Anne Park's child with her own. It is 
altogether uncertain when the child became a member of the Dum- 
fries household. The bulk of the evidence that can now be ascer- 
tained points to November 1792 as the date of her removal from 
Mossgiel. On the other hand, we have the familiar and pathetic 
story that the child was found by Jean's father in the same 
cradle with her own boy, and that when he asked in some surprise 
if she had again had twins, she quietly told him that the second 
baby was ' a neibour's bairn ' she wns taking temporary charge of. 
If this conversation actually took place when Armour was on a 
visit to his daughter, then Anne Park's child must have been 
adopted by Jean in the course of 1791. According to Mauchline 
gossip, Jean took her own and Anne Park's child with her in the 
summer of 1T91 to Mauchline, and it was in her father's house 
that she so skilfully parried hia awkward question. It is ab- 
solutely certain — nothing else, indeed, is certain in this connection 
— that JIrs Burns brought up the little girl to womanhood with 
an unvarying kindness which was repaid with a daughter's love.f 

■ 'OorRabrnilioiild his liaiUiu wivea,' Join <■ uUI, ucorclliig loan AynhirastoiT, M 
biTs oiica liiighliigljr reiiiirlcnl to i reiunte rrieiiil in Miiiehllna. 
t Itweuislin|>o<«ib1sloill>covi!i»1uitl>Muiiaof AniK Pirk. Acconllngtoone uxount 

ittiuCloii 111 Baiiibiirj;!! or Lcith iiii ■ iloincKtic xemnt, tiiininl ■ i»1dl«r, anil dlgil In giTing 
birth biacliilcl by hbn. liar <Uug1>l«r, to whoiiilha nmia of Blliabeth wa* givan. racselvad 
OB arriving at woiiiaiilinod Ui* half of * mm of £400, raliBl by AUIcniiui Sliaw or London 



Yet if tlio child wae brou^'ht, in the end of IT9~2, into his hont^ 
it is nsadily conceivable that it would depress him greatly to be 
thus conBlAiiUy confronted with a reminder of his tTansgroseion. 
Nuvortheleas he carried on hia convspondcnce with Tliomsoa 
nboiit new Bongs and old melodies in tbe midst uf all liia oini 
diBlvesses and while most men were gazing apjialled nl tbtf 
[lolitical and social cotiviilaions in yrancD. 

OKORnB THOMnOH TO ROBERT BURN 



I 



DKAn Sir— T «a« just eoioB to writ« to you, tli»t on nii«Ung with 
yotu' 'Nannie' I liad Tiilleii violently fn lave wicli her. I tliank yon 
tliiM'cfui'S for seniling tlia oIianiiinK nintie t« tne in tlie drew yon wish 
lier to app«ar ]«fui-s llie pulilic. Bha does you [freat credit and will aooa i 
lio iirliidtted into tlie IhmC coniiiany. J 

I ragrat that your non^tar 'Tim Lea Itig ' is so short : the air is easy, 9 
soon sung and very pleaaine! so tlial if tlie riiiger stoi>« at the end at* 
two stmiKM, it is a [ileasnie loHt ere it is veil jiosscweil. 

AUhongh a dash of our native tongue and nianners is iloiilitless 
Iieciiliarly Goii>-eiiia1 and n|>]>i<i|>riale lo oiiv nieliidies, yet I Khali lie able 
tji ]ji'owiit a ciiu sill era i>le iimiiber tif the very lluwevs of Eii(;lisli eohk, 
U'ull udupli-d to llioso iJieliHlieH wliich, In ICnKlanil at least, will l>c the 
means of i-eeominendtn}; them to Htilt [;ieal('r alleiiliiiii llian they have 
linieiircd there. Itnt you will idiscrvc my |>Ian is tliitt cvciy nir shall 
in the lii-st |iliice liai'e vuii4<« wholly hy SLinikli i>uct^ : and tlmt tliuHe 
of Knt'tixh wriMi-H shall follow as additional Kun<,'s foi tbu choice of the 

What yon say of ' The Ewe Bntihts ' is just ; I aduiiie it and never 
meant tu sii|<[dulit il. All I l-ciiiiestnl was Hint yon would try your 
hand OH some of llie inferi<ns1an/ns, wliich are H|>)>arcntly no part of the 
oripnat soiif;; lint lids I do not ur^e, In-eaiise the son^ is of suHlcieiit 
len;;tli iilLli<ni;,'h those inferior Htiiuzos lie omitted, as they will be, by 
tlie sin^n^r uf laste. You must not tliiiik I eN|icct all the songs to be of 

lliat no t«.ct can'sit down do^-^.-dly to |«-n verses and sueowd well at 
all times, 

I am lii);hly pleased witli your hiimoi-ous and anioi'ouB vha|»iody nn 
'Itonie Limley :' it is a thousjiiid times liutler llmu ' The rollier'o Lassie.' 
•The dcil hucimldna scaith ihce,' Se., i»an eeifiHric and lini.jiy ihonylii. 

for Biiriis'« two tllPKiLUi.at.. JmiBlitiTs. Eliul.nth lliir.ii.-Hl in niu kii.iivii bj- iiiiot1i«r iianie 
liir B Hligil llii.e in t)i<' litinm liuTiwIioM-inarrii^a n H>.lillirr Df lh» iiniiio of I'liaiimnii (k 
]T1U, il. ISiiii), who ii]tiiii:ilcly liscniiiD h lunnnooiii uiuvur, una ilii.il nt I'ollakiilutuf, Ulu- 
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Do yon not tliink, liowever, that tlie namM of inch oM tieran u Alex- 
ftoder MUDd ntlier quMr QnleM iu poiupoiu or mora burletque verse t 
Instead of tli« line ' And never mule anitlier,' 1 Vfonid liumbly mgi^t, 
'And ne'er made sic anitlier;' and T would fain liaveyousub«titut«Mme 
other Hue fur ' lleturn to Caledouie ' in the last veree, beoanee t lliiok 
this alteration of tlie orthography and of the Boiind of Caledonia 
disfigures tlie woiiland renders it Hndibraatlo. 

Of the other sniiK 'My Wife's a winsome wee thing' I think the first 
eight lines very good, hut I do not admire tlie other eight, because four 
of them are a bara repetition of tlie lirst verae. I have been trying to 
spin a stanza, but coutd make nothing better than the following : do you 
or, as Yorick did with the love-letter, ' whip it up in yoai own 



way. 



O leeis me on my wee thing, 
My bonie blythe»uine wm thing ; 
Sae Ung 's I lue my wsa thing. 



Though warld'i care wt ahuv o 't, 



And ne'er ■ word repine. 

Von perceii'e, my dear Sir, I avail myself of the lilierty which yon 
condescend to allow me, by speaking freely what I tliink. Be assui-eil it 
is not my disposition to ])ick out the faults of aiij' poeni or picture I see : 
my first and chief object is to discover and be delighted with the beauties 
of the piece. If I sit down to examine critically, and at leisui'e, what 
perhajis you have written in haste, I may ha|i|ien to observe caielesa 
lines, the repenisal of which might lead yon to improve them. The 
wi-en will often see what has lieeu overlooked by the eagle. I remain 
yours faithfntly, &c. G. T. 

P.£.— Voiir verses upon ' Highland Mary' are just come to hand : they 
breathe the gennine spirit of poetry and, like the music, will last for 
ever. Such vei'ses, united to snch an air, iiitli the delicate harmony of 
Pleyel en[iera<hlcd, might form a treat worthy of being presented to 
Apollo himself. I have heard the sad story of your Mary : yon always 
seem inspired when you write of her. 



ROBEKT RURNB TO OEOROB THOMSON. 

DDiinin. Id DmmtfT 1T»1. 

Your alterations of my ' Nanie, ' are [wrfectly right ; so aie those of 
'My Wife's a Wanton Wee Thing.' Your alteration of the second stania 
is a positive improvement Now, my dear Sir, with tlie freedom which 
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Kicl^risesourcnrreHpoiKtence, 1 niuet not, cannot, niter ' Bonte. 
I me ritfbt, tbu woi'd 'AlexaDdM' makes the tin« a Ijitle 
I lliink lliB Lbvuglit in tirelty. Of Alexander, beyon^l all 
>fs, it niay be said, iu the MiUiiiie languiki^ of ecrijibure, tlutt 
t f'lL'tb conqiierint; and to conqnev.' 



I 



For N«lur 
Andu 



»). 



, in my opinion, more ]>oetieiiI tliao 'ne'er mule aic oniUier' 
;r, it is immnteriAl : moke it eltber wny. 'Caledonie,' 1 agree 
111, ia not so (good n word tu could bi> wished, tho' it ia sane- 
ill three or fonr intitaiices, by All&n Ramuiy : but I canuot help 
iibort, that apcciea of stouia la Uie most difBcull Lfaat I kare •*«( 



•i tollci>vs :— 



THE LEA-mO. 

SECOND VERSION.] 
TVTK—Tftf. r.rn-Rirf. 



d 



Wlieii o'er tlie liill tlie i-'ening star* 

Tyjls l>iiglitiii-tiiiie+ is near, my jn, 
Ami 0WSC11 fiat! the fiirrow'd Held 

l.'etuni wodowfniul WL'rti-v, 0; 
Down by tliu burn, where liirkcn bmls 

\Vi' ilfW .arc hanyin' clear, niy jo 
I 'II iiiuet tlieo im the Icn-rig, 

My nin kiiul IWrie, O. 

At niidnij^ht hum-, in mirki'st hI''". 

IM rov<^ aii.l iii^Vr be cf(i(", (», 
If tliro' th^t Klcn I -nwl to tlioe, 

Mviiiiikin,! l)e;iri«, U; 
Ahh..' the ni-lit weiv no'i^r ^m wil.i, 

I 'II meet thee on the leii-rig, 
JFy nin ktn.l lle.uie, f). 
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The hnnter lo'es the morning snn, 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo ; 
At noon tlie fiahec seeks the glen 

Alang the bum to steer, my jo : 
Gie nie the hour o' gloamin grey. 

It makfi my heart eae cheery, 0, 
To meet theo on the lea-rig 

My ain kinil Dearie, O. 



n interrupted. Yonrs, &c. 



ROBEHT BURNS TO QEORGE THOMSON. 

Dec 4M, nn. 
AULD ROB MORRIS. 

There 'a Auld Rob Morris that wons in yon glen, dweiii 

He's tlie King o' glide fellows and wale o' auld men ; chain 

He has gowd in his coflers, }ie has owsen and kinc. gold— ono 
And ae bonio lassie, his darling * and mine. 

She 's fresh as the morning, the fairest in May ; 
She 'a sweet as the ev'ning amang the new hay ; 
As blythe anil as artless as the lambs on Uie lea, 
And dear to my heart as the liglit to my e'e. 

But oh 1 she 's an Heiress (auld Robin 's a laird) 

And my daddy hoe nought but a cot-house and yard ; etniMi 

A wooer like me mannna hope to come speed, mutt not 

The wounds I mut^t hide that will soon he my deai). doih 

The day comes to me, but delight brings nie nane ; 

The niglit comes to me, but my rest it is gane : 

I wander my lane like a niglit-trouhled ghaist, »Ioim 

And I sigh Hs iny heart it wad burst in my breast. -^ou 
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liflil fill' but Vteen of a Iciwur dagivc^ 

1 tlion might hae hop'd she wad imil'd npoD me ! 
(J how ]Hut (lescriving bad tliua been niy blin^ 
Aa now my distraction nne words can expresB. 



DUNCAN (JBAT. 
CuncHii Gmy cam Imn to iroa, 

Ha, lia, the wooing o' t, 
On blvllio Yule-niglit wbon we were 

Hn, ba, tlin wooing a' 't. 
Mit^''^ie const bur licad fu' bi){!i, 
Louk'd osklunl and unco akeigh, 
(jart jx-or Duncan statu! nbeigb, 

Ha, ha, tbe wooing o' 't 

Duiic.in fIcccbM mid htiiicnn jiixiy'd, 

Ha, ha, tho wooing o' 't ; 
M«t; wi.s deaf as Ailsa Craig, 

Hi., hii, tho wooing' o"t : 
Jhinciiii si^h'il luilh out and in, 
Cint his (■'.■u Iiiiilli hlecr't ;iu' l>liii'. 



Hii, ha 



Tinio :ui.l ChaiiL-o are l)ut a tide, 
ll:i, ha, thu wdoitiH r)"t: 

Sli-lili'.l hivi; issiiir to l>i,lp, 
Hn, ha, Ih.^ ivooinj; o"t T 

'Sliiill T, ilk., a fool,'iiuotb ho, 

■iMTiihau-lityhim-idin? 
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Something in her bosom wringi, 
For relief a sigh Bhe brings : 
And oh 1 her een they spak sio things I lyM-ipoka ■neh 
Ha, ha, the wooing o' 't. 

Duncan was a kd o' grace, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o' 't : 
Maggie's was a piteous case, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o' 't : 
Duncan could na be her death. 
Swelling pit; smoor'd his wrath ; nnotiMMd 

Now they 're crouse and canty baith, choarfui— hiqipy 

Ho, ha, the wooing o' 't 

The foregoing I submit, my dear Sir, to your letter judgment : aeqait 
them or condemn them aa seemeth good in your Higlit. ' Duncan Gray' 
is that kind of light-lioree gallop of an nir whicli precludes sentiment. 
The ludicrons is its ruling featore. Yours, RoBT. BUHNa 

'Auld Rob Morris' was written by Burns on the basis of a 
rough old ditty which appears in Johnson's Museum, and of 
which he retained only the two initial lines.* 'Duncan Gray' 
also was founded on a rude old song in Johnson's Mtiaeam, the 
name only of the hero being retained, and a few phrases like 
'On . . ■ when wo were fou.' 

Bums had now fairly settled down to town-life. Dumfries, 
when ha came to live in it, had a population of about 0600, 
an hospital, and a poorhouse. The principal street was about 
three-quarters of a mile long, running parallel to the Hith ; 
and there were seven or eight other streets, besides five or six 
lanes. The houses were built of brick and red freestone. 
Burna'a first house — where he remained eighteen months — was in 
the Wee Vennel (now Bank Street), opening oif the principal 
street. He had three little rooms on the first floor, all overlook- 
ing the street, and a small kitchen behind. The centre roonj, 
about the size of a bed-closet, was, as we have seen, the only 
place in which he could secludu himself for study. On the 

* Thsncond iitaniiii nid to)uT«b««n Inlandtd u « eompllinanb in Clurkitte Hunll- 
ton. Such St ill STenU wtt tlw Imprauian or har •on, Hi^or Adilr. Bnc Bdis* had 
■ItMcly (VaL II., p. IMJ auloglMd phaml* Mum/ ■( OcbMrtjFi* iD Iwigotg* slmOM 
Identic*!. 
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groH ml -floor, Jolm Symo o( Ryedale,* who became an mtimate'' 
frieml, had his office for the distribution of BUin]w. On the floor 
ahovQ lived a blacksiiiilh called George Haugh. Oo tho opposite 
side of the street was the house of hia laodlord, Captain Hamilton, 
It connection of the Graiks of Arbigland. 

Tlie family furnished their house, ])artia1ty at least, with the 
'plenishing' from Ellieland. According to Mrs Bunia, thuj- 
bronght with them a ' nice, little, braw cow,' which, however, 
had to be sold, as no proper graeing could be got for it. Tliore 
wero then three children living — Robert, Francis Wallace, anil 
William Nicol, Though prices had doubled during tho precediitg 
twelve or twenty years, the coat of living was email compared 
witli tlie present day. The servant whom Burns kept in his 
sccoiul Dumfries house would got as wages 50s. to £i a year. 
liepf was 3d. to 5d, a lb,; mutton, 3d. to 4^d.; chickens, 7d. 
to 8d. a pair; butter (the lb. of 34 oz.), Td. to 9d.; salmon, 
6d. to Did. a lb.; cod. Id. and even id. a Ib.f 

At tliis period the pott cimc ourc m ri. lorosti the j ith of 
Clarin.la. Her visit to the 'Wi.-t Inli- In I jr^ 1 u if r 
tunatc. IUt liusknnd vi'ciii 1 In r ( 1 !l> 1 ii t ni] cr «a=i mi ip 
portiible ; :iiid pIlo uas niorlil It fii 1 tint I I id ! cm unftitlifnl 
duritii; Ihi! piTiod of Ihfir =<( iriti n SI « is t llie s.ini tune 
advised tliat she could nit ii je tj kei ]> li r litiltli in a mrm 
climate. .Slio therefore rctuniel ti Sc ihnl ui Auf,uit in 1 re 
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reeolulion. He ramembeied the parting of the 6th of December in 
the past year, and wrote a third brief letter to Miae Peacock. 

TO MISS HABY PEACOCK. 

DcHrun, Du. S, ITM. 

Dear Madam — I liave written so often to yon and have got no answer, 
that I had resolved never to lift up a pen to you again ; but this eveuttnl 
day, the sixth of December, tecalla to my memory ancb a sceoa 1 Heaven 
and earth ! when I reiiieiiiber a far-distant person !— bat no more of this 
until I learn from you a proper address and why my letters have lain by 
yon nnanswered, an this is the third I have sent you. The opportunitiM 
will be all gone now, I fear, of sending over the book I mentioned in my 
UsL Donot write me for a week, as I shall not be at home; butasaoon 
after that as possible. 

Ansa uuir I hul thee, thoa gloomy December I 

Anoe mur I tuU thee wi' sorrow and cue ; 
Dire wu the parting then bidst me remember, 
Ferting wi' Nsnoy, oh, ne'er to meet uuir t 
Yours, R. B. 

It appears from this letter that Bums was not yet aware that 
Mrs M'Lehose had returDed*. His atteutioD, besides, was fully 
occupied with an affair of a different character. 

A moat eventful year was dow drawing to a close. In France, 
under the threatened interference of the German states and the 
einigrh, moderation and constitutionalism had been forced to give 
way before an aroused and enraged democracy ; the king was 
a prisoner, under the shadow of approaching execution ; the 
blood of thousands of loyalists had been shed in Faria; a 
republic had been establislied, promising with the aid of its 
victorious arms to revolutionise the whole of Europe. We 
have seen that in February neither the infection of the 
British mind with revolutionary ideas nor the possibility of a 
war with France was seriously apprehended in this country. 
But events liad moved rapidly during the year, line's famous 
essay, The Biyhts of Man, and other publications generally 
declared to be of a seditious tendency, had appeared.* In 
the course of the summer, societies taking the name of 'Friends 
of the People' were established in many parts of the empire. 

• Tilt XigUt 9/ Han wu pubUdwd Id ITVl-lTM. 
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Tlicirovert object WM to' sUjtii the Uirritnl of comipltoii,' nnd bring 
abo)it 'a redress nf rent gricviiiicvs.' Tlio specific micsmuivs thoj 
colli?J for were ' n full, froa, niul isqiial repivsealation of tbe in-'-jjle.' 
nnil a aliortcning of Uio ilurntiun of parliament*. Tdey mrefgllj 
ilit^clainied all extreiiie nnil ilaiigitrous coureea, and iirofesam] to seek 
1>y timely refutiu to permaiioutly strengthen the ancient ioatilD- 
tiuiis of the country. Yet, in the circuinBtoncus of tlio time, 
they were lield by the governing claagua to he danguruus tti tbe 
l>f,ii:a of eocioly. Tlie groat niaaa of tho British people wore 
([iiitB sntislied with the oxisting onlir of things. Indeed, I'sino 
liiid been niobbod at Dover. Neverlhi'luBs, towards tlio chiso of 
the year tho governincut became seriously iinoasy abont wliat 
were freely denounced as revolutionary publicntious and seditious 
|irncticos and opinions. It vras now con tcmjila ting hostilities 
ni^iiinst the French, on the ostensiblo ground of their infrac- 
lioti of tho rights of the Dutch in the opening of the Scheldt, 
but in reality for the purtioso of nttncWng, and, if possible, ex- 
tiiigiiishiii^, a spiiit which was fi'lt lo lie dau'jcr'ius to all allars 
nml nil lliroiies. As n nialter of course, one of its liist con- 
siderations was to secure the hiyalty of its own oihcinls. 

Ihim-s'a Kymi>athy with the French hnd never flagged. He did 
not iitteniiit in cnniiuny to conceal liia disjijijirovnl of tho British 
ministry's war policy or his desire to see acconiiilished thnse 
rer..rins which had loiiy been demanded by the Whig ]iarty. He 
ciintinne.l to denounce public nicii wiio diirere<l fri,>iu him with 
chaiMCtciisticidly andnciouH vehemence. It does not appear 
that he had gone so far as to join 'The Friends of the 
People;' but pomo of his nets wei'e accounted imprudent 
oven by hia lest friends, Vor example, he subscribed to a 
paper called the CozeUcer* which had been started in Klin- 
bni>,'h by n ]»olilician of the name of John.ston for the 
purpose of advocating reform. Johnston was so noted for his 
advanced views that at an ng^regntc meeting or convention of 
reprc^^l'lltntives from tlic liilferciit societies of i-efonuers, ivhich 
was held in .hinies's Court, Kdiuburgh, ou the 22d of Novondicr, 
he was unani.nously called wyw lo take the cl.air, which, however, 
he declined to do. A few months aftenvanis he was imprisoned 

• In the Library .if ll.cHrili-h Mi mum am llin* i]iitiil-fr«(fiiiir r^l-v" cirli : price 3 J.!.) 
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by the authorities ; and the same fate befell the succeediiifj editor 
of the Gazetteer. Even the printer — an honest Jacobite, of the 
name of Moir — found that his concern in the paper stopped his 
credit at banks and made him a marked man ; and it was not 
till he entered a loyal volunteer regiment that his good name was 
in some degree restored. Bums, like Willie Gairlace and liis 
friends in Scotland's Skatfh, 'gat the Gaietteer.' These were 
the terms in which he ordered it ; 



.TO CAPTAIN WH. JOHNSTON, EIrlNBUROH. 

DDMnuB, Stn. IStt, ITM. 

8nt — I have just read your prospectus of the 'Edinliargli Gazetteer.' 
If you go on in your paper with the same spirit, it will, beyond all 
comparison, be the fint composition of the kind In Europe. I beg 
leave to insert my name an a subscriber ; and if you have already 
published any |>apers, please send me tliem from the beginning. Point 
out your own way of settUng payments in this place, or I shall settle 
with yoii through the medium of my friend, Peler Hill, bookseller in 
Edinhurgh. 

Go on, Sir I Lay bare with undaunted heart and steady hand that 
horrid mass of corruption called politics and state-craft. Dare U» draw 
in their native coloura these — 

Cslm-thinking TillaiDa whom no faith etn flee,* 

whatever be the shibboleth of their pretended party. 
The address to me at Dumfries will find, Sir, your veiy hnmble aervant, 

KOBT. BUBNS. 



Wliether or not this letter was ever seen hy any one in authority 
it is not likely that Bnms's subscription to the Gazetteer was a 
secret. There can be little doubt that if it was known it would 
tell against him. So lately as 1817, an emissary of the Lord 
Advocate of the period traced out the subscribers to a liberal 
newspaper then started in Edinburgh — the first that obtained a 
footing after the demise of the Gazetteer. From tlio allusions, 
moreover, it socms highly probable that it was at this time that 
Bums throw off a poetical compliment to the leaders of the 
reforming party in parliament : 
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HEBE'S TO THEM THAT'S AWA. 

Hera's a huoltli tu theui that's awa, 

All' hem 'a to thoni thot 'a nwn : 
And wlia wiiina wish gudo luck to our cause, nUl ■• 

May ncvur gudu luck bo thoir fa' I iuueu 

It 'a gude to bo merry and wise ; 

It 'e gudo to be lioncat iiud trua ; 
It's gude to supjiort Culedoiik's caiue 

And bide by the Buff and the Blue. 

Hure 's a health to them tliat 'a nwii, 

An' lioro 'a to them that 'a awa : 
Here 'a a health to Charlie,* the otiief o' tlie clani 

Althu' that hia banil be but eina' 
Miiy Liberty meet wi' aiieoBaal I 

May Prudence protect hoi fmc evil I ' 

May tymiita and tyranny tine i' the mist he iwt 

And wiiiiiU"'i' thu r.Mul lo ihu duvil ! 

Ilrrus,iliv:Ulli t.i lli.'iii Ihiifsiuva, 

All' Ij.TfV Irt lll.'lll lllill 'silWIi: 

Her,; 's :i lu^dtli to Tiuiii,iie,+ tho Xoihiiid UuMie, 

Tli^it livi'S at tl.i; lii-ii' tlieUw! 
IIcie'sfiw.Mmtohimthat w;id iw.d ! 

Ilcre'-s fivudoiu to liim that Wiid wnto ! 
TIrtu's i.aii.^ evi-r f.^aml tjuit the truth slnmld be heanl 

ISiit they ivh^ni tlir truth wad indite ! J 

Ik-re's a h.-alth to ihem fiiat's ruva, 

.Aii'hne's t.i tlii.-ni that's a«-iii 
Here's Maitlaud and \Vj L:onjhe, J and [may] wha does mi 



.■ r..i.n.v™ .if ' Th.. Krii'i.iN <it 111- iV.i|plc.- Up km m tliin tiior ti 
ih^.ir. William J'l'lly. Ejirl W;r..iiil»-. Jlsrquls of Lan«.lowiif 
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Here 's timiner that 'a red at the heart ! timbsr 

Here 'a fruit that is sound at the core ! 

And may lie that wad turn the Buff and Blue coat 
Be turned to the back o' the dooc ! 

Here 's a health to them that 'a awa, 

An' hero 'a to them that 's awa : 
Here 's Chieftain Macleod, a chieftain wotth gowd,*' 

Tho' hred amang mountains o' snaw ! 
Here's frienda on bwth sides o' the Firth ! 

And frienda on baitli aides o' the Tweed ! 
And wha wad betray Old Albion's rights, 

May they never oat of liar bread I 

If such a song aa this, known to be from the pen of Burns, 
came under the eye of hia oflicial superiors, it could not fail to 
obtain for him distinction of an unenviable kind. 

On the 6th of December we find Burns, iu a letter to Mrs 
Dunlop, alluding to hia sentimenta on pubhc afliiirs as of the 
Opposition complexion, but stating that tlie sense of his situation 
made him cautious in the expression of them. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

DuamiCB, OU Dfctmber 1701. 

I shall be in Ayrshire, I tliiuk, next week ; and if at all powible, I 
shall certainly, my inucli-eateeiiied friend, have the pleasure of visiting 
at Dunlop -house. 

Alai, Madaiit ! iiow seldom <lo wo meet in tliis world, that we have 
reason to congratulate oatselvea on accessions of happiness I I have not 
[lasaed half tlie ordinary term of an old man's life, and yel I scarcely look 
over tlie nbitnary ot a newspaper that I ilu not see some names thai 
I have known, and which I, and other acquaintances, little thought 
til meet with there so soon. Every other instance of the mortality of 
our kind makes us cost an anxious look into the dreodfnt abyss of 
uncertainty and shudder with appreliension for our own fate. Itut of 
how different an importance are the lives of ditfereut individuals I Nay, 
of what importance is one periml nf tlie same life more than anotlierT 

- Ths hnioiis OenenI .Vomun Mulsol (1754-1801) of Dunregin, Ills of Skyc, H.F. lOr 

lend inaiU ■ ipcech In which hs <l«Unil hlg unll«nble dcUinifnitloii to lupport ind 
praacciit« the rerunning ol(J«U which thesocletj hwl In view, Rir which ■ uninlmoiu vola 
of thufct HU Unilersd to him. When lUcleod niicceedcil W tha mUtia, then wu > Uebt 
oil tbeiu of jUO,O0a ; at liii Umth it itood it £70,000. 
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A lew yeani ago I could liftve loin down in tlw diut, 'eudcm of the 
voke of the uoruiu];;' and now, not a few, and theae nimt helplesi, 
iiiiHvitlnnls would, on lodiig me and my exertloiui, loee both their ' staff 
and ahieid.' By the way, these helpleta onei liAve lately got an aildition ; 
Mri IL having given me a fine girl sines I wrote yon.* There lit a 
charming passage in Thomson's Edtoard and Eleonwa : 



As I am got in the way o( qnotationa, 1 shall give yon another from 
the same piem, pecnliarly, alas, too peculiarly, aiiiweite, my dear Madain, 
to your present frame of mind : 

Who lo unworthy but may prondly desk him 

With hii fa[r-VHther virtue, thst OKnlts 

Qlid o'er the aainnifr mun ! the tempot oonm. 

The rough vitidi nge Bloud ; when from the hehu 

Thii virtus >hrinki, uid in > oomer Uei 

Lkmentlng—Heireni ! it privileged from trial. 

How sheup ft thing were virtus I 
I do not reinembcr to have heard yon mention Thomson'a draiuaa. I 
pick np favorite quotations and store tliem in my mind as ready 
armour, offensive or defensive, amid the struggle of this turbnlent exiat- 
cnce. Of these is one, a very favorite one, from his Aifrtd— 

Attach tl»e flrnily to the virtnotia deedi 

And ofHws or hfe ; to life itwlt, 

Witli all its vain and truiiiient joya, «t loow. 

I'l'nlMthly I have quutud Hiiuie of tlieseto yon formerly, an indeed when I 
write from tlie heart, I nm apt lo 1)o guilty of snch re])etitions. The 
eompKxs of tlie lienrt, in the niufiiral Htyle of exprcmion, in much more 
hounded than that of the imagination, so the notefi of tlie former are 
extremely apt to run into one nnothcr ; hutinretnvn fortlie]>ancityofils 
compaiw, itsff>w nolCH nm much more h wee t. I mnst still give yon anotlicr 
qnotation, which I am nhun«t unre I liave (;iven yon Iwforo, hut I Rannot 
reHiHt the templatlnn. The nnhjcct in religion— Biieaking of ite import- 
nnce to niniikiml, the author cayf 

Til ttlt, my frimd, that ntrcalcB oar morning bright ; 

"Tia (All that gilitii the hurrun uf nur niglit. 

When wealth funukes iia am) when [riendn an few ; 

When friendu are faithleu or when foea purauo -. 

Tia tliU that warda the blow or stilla the smart ; 

Diaaniia afHiction or rejieli hia dart ; 

Witlilii the braart bida purest raptures riao ; 

liida Biiiilins conuiianoe aproad her cloudleaa ekioat 

• Blliabrth Itlil.lal, boni !lat Koveinber, 17M. 

I Qiiotsdat Vol. ll.,p.SU(rrDiu vtr*MprtBinllaUarve]r'iUalU(i(ieiu),aiHl Atliuentijr 
bi Bumi'* IttWra. 
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I nee yon are in for double postage, ao I aliall e'en scribble out t'other 
slieet We in tbia conntry liere have niany alanna of tlie rafomiing, or 
ratlicr tlie republican, apiritof your partof the kingdom. Indeed, we are 
a good deal in commotion oiiraelveK. For me, I am a placeman, you 
know; a very humble one indeed. Heaven knowa, bntaUll bo much w> 
aa to gag nie. What niy privat« sentimente are, you will find out 
without an interpreter. • • • 

1 have taken up the subject in another view, and the other day, for a 
pretty Actreea'a benefit'niglit, I wrote an Address, wliicli I will give on 
the other page, called * The Righia of Wonian.' 

I Bhallbav« the honor of receiving yonrcritidaniB in person at Dunlop. 

R. R 

Bums did viait Ayrshire, and spent four days with Mrs Dunlop. 
Ho appears to have been utterly unconecioua of ttny impending ill- 
fortune. At this very time, however, some information regarding 
his pohtical opinions, if not nets, was on its way to the Board of 
Excise, and n cloud was aliout to burst on his head. It seems far 
from unlikely that a daring toast was the immediate cause of 
the displeasure he incurred. And it has been expressly stated that 
such a toast was 'one of the things which brought IluroB into 
disgrace with hia Excise masters : ' it was ' Here '« Ute laet verne of 
the Icut chapter of Ute lout Book op Kikqs ! ' • 

TO ROBERT GHAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTBV. 

DdxnkrlTea. 

Sin— I have been auqiriaed, confounded and distracted by Mr Mitchell, 
tlie Collector, telling me that he has received an order from your Bnardt 
to inquire into my political conduct, and blaming nie oh a peraon dis- 
aRected to Government. 

Sir, you are a husband— and a father. You know what you would feel, 
to see the mnch-loved wife of yonr boaoiii and yonr helpless, prattling 
little ones turned adrift into the world, degradeil and disgraced from a 
situation in which they had been respectable and reepected, and left 
almoat without the necesaary mipport of a miaerable existence. Alas I 
Sir, nmat I think that aiicb, aoon, will l>e my lot I and from the d— nined 
dark insinnations of helliali, grmindlcAS envy, too \ I believe, Sir, I may 
aver it, and in the sight of Onmincience, that I would not tell a deli1>crate 
falsehood, no, not though even worse horrors, if worm can be, than those 

' Mcnllonsd In Hoon'ii Diary. oi> Uie miUiority of Mr Alien, of Ilolluid Houh cslebrlty. 
Thp vena In <ii tlieir biiK'^]>UI>I« of a <lirr«niiit inHnlng ind ■pplicstion : ' Anil hl> ■IIdh- 
BRM »u s coiitiiiiiil illowKncB givBTi l.iTii Of 111* Idjin, ■ J.lly rets for every d.y. M Hie 
tlsy>ortii<ilir>'.' DitttUergcuibe little <lou tit thit tliii wu not the unM In which the 
]ioet nioint the Inait to be accepted. 

t The Caininiaelutien of tlie Bcotllih B^nl of Biclie it tbli tliii* were OaOTE* BrowB, 
Thoiiiu Wlarton. Jiinee SUxkrt, Robert Onluini (o( Flntiy), ud John Oilne. 
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1 liiive lueiilionod. hunK over my li«ad ; an<i 1 say thai Lhe aII^ 
wlintever Tillain lias mode it. is ft lie I To tbe UritisU Cnaslilulion, oo 
ifvulution priticiplcti, next &fter my God, I am moat ilevoully a.Uadied : 
Yon, Sir, havo be«n much and gcnerouBly my frienil. He&ven koowe 
liow wamily I have felt tlio obligation and liow gnttefiilly I liare thanked 
yoit I Fortune, Sir, has made yon poirerful and nte inipot«ul ; liaa (n^v 
yuii patnmage and nie dependence, t would not, for my single self, call 
on yimrliumanity: were snch my insular, unoonn«:l«i ritualion, 1 wonld 
despiM the tear tliat now bwgIIs in my eye— I could brave iiiiafortune, I 
could face niin ; for at ttie wont, 'Death's thousand donra etAnil n|i«in : ' 
but, good God i the tender ctmcemB that I have meiitiancd. the ctaiius 
and Lies lliaC I see at tliU moment and feel around me, liow Llicy un- 
nerve CooraKe and wither Resolution ! To your patronage, an a tiian of 
nuiiie genius, yon have allowed lue a cluin ; anil your esteem, as an 
liDtjest man, I know ia my due : To these. Sir, permit nie to a]i)>eal : by 
llime may I adjure you to save me from that misery which thicatens (i> 
Dvuru'lielm me and which, with my latest breath I will say it, I liav« 
Nul ileacrved. It. tL 

Tlioro has bean a Uispiilu about tlio iiatura and extent of the 
tn.iiM.! into which Jiiirjis fell on lliia ocwsion. His siii„Tvi.=or 
and frit^n.l, Fitidhitcr, who Miivive.l till 1830, was cf^rtuin (hat 
only a very slif^ht hint ol" diwiiijH'obation or warning was yiven to 

Ijccn Cdiuniunieuluil tlii'on^li liini. Xo noticv of a rc)<rini.in<l to 
Unriis has Iktu fouml in the rcoonls of the BoJini of Excise. 
the po^'t liiiLLM^If niudu h\a a tlijjht iillui^iou to tliL' iiiatlor in a 
h'ttw to Mrs l)unl(J|), written u r«w days after; ami siafcely 
referrcil to it (it any suljsciinent time. All Una would niako it 
«citin that ll\Lrns iii his letk-r ti. ^Ir Craliani, <:X|.ressed excessive, 
thoii-h not ninialural, a];iriii and warnjth of indi-nation. On the 
iither liaml, rnnimn' ii'iaeflenleil the ]njct as dismissed from his 
i^ituatiun lor his |«diti<'al heterodoNy, and he ]iim=olf, in a lrtt<^r 
Ai.ril 17^3, slateil that Imt for Mr Cndium's 
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kindneMt which rendered the four daya I spent under tluvt genial roof, 
foar of the pleasantest I ever enjoyed.— Alas, my dearest friend 1 liow 
few and fleeting are tlione things we call pleasures I On my road to 
Ayrsliire, I S|)ent a niglit with a friend wlioni I much valued— a man 
who«e days promised to be many ; and on Saturday last we laid him in 
the dnet I 



Jan. S, ITW. 

I have just received yount of the30tli ; and feel much for your situation. 
However, I heartily rejoice in your prospect of recovery from thai vile 
jaundice. As to myself, 1 am better, tliougli not quite free of my com' 
plaint. You must not think, as you seem to insinuate, that in my way 
of life I want exercira. Of tliut I have enoiigli ; but occasional hard 
drinking is the devil to me. Against this I have again and again bent 
my resolution and liave greatly aucceeded. Taverns I have totally 
abandoned ; it is the piivate parties in the family way, among the hard- 
drinking gentlemen of this country, that do me the mischief— but even 
this I have more than half given over,* 

Mr Corbet can he of little service to nie at present ; at least I should 
be shy of applying, f cannot possibly )>e settled as a supervisor, for 
several years. I must wait the rotation of the list and there are twenty 
names before mine.f I might indeed get a job of officiating, where a 
settled supervisor was ill or aged ; hut that hauls me from my family, 
as I could not remove them on such an uncertainty. Besides, some 
envious, malicious devil has raised a little demur on my political prin- 
ciples, and 1 wish hi let that matter settle before 1 ofTer myself too much 
in the eye of my supervisors. I have set, henceforth, a seal on my lips 

■ •Th« following fxtnct from a 1ett«r wlilrewiFd by Robert BIoamBeld, the BnObllt 
poet, iiiChor or Tht Famti'M fioy, to the Sirl of Biichu. conUini h IntflnntlnK *n 
tihlbltlon of tJis iiuxlaty Inhennt In rul worth, »<) h philowphlol, iiid U, Ihs 
umn tiina to inellcil. in eelliute of the ailfereTit chanoteri lud ileallnlM of Burni 
■nd lU intlior, that 1 ihonUI «t«sin inyuK culptbid ware I to vlthhold It from Uie 
public vien; '>Th« lllnitiioilii Mul thit bu left imongat lia the n«in« of Bun» liu 

rlrenmiUnrH thin lii ausntlale. That min itooil up witb the itiiiip of iupirior Intellect 
on hli brow-1 vinible Rnntnau : ind gmt ind pitrlotlc iuli]«U would only hive called 
Into Bctlon th« pow«n of bin mind, which lajr iiuctlvs while he pliytil nlmly and si. 
quiaitely the iKWtonI pijie. The lettere to which I hive illndeil In my prtBue to th« 
Jtnnl TnUi were friendly wimlngs, pointed with iiiiniedlite rareirnce to the bt« of tbit 
eitnonliiury inin. 'Rcineniber BumiV hu tKeo tlie watchword of my frteiidi. 

qnench, nor hiri jjaniioiiii to control I Where, tlien. iamy nieri^ if] inihaa peaceful Toya^ 
on atmooth Kl Ind with no mutiny on boinlf To a lady— I havs It trmn heraelf— who 
nmonstrmlal with biin on hli daniier fn»N drink and tlia pannlU of tome of hli auocL 
itM. he rTplled : ' Madam, they would not tluiih In* lOi my coinpiny It I did not drink 
with them. I xiiH Kive t1i"iii i illFe of my constitution.' Row nnich to be regrettod 
tl«t be did not Rive Ihsiii thinner illcai of hli Kinitltution, thit it might have laitod 
long»t ! " '— CnokK K . 

t Thl« would IppMr to prove 
cloubMdly entarUlind fttr ■« 



as to tliote unlucky politic* j but lo jrnu 1 riumC br««tlie ray •ealinusu. 
In lliii, M in every tliinii; hIm, I slinll iliiiw the nndiaguistd enoliuui of 
my Miul. Wur I deprecate ; Rimry and ruia to thuoMuids uc in Uu 
blaiit lUat KDDouncee the deaCrucUvo doRion. fint * ■ ' 



Villi nee my liiinieil life, Madam : I can mily cniniiiniiil sUu-ts o( time: 
lii^wGver, I am g^larl of one tiling: sincu I finisliol tlio otlinr iliMl. 
t)ic palitical Lltut tlint thitwtencd ujy ivelfan b avcrhlotni. I 
linve eorrenponded wllh CmnnilMiaiier Omlinni, for tlie ImmuyI luid m»A» 
me tlis mliject of tlie>irftntni«(lT«riiiaii)i; and now I Itnve tti« ]>li!Asareof 
iiifiivmint; you tlmt nil ia set to rifclits In lliHt qiurtvr. Nnw ns to lliew 
informen, may tlio dovll 1« let Inwe 10 — jiut bold I I va» iiiiiylM|{ 
mnst fervently in my lost «l>ret, and 1 nnist not fo Koon fnti a-aivoAriag in 
IliiK. 

Alaa 1 how little do the wantonly or idly offidooii think what mWiM 
they do by their maliciooB insinuationii, indirect ini pertinence or thon^^it- 
1cH» hlahbin^ 1 Wliat a lUflerence tliore is in intrinsic worth, candour, 
liciicvolence, ^nemsity, kindne»9-_iii alt tlic charit)«« and all the virtaw, 
Ijctween one clnaa of Imnian beings and another 1 For instance, iJm 
]Liiii<i1de HrfiL- I mt ktMy mixed with in the hn<ipitahle hnlt of Dnnlop. 
tlii'ir ■;emTOii!" Iicjuls — thdr imcoiitftminatpil, iligiiilied mind?'— tlieir in- 

if miph cimipaiiiii; were tint dnwiiiiglit sacrilefje— ivilli the snul of tlip 

Unit never iilleiiileil him : anri with a j;vin ot sntisfiiction see the unfor- 
liiuaie hr'iii;;, liin hiiilifiil wife and piiittiii]}: itiuoccnls tiirneil over to 

^\.iiv Clip, my deiir Maihirii, aiiivod s:ifL-. I liad two worlliy fellows 
diriiti;^ Willi mu tlic other lUv, when J, witii fji^.it fnniiality. pi'(Hliice<l 






<ll»|ila)' at loyiilty bikI * 



my wliignielaeria cup* and told them tli«t it had been a fFiiiiily-pivce 
among the deacendaute of Sir William Wallace. This roused saeh an 
eiithusiaaiu that they iuBiBted on buiuperiug the punch round in it ; and, 
by and by, never did yiiur great ancMtor lay a Sulhron more completely to 
reat than for a time did your cii(i niy two friends. Apropow, tliis ia the 
Mason of wisliing. May God bless you, tiiy Ueiir friend, and bless me, 
Che humblest and Bincerest of your friends, liy granting you yet many 
reluniB of the season ! May all good things attend you and youra, 
wherever they are scattered over the earth 1 R. B. 

Tbfl merry- making alluded to in tliia letter hoa been identified, 
tjr tradition, with a cnrousnl, the etory of which has been thus 
told: 'The poet, not being on good terms with the parish 
clorgy, and no great fHvourite at this tiiuo with most of the 
cloth, hod still retained the friondshij) of a worthy and able 
man, the Rev. Mr M'Morine of Caerlaverock.t Meeting this 
gentleman in Dumfries on a market-day, when the country 
clergy usually came to town to hear the news, he asked 
him to come next forenoon to baptise his recently bom 
infant; and Mr M'Morine came accordingly, but at an earlier 
hour than was perhaps expected. On being shown into 
Burns's pixrlour, ho found tho poet and two companions, 
apparently prolonging a sitting commenced the previous evening, 
the two visitors being in that state which Burns in his letter 
ascribes to his two " worthy fellows " as tho result of bumpering 
with the WalUiee-cup. The poet seemed taken by surprise, 
but quickly recovered his self-possession and soon put things 
in ordor for tho ceremony.' Mr M'Morine used to tell the story 
against the poet He ' was shocked by the idea of so prolonged a 
debauch, and thought meanly of the appearance of the two guests.' 

The next letter is of great importance, because it contains an 
absolute denial of a grave indiscretion charged against Burns, 

TO ItOBERT ORAHAM, ESQ. 

Dimruu, UA Jan. ITOT. 

honoar«d with your letter ; with what feelings I 
of your goodness, I slisll not pretend to describe. 



I WIIILuii U-Muriiie, lun or Uia mJntiUr of KlrliiMtrlcti-Diirhiin, wu mLtiKtaror Chi^ 
laverncJc from 17S4 UDtll hlit death Ih isn; had thB dnflm ol 1>.D, coiifamd on him hy 
the Unlvsnlty of Bdlnbui^h, 1811 ; and wu Hwlsntoc or ths Osiisnl Auuiibly oriUL 
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Nniv to the cimrgea wiitch niAlice luiil inUrepreseiiMtinn hnvr lirODgbl 
n^uiiist me. It Iihh been Hnitl, it seenits, tlmt I not only belong Ui, 
but lieai!, n ilisafiected party in tliin (ilitra. I know at no |uuty in 
tliis \<\iuse eitber republicnn or refnvm, except on obi ptLTty of bomugh- 
refiiriii, witli wLicli I never liad snytliiiig to do. Imlividuols, botli 
rp]niblican nr refonn. we linve. Iboiijch not many of «llb<ir ; but if tfaey 
liave lUwncUteil, it in more thou 1 hAVo Uie leftat knowledge nf, sn4 
if Ibere exist« audi R4I asMKUKUon, it mnst eonsUt of £ueb oliwui*, 
iiniiietefiS b^in;^ fui iireolnilee laij {MMaibility of my beinj; known to 
tbeii). or they to me. I wm in tlie pkybnuse one niglit wlieii ^^ Im 
wascaHod for. I was in the middle of the pit : and from tbe pit tlie 
cbtninur aroae. One or two individuaU nith wlioai 1 occMionallj' vao- 
pLate were of the party, bnt I neither knew of tbe plot iior joined in tbe 
pint, nor even opened my lips either to him or bnxxa * thnt, or any oilier 
liolitical liiue whatever. 1 looked on myself as far too obscure a man tn 
hitve any weif;ht in qnolling a riot ; at the same lime, as a character of 
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lo AIUu Ciinningliani— ' I Ihtnk you <Io huiui 

irntiilly iiHllKmt on Uul pofnt, uicl I maemlMr atw pmalL Wa won it Uin pUy la 
IJiiiiin-lBii In ODtobv im^Uw (klBdmba Haul bafait Uim In fln ta«B. tia {jhy 

trail "As xou Uka It." Mlu FDntBnella. RondiHl, irh«n "QoA lirslM Kins * WU called 
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hi{[her reRpectability tli&n to yell in the Iiowlingn of a rabble. This wu 
the eonilnct of all tlie lint chanutera in tlie place ; aud tliese cliaracten 
know, and will avow, that audi was my conduct. 

I never nttered any invectives against the king. Hia private worth it 
IB altogether inipauible that such a man ai I can appreciate ; and in hia 
public capacity I always revered, and always will, with the sonndeet 
loyalty, revere the nmnarch of Great Britain, aa, to apeak in Masonic, 
the aacred Keybtone of Our Roval Arch Cosbtitution. 

As to Rbform Principles, 1 look upon the British Constitntion, aa 
aettled at the Revolution, to be the moat glorious conatitution on earth 
or that perhapa the wit of man can frame ; at the Home time, 1 think, 
and yoo know what liiRh and dietinguiahed charactera have for aonie 
time thonght so, that we liave a good deal deviated from the original 
principles of that conatitnlion ; particularly, that an alarming syeteni 
of corruption bos pervaded the connection between the executive power 
and the Honae of Commons. This is the truth, and the whole truth, of 
my reform opinions, which, l>efore I was aware of tlie complexion of 
these innovating times, I too unguardedly (now I see it) sported with ; 
but henceforth I seal np my lips. However, I never dictated to, corre- 
sponded with or had the least connection with, any political aaaociation 
whatever — except, that when tlie magistrates and principal inhabitanta 
of this town met to declare their attachment to the conatitution am) 
their abhorrence of riot, which declaration yon would aee in the papers, 
I, as I thought my duty as a subject at large and a citizen in par. 
tieular called npon me — snlvtcribed tlie same declaratoi-y creed. Of 
Johnston the publisher of the ' E<linburgli Gazetteer,' 1 know nothing. 
One evening, in company with four or five friends, we niet witli his 
prmpectus, which we thought manly and independent ; an<l I wrote to 
him, onlering his paper for ns. If you think that I act improperly in 
allowing his paper to come addressed to me, I shall immediately counter- 
mand it. I never, ao judge me God I wrote a line of prose for the 
'Gazetteer' in my life. An occasional address, spoken by Miss Fontenelle 
on her benefit-night here, which I called the ' Rights of Wonian,' I sent 
to the 'Gazetteer,' as also some extempore stanzaa on the commemora- 
tion of Thomson : both these I will subjoin for your perasa). Yon will 
see that they have nothing whatever to do with politics. At the time 
when I sent Johnston one of these poems, hut which one I do not 
remember, I enclosed, at the reqnest of my warm and worthy friend, 
Hnltert Riddel, Esq., of Glenriddel, a prose essay, signed 'Cata,' written 
by him and addressed to the delegates for the County Reform, of which 
he was one for this country. With the merits or demerits of that essay 
I have nothing to do, further than transmitting it in the same frank, 
which frank he had procured me. 

Aa to France, I was her enthusiaatic votary in the beginning of the 

husincMi. When she came to shew her old avidity for conquest, in 

annexing Savoy,* Ac, to her dominions and invading the righte of 

* Bavo]' wu sniwxcd to Francs on Novmnbn 37, isn. 
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Hnllftnil, I altered my wntiinentjt. A llppllng ImIIaH * tvhii^li I rnn^f m 
till' prinoe of Bmnawlck'* brealcinK up lilo raiuip, «d^ ttnnf,' o»» cunrlrul 
evviiing, I almll likewue MHit yon, mmIixI np, as it fa tH>t |(or]«r»)ti>><tyt 
rcruling. Tliis last ui not worth yonr pems&l i Irat leaC Mim Fahe 
K)iould, u slie hu nlreuly done, um, and ov»n ftlioM. Im oM privilrgc of 
lying, youBliall be the ni»st«T of ovsrytliing, Upmr et l« ootiirr, <J my 
pnlilicftl nritingH tuiil conduct. 

TliLB, my honoureil patron, is bll, To Uila MateoMni I dmllwiiie 
iliHiliilution. Mii>t4iken ])rejiiilire or nnenurded paaBjoa may tnbUttd. 
tiiiil Imve often iiiiiloit, nic ; bnt yihm eiillei! an to W)»w«r fur my 
iiiiKtiikea, though — I will wy it — no man e&n ftwl ktwnrr conijiuix-tiim 
fur liU errors, yet, I truHt, no nifui c&ii Iw nioro mtticrior to cvmIod at 

1 aluill do myself tlie honour to tluuik Mn> Rmhiun for her goodnem ia 
n HcpuitM letter. 

If, Bir, I have been no fortunate ns to do awny with theae miwinir*. 
lienKions of niy conduct and cliftrncter, 1 aliall, with tlie oonGdence wliicb 
you were wont to allow me, apply to your goodneM on every opening in 
llie way of business where t think I with propriety may otTer niyaolf. 
An instanee that occurs just now s Mr M'Fnrlane, supervisor oj tlm 
(inlliway dintrict, in nnd has been for somo time very ill. I spokf> to 
Mr Mitrlii'll n- (^ liin "italics (o forward my npplierilion for th? jnh; l^it 
thiiiii;li III- eN|>iv~sfil, .itirl ever doe.i cxpi'ctui, every kindness for nic, he 
be*^iliil<'-, ill licii>i"< tlinl Ihe disease ninv lie of short continuance. }Uiw- 
cvfi, a^- it ^('l■llls til 111! a paralvtic alTodinn, I fenr that it mny lie some 



V linnly consUtiil 
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ami ini-x 



. thinK' 






T II K li I ('. 11 T S {) V \V M A N. 

AN occASiosAi. Ammi'^.'w, .si'okkn" bv miss fostrnei.le ox her 

IIKSKFIT XUillT, 20T1I SOVIt. 1792.+ 

To Mrs Omliaiii of l-'intry, this little poom, wiiUfti in liiisto on ihc 

ti. that Hex, Ihe Sliisr amiabt.K liK TIIK WOUKS OK (ioD— i,s most 
rcs|H>clfnlly prcsL-iilcd by The AvTHnii. 
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On tho same shoot follow verses 
EXTEMPORE ON SOME COMMEMORATIONS OF THOMSON. 
DoBt thou not rise, indignant shade, 

And smile wi' sjmming scorn 
When they whti wad hne etotved thy lifo would 

Thy sensolcas tnrf adorn ) 

Helpless, niane, thou clamh the brae, 

Wi' niickle, inickle toil, much 

Anil cirtnght th' unfading garknd there, cmnght 

Thy sair-won, rightful spoil. 

Ami wear it there I and call aloud 

This axiom undoubted — 
Would thon lino uoblea' patronise? 

' First learn to livo without iti' 

To whom line much, shall yet bo given, 

la every grent man's fiiith ; 
But he, the helploaa, needful wretch, 

Shall lose tho luito lie hath. 

Those verses, which, aa Bums noted in his letter to Graham, 
wore forwarded to tlio Edinhurgh Gazetteer, clcariy jirovo that 
Bums had now rcnliscd tho true character of the Buchnn celebra- 
tions 'in honour' of the poet Thomson. 



ROnBRT nVRHS TO (lEOROE THOU80K. 

I>TninucB, Janvaryf ITOS. 

O POORTITH CAULD AND RESTLESS LOVE 
Tune— Cnidrf Kail in A berdeen. ' 
poortith caulcl and restless love, intertj 

Ye wrack my |iCiico between ye ; 
Yet poortith a' I could forgive. 
An 'twere na for my Jeanie. 
■ nit KHiE 1* luiMlIr imit to tlw tna« ' I iMd ■ hiMMk Iliad Mw railr.' 
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Okonu — why should Fate sic plensnro have. 
Life's dearest bands untwining 1 
Or why sao sweet a flower as love 
Depend on Kortuiio's shining?* 

The warkl'e w«iUIi, when I think on 
Ita priile and q' tlie lave o' 't ; 

O fio on silly coward man 

That he should be the hIqvo o' 't ! 

Her o'en. sae bonie blue, betray 
How she repays my passion ; 

But priHloncB IB her o'erwonl ny : burti 

She talks o' rank and fashion. 

O wha can prudence think upon 

And sic n lassie by him t 
wha can prudence think upon 

And Kie ill love as I am ) 

How blest the humble cotter's fate ! + 

He wiHjs his artless dearie ; 
The silly boslos, wealth and Male, 

Uaii ncvor m.ike liim .-.■vio. 





fi A I, I, 


A W A T K It. 


Bmw, 


braw lads i 


m Yarrow -braes, 


They rove .inianfr the hl.'omiiig Ik 


Bnt Y 


,irrow-l.mes 


horEllri.;kshaws 


Oin 


mal<-h the la.ls o' OalU W»U 


Dtit tl 


icre is mie. 


a secret ^ne, 


Abr 


"in them a' 


I loe him lietter ; 


And I'll !«;■ his a 


ind h-'llbemine. 


The 


Iwnie Inil ( 


.' Oalla "Water. 



CUHFBIBS. 

Altho' his daddie was nae laird, 

Aiid tho' I has na meiklo tocher, 
Yet rich in kindest, truest love, 

We '11 tent our flocks by Galla Water. 

It ne'er was wealth, it ne'er was wealth. 
That coft contentment, peace or pleasure : 

The bands and bliss o' mutual love, 
0, that's the chiefest warld's treasure.* 



Many returns of the seBsoii Ui yon, my dear Sir. How eomes on your 
publication T Will these two be uf u.iiy service to you! Disposeof iheui 
as Beeiiieth good in thy sight. If you are be^pin with the work, I could 
like to see one of your proofs, merely from curiosity and, peril apa, to try to 
get you a subscriber or two. 1 should also like tu know wliat other sotigs 
you print to each tune, besides tlie verses to wliicli It is set. In short, I 
would wish to give you my opinion on all the poetry you publish. Yon 
know it is my trade ; anil a man in the way of liis trade may suggest 
useful hints that escape men uf much superior parts and endownienta 
in other thiiigs. 

If you meet with my dear and much-valued Cunningluun, greet hiui in 
uy name witli tlie coinpliiuaut« of the season. — Yours, 

RoBT. BuRMa 



■ Soma jBtn batar* ooinptaliig ths present beautiful eong, Diinii Iisd Klven to the 
Sa>(f Ualal Jrunat (vol. 11., ITBS) the rolloirliig improved vimtim of tlie orteinsl homely 
biUul. wliich, It nu>]r be luei.tlODeJ, reCerml not tt> the Isdi, but lo ■ bmotOiit Water, a 

tilbutarj of the Tweed: 



my lane thro' the water. 



Bae bonny bin 
Raa white her 
The nialc I hit 



* Blbbou to blDil the hair. 
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Gilbert ]3urns, in his memoranda as to heroines, written for 
Thomson, pluces opposite Toortith Cauld' — 'A Miss Jane 
Blackstock, afterwards Mrs Whiticr of Liverpool : ' it is more 
probable that Jeau Lorimer inspired the versea In the maun- 
script, Thomson makes a pencil-note on the margiu — ^ These 
versos, I humbly think, have too much of uneasy, cold reflec- 
tion for the air, which is pleasing and rather gay than otherwise.' 
The letter having ap^xirently been returned to Bums, he adds : 
'The objections are just, but I cannot make it better. The 
stuff won't bear mending j yet, for private reasons, I should like 
to see it in print.' 



SONNET: 



WRITTEN ON THE 25TH JANUARY 1793, THE BIRTHDAY OF THE AUTHOR, 
ON HEARING A THRUSH SING ON A MORNING WALK. 

Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough ; 

Sing on, sweet bird, I '11 listen to thy strain ; 

See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign, 
At thy blythe carol clears his furrowed brow. 

Thus in lone Poverty's dominion drear 

Sits meek Content, with light, unanxious heart ; 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part, 

Kor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee, Author of this opening day. 

Thou whose briglit sun now gilds yon orient skies ! 
Kichcs denied, thy boon was purer joys. 

What Wealth could never give nor take away ! 

Yet come, thou cliild of Poverty and Care ! 

The mite high Heaven bestowed, that mite with thee I '11 share. 



GEORGE THOMSON TO ROBERT BURNS. 

Edinburqh. Jan. 20(A, 1708. 
You make me happy, my dear Sir, and tliousands will be happy to see 
the charming songs you have sent mc. Many merry returns of the sea- 
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son to yon ; oud may yon long coDlinne atnong tlie sons aud daughters of 
Culedouia, to delit'lit tlietu and to lionour yountelf. 

The four last songa with wliicli you favoured nie, viz., ' Auld Bob 
MoniB,' ' Duncan (iray,' 'Ualla Water,' and ' CauliI Kail,' are admii-able. 
Uiincan ia imleed ' a lad of grace ' and his humour will endear liim 
to every Ixxly. The distracted lover in 'Auld Bob' and the happy 
iliephenless in ' Galla Water ' exbibit an excellent coutraat : tbey apeak 
from genuine feeling and powerfully tonch tlie heart. 

The number of songs wliich I had originally in view was limited ; bnt 
I now resolve to include every Scutcli air and song worth singing, leaving 
none behind bnt mere gleanings, to which the publishers of omw- 
gatheram are welcome. I would rather be tlie editor of a collection from 
which nothing could be taken away than of one to which nothing could 
be added. We intend presenting the sulscribers with two beautiful 
stroke-engravings — the one characteristic of the plaintive, and tlie other 
of the lively, songs ; and I have Br Bcattie's promise of an essay on the 
subject of our national music, if hia health will permit him to write it. 
As a number of our songs have doubtless been called forth by particular 
events or by the charms of peerless damsels, there must be many curiona 
anecdotes relating to them. 

The late Mr [Williani] Tytler of Wootlhoitselee, I believe, knew more of 
this than anybody, for hejoined to the pursuits of on antiquary a taste for 
Iioetry, besides being a man of the world and possessing an enlhasiasm 
for music beyond most of his contemporaries. He was quite pleased 
with this plan of mine, for I may say it has been solely managed by me ; 
and we had several long conversations about it when it woa in embryo. 
If I could simply mention the name of the heroine of each song and the 
incident which occasioned the verses, it would he gratiFying. Pray, will 
yon send me any information of this sort, as well with regard to yonr 
own eongs ns the old ones ? 

To all the favourite songs of the pltuative or pastoral kind will be 
joined the delicate accompaniments, &c., of Pleyel. To those of the 
comic and hnniorous class I think accompaniments scarcely necessary : 
they are chiefly fitted for the conviviality of the festive hoard ; and a 
tnneful voice, with a proper lielivery of the words, renders them perfecL 
Nevertheless, to these I propose adding bass accompaniments, because 
then they are fitted either for singing or for instrumental performance, 
when there happens to lie no singer. I mean to employ our right trusty 
friend, Mr Clarke, to set the liass to these, which lie assures me be will 
do eon nmore and with much greater att«ntinn than he ever bestowed 
on anything of llie kind. But fur this last class of ain I will not attempt 
to find more than one set of versen. 

That eccentric bard, Peter Pindar, has start«t) I know not how many 
difliculties about writing for the airs I sent him, Ivecause of the pecu- 
liarity of the measnre and the trammels they impose on his flying 
Pegn.ius. I subjoin for your |>enisal tlie only one I have yet got from 
him, being for the fine air 'Lord Gregorj'.' The Scotevenea printed 
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Willi thai ail' aie ttikeu from the luiildle of ou ol>l IiaIIoi] called ' 'l'\w 
l,n.-4a of Locltroyan,' wbich I On nul wlRiirc.* 1 hnre umi douu tlie air 
tlierefon: a» a creditor of yours. Maiiy i>f tlie JHCubiW aongit lue nflete 
witli wit ami liumour ; niiglit not tlie bc*t u( lliow be Lucludcil in our 

VdIuIIIC of COtllic SOUK*' ^- T' 

POSTSCBIPT FKUM TUE HON. AKDRKW KKSKlMK.t 
Ml' Tlioriison Iiasbeeu aoubHgiDg u to give mcnpei-iisalof j-oureon^ 
' Hi^'liUiiil Mnry' ia most eiicluuitiiiKly lutlietic tuiil ' Duuckh Gmy' 
inv-^pssea nativo {jenaiae liiniiour : 'Spak o' lou]iiii o'er a linn ' is a tine 
of ilHcIf lliat shoutit make yon iiiiiiiortal. I ■oiiieliiiieA hear of you from 
iiiir mutual frionil, CunninKliani, 'who is a most exoelleut fellow, pueBees- 
iri);, nbave all men I know, thocliarmof aiiiostoliligiiigdutposition. You 
kiiiilly proinitieil me, about a year ago, a collection of your uupuliliahed 
liitKliictiona, rdvfiaut aod aiiiorouiv I know from exporieucc bow irk- 
rioiiie it ia to copy. If you will get any trusty penion in Dniiifriea to 
WL'iLe theiu over fair, I will give Pet«r Hill whatever he asks for liia 
trouble (uid I certainly akall not betray yonr confidence. I am, your 
hearty admirer, AXDBKW I^rskixk. 



I ftiiiirovo t;ii'.itly, my dc^r Sii, of jour plans ; Dr Beulliu's E,s.-ay will 
of itNi^lf be ;i Ireiisuii-. On my ]>iivl. 1 nieiin lodriiwupaii nppoiidix to 
till! IKicl'ir'K Essiiy, I'oiiliiiniiin my hioi-k of anecdotes, &e., of our Scots 
Airs ,111.1 SuiK'-. All ll.e hile Mr Tyllers mipt.lole* I b.ive by me, 
lakfii down in llic ('oiii>u of my !ii'c|iiiiiMtnt]cc with him, from hilt own 
mimlli. I niu suvb mi ('[itlm>iu»t tliiit, in tlie course of my several jieie- 
firinaiiims tlnnuj;!! Scotland. 1 miuli; ik pil-iiniiij;c to tlie imiividual sjmt 
from wlii.-li liny [,o].iilarM)nf;t<i..k its rise. ' Lochnbei ' .ind 'The Hriie« 
.if itiillemlciiii ■ exei>|iti-d. So far ofl the locality, eitliev from the title of 
tlic iiir in- Uw toiiiir of the sim;;, rouUI be nscerlaincil, I have jj.iid my 
dcvotiiin jU the ]iiii tiruliir shrine of every Scots Muse. 

I d.m'l iloulit but ynii niij;lil niiike n very valuable collection of 
.Iticoliiie Mini;~ ; but wonld it j;ivc no olFence? In the meanlimc. ilo iiot 
you think that .'^omo of thi'in, ].;iiti.-nUrly * Tlie Sow'b Tail to (ieonlie,' 
a.tiin Air, with other "oid-.mi-ht he well worth it» plHce in your col lec- 



If it 
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tlie notea ODght to be eet. There in a naJfveU, a pastoral Bimplicity, in 
a Hiiglit intermixture of Scots words and pbraseology, which b more in 
iiuiauD— at least to my taste, and, 1 will add, to every gennine Cats- 
douian taste— witli the aiiuplc p&thoa or rustic aprij^htliness of our native 
ninEic tliaJ) any £ngliiih veiBcs whatever. For ins lance, in my 'An)d 
Itob Morris ' you proiKwe, instead of the word ' discriving ' fa) Hiibatitnt* 
the won! ' ali-t«lliii{;,' which would B|>uil the rusticity — the pastoral of 
the stanza. 

The very nanis of Peter Pindar ia an acquisition to your work. His 
'Gre(,'ory'* is beautiful. I have trieil to (p^e you a set of stanzas in Scots 
on the winie snbject which are at yonr service. Not that I intend to 
enter the lists with Peter — that woald be presumption indeed I My song, 
though much inferior in poetic merit, has, I tliink, more of the ballad 
simplicity b it. 

LOKD GKEGOBY. 
mirk, mirk is this miiluight hour, duk 

And loud the tempest's loar; 
A waefu' wand'i«r seeks thy tower, • 

Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 

An exile free her father's ha', 

And a' for sake o' thee ; 
At least Bome pity on me shaw, >baw 

If love it may ua be. 

* Dr Wulcot'a long ia u rollowi : 



A |>tlgriin ortha glooml 



' But ihoiiM 






m that round ms blow 
Fir klndci than Oiy hesrt.' 
' It ii bill cIolnRjiutlM to T)r Woknt, to TneiitEon that hia toag [■ tha orlgliwl. V 
■aw It. liked It, and linmedlately wnla the othar on Dia nna anltjact, which la 
from the oM Scottiih ballad or UDortain uriglii.''-CcMUE. 



394 LIFB AND WORKS OF BURNS. 

Lord Gregory, miud'st thou not the grove 

By bonio Irwine side, 
Wliere first I own'd that virgin love 

I lang, Liug had denied. 

How aften didst thou pledge and vow 

Thou wad for ay be niuic ! woaM 

And my fond heart, itsel sao true, 
It ne'er mistrusted thine. 

Hard is thy heart, Lord Gregory, 

And flinty is thy breast : 
Thou bolt of Heaven that flashest by, 

0, wilt thou bring me rest ! 

Ye mustering thunders from above 
• Your willing victim see ; 

But spare and pardon my fause Love, fjOae 

His wrangs to Heaven and me. 

Your remark of the first stanza of my ' Highland Mary ' is just, but I 
cannot alter it withoat iujuring the poetry in proportion as I mend the 
perspicuity : so, if you please, we will let it stand as it is. My other 
songs— you >vill see what alterations I have made in them. 

If you think that my name can be of any service to your advertisement, 
you arc >velconie. My most re8])ectful compliments to the Honourable 
Gentleman who favored me with a postscript in your last. He shall 
hear from me and receive his M8S. soon. Yours, KoBT. Burns. 

Bums's real (or supposed) difficulties with the Board of Excise 
had become known to his Edinburgh friends, and the most in- 
timate of them wrote a letter of remonstrance. 



* FROM MY WORTHY FRIEND, MR NICOL OF THE HIGH SCHOOL, EDIN- 
BURGH, ALLUDING TO SOME TEMKRAIRE CONDUCT OF MINE 
IN THE POLITICAL OPINIONS OF THE DAY.' 

Edikburoii, lOlh February 1798. 

Dear Christless Bobbie— What is become of thee? Has the Devil 
flown oir with thee, as tlie j^'led [kite] does with a bird ? If he should do so 
there is little matter, if the reports concerning thy imprudence are true. 
What concenis it thee whether the lousy Dumfriesian fiddlera play ' Qa 



I 
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In ' or ' God lave the King *.' Suppose you had au aversion to tlie King, 
you could not, aB a gentieiiian, v/iatt God to nee him wone thdn He has 
done. Tlie infliction of idiocy is no sign of Friendsliip nr Love ; and I am 
snre ilant nation is a matter far beyond your wishes or ideas. But reports 
of tliis kind are only tlie insidious suggestions of ill-minded persons ; for 
your good sense will eier point out to yon, as well as to me, a bright 
model of political conduct who flourished in the victorious reign of Queen 
Anne, vie, tlie Vicar of Uray, wlio, during the convulsions of Great 
Britain which were without any foniier example, saw eight teigns, in 
perfect iecurity ; because he renienibered tliat precept of Che tentibte, 
thretcd, Umporiting Apoetle, ' We ought not to reuat the Higher 

You will think t have gotten a pension from Government ; but I assure 
you no sncli a thing has been offered me. In this respect my vanity 
prompts me to say they have not been so lotw as I would have wished 
them to be ; for 1 think their Honors have oft«n employed as impotent 
acribblers. 

Enough of Politics. What is became of Mrs Bums and the dear 
bairns T How is ttiy Willie T Tell her, though I do not write often, my 
liest wblics shall ever attend her end the family. My wife, who is in a 
high devotional ht this evening, wishes that she and licr children may be 
reckone<l the favorites of the Lord and niiml)ci'ed with the elect. She 
indeed leaves your honor and me to shift for oui-selves ; as, so far as she 
can judge from the criteria laiil down in Guthrie's Trial of a Sitving 
Inlerut, both you and I are stanipeil with the marks of Reprobation. 

May all the curses from the beginning of Genesis to the end of Revela- 
tion light, materially and efTectually, on thy enemies ; and may all the 
blessings of the Covenant be eminently exemplified in tliy person, to the 
glory of a forgiving Deity 1 

Here or elsewhere I am always thine sincerely, WiLLH. NiCOL. 

TO MR WILLIAM NICOL. 

mwrBin, SOU fOi. ITBS. 

O Thou, wisest among the Wise, meridian blaxe of Prudence, full- 
moon of Discretion and chief of many Counsellors t How infinitely is 

thy puddle- headed, rattle-headed, wrong-headed, round-headed slave 
indebted to thy super-eminent goodness, that from the luminous path of 
tliy own right-lined rectitude thou lookest lienignly down on an erring 
wretch, of whom the zig-zag wanderings defy all the powers of calcula- 
tion, from the simple computation of units up to the hidden mysteries of 
fluxions I May one feelile rny of that light of wisdom which darts from 
thy scnsorium, straight as the arrow of heaven and bright as the met«or 
* Tliliii th> mibJsctofiHiigln TKi aarlMrd ; the chonM it 

rntil my d]i[ng d«y, Rlr : 

Tint whuUoavcr kIriK i>hil] rsign, 

laUllxVlatratBiw, Sir. 
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of in^piratiflu deacendiog fmni tlie holy tuwl nndeAled Friestliond 
n^iuiii^-L the head of the UiirighWous — may it Iw my giotliuii, wi 
iliiit I may be leu nnwoithy of tiie face and favour of tlinl fatlivi nf 
I'toiL'ibe and master of Maxims, that antipode of Fuliy &nd aingnalo 
uiniMi^' the Sages, the wi^ and witty Willie Nicol I Aiuou I Aiumi! 
Vm, so be it! 

I'or me, I oiii a beast, a, reptile, and know nothing ! Froiu the eav«of 
iii> ignorance, amid the fo^s of my duhieni and peBtilentiaJ fiimes of my 
piililical here«ie«, I look up to tliee, aa doth a load thitnigli the iron- 
liniio.l lucerne of a iiestiferous dungeon to the cloudlem gloiy of a 
^iiriiiiicr aun I Sorely Highiiig in bitt«nie»a of eoul, 1 eay ' When ehall ray 
iiiuiiu be the quotation of the wise and my cooutenance be ttie delight 
• if ihi! godly, like the illualrioaalord of Laggan's* many hills T As for 
liiiii, his works are (lerfecl : never did the pen of Calumny blur tlie fair 
[i:ii;o of his TGpulation nor the bolt of Hatred tl.v at his dwelling. At his 
n[i]iri>ach ia tlie statiding up of men, even the Chiefs and the Rulers : and 
iH'fnic his prenence the frail form of lovely Woman, bumhly awaiting 
IiIm jileaaure, is extended in the dust.' 

TIiuu mirror of Purity, when aball Uie elfin-lamp of my glimnientiu 
iihrloistanding. purged fn>m aeniiual appeliles and g\tt»a desire», shine 
liku the conatellation of thy Intellectual powers! As for thee, thy 
lli.)ll;4litN ni-e piiie an.! thy lips are holy. Sever did Ihe niilu.Ilowed 
hii'alh fif the poucrH of diukne^H iitid the plem'iires of davkne^n pulluce 
tliu Mirmt Ibinie of thy >^ky-de»>cende.l and henveiinard desires; never 
did the Viipours of imjiiirily Htaiit the ulictoudc<l serene of tliy cerulean 
iiim-itialiori. () lh;a like "ihiiio were the tencir of my life, "like thine 
Ilie leiini of ii>y (-.)Nvei>^»tion ! then should no friend fe.ii' for my 
slretifitli, no oneuiy rejoleu in my we.ikness ! Tlicn should I lie down 
and rise up, snA none to make me afraid. May thy i>ity nml Ihy 
priivei lie exei-ciiied for— O tlmii lamp of Wimtom and mirror of 
Rl.i'ralily!— 

Thy dcvoteil slave, Kobt. IScrss. 



]>iiriis gave aUo pungent ex|)rcssion to the gontimeiits on politics 
wliii:h had been to soiiio extiiut the outcome of his own cxpeii<iiice 

■ llhnis ti^rc! Iiinkra B ssrcantic nllimiDii In 'thn lanila of Meikle inrl I.ltllB l*i.^siii, 
lyiiiK til tlin lurnny or Simiil, inriMh of Gli'iicalni, uiil iiliirv of Diimftirji,' aiul c»ii- 
HistliiKor^SJam'-, l-otHwii fourniKl Nvp inilns fhiiii E1l»1sii<l, ami bIhiuI a mile snil ■ 
Ml from MjivuvU.1.1 1I„u,.., «Iii,Ii .\-„-.,1 lin.L [uirilm'^r.i for £11300 in ITBO. iiimI uhioh 

M-.Ti"n''V.i'|. ;. ■■■■.,.■ ■,. ■■ ■,,.: ■; ,,„..!, ,'i.1,ci.lipiirqn[rrdlt,mnlntlf 

M.--I1.-' ,1 ' ' !■ ,.| :,. .-.I .,uluGriiTsoiiofIlBl)wlier,|.-a«M 

11 t'l M .. ■ I vlii-. -, >..ir L.i-.-.i, l„r(ii» iniPB mn™ a |ait ol Wax- 

P.iJl. ■ . ■ , -r-iii.tliiii™ roiifusnl Willi II, iKl.itiiKd to Jnlni Morin, n-lm 

Iwii^lil 1 I -.1 ..t Millprwbdi BiimgrpninvpritoDiiinfrics. II is now tlio pro- 

rtnj L.I ■■[ - l[i .'...r Aril I -.lof BBrjari[Ti)w»r, in tlie |iari4]i uf K«ir. 
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in a letter — containing a 'Political Catechism' — to a friend of 
stronger character than NicoL 

TO ALEXAMDBB CUNNIKOHAK, ESQ. 

Dmirain, tott FO. Yin. 

What are jnn doing? What harry have yoD got on your head, my 
dear CDnningham, that I have not heanl from yon I Are you deeply 
eagaged in Ihe mazee of law, the mysteries of )ove or in thu iirofoanil 
wiadoDi of modeni pn]iticB *— Cnrae on the word which ended the period I 

Qinrt. What is Poiitica! 

Atutaer. Politics is ascienee wherewith, by means of nefarionscnnning 
and hypocritical pretence, we govern civil politics for the emolument of 
onreelves and adherents. 

Qtiere. What is a Minister r 

Annaer. A Minister is an unprincipled fellow who, by the influence 
of hereditary or acqaire<l wealtli— by soperior abilities or 1^ a lucky 
conjuncture of circnuistances, obtains a principal place in the adminb- 
tration of the atfairs of government. 

Qaere. What ia a Patriot? 

Anticer. A Patriot is an individnal exactly of the same description as 
a Minister, only out of place. 

1 am interrupted in my catecliisni ; and am returned at a late honr just 
to sulscribe my name, to put you in inind that there is a forgotten friend 
of yours of that name, still in the lanil of t)ie living, thongli I can hardly 
say 'in the place of hope.' 

1 made the following Sonnet the other day, which has lieen so Indcjr 
aa to obtain the approbation of no ordinary judge — our friend Syme. 
[Sonnet on Hearing a Thnuli on a Morning Walk.] 

Adieu. RoBT. Bitrks. 

Miss Peacock had answered Barns's letter of the 6lh of Decem- 
ber, giving him an account of the return of Mrs M'Lehose to 
Scotland, but apparently not onconraging him to renew his corre- 
spondence with Clnrinda, The letter did not reach the hnnds of 
the poet for n considerable time, in consequence of an accident. 
When at length made aware that Clarinda was once more m 
Edinburgh, he sent her this letter : 



T Rnppnse, my dear Madam, that by yonr neglecting to inform me of 
your arrival in Europe — a circnmstance that could not l)e indifferent to 
me, as, indeed, no occnrrence relating to you can— you meant to leave me 
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to gnv* &nil HIAtlier that ft correspond Bn«> I oiiod luut tlie fanonariuiil 
(■■lii;ity to enjoy U to Iw iio luorc. Alax I wimt heavy -lad en aimnds lue 
tlicne — 'No more I ' Tho wrctfli wlin liBA never M«te<l plea«niv Iim 
iius'Gi' known woe ; whtil drives llie soul to iiiiuluiwa is the recolI(!Ctioii of 
joj's tliat are ' na mora i ' Bat tliu is not Iangu«j{« bo tb« irorli! : iln-y 
ilo iKit underatand it. Dut com«, yo few— lU« children of Vnttl'ing an-l 
Scnliinentl— ye wl.oso IremLling liwionicliordii aclto to iinutlcniUe 
ftiJfOiwIi, w recollection goslieo un lh« hoMt '.—yo who are eapftble of ad 
ntliiclinicnt keen fu> tbe arrow of I>«ith and strong as the vigoar nf 

iiiiiiiortal being— comol Mid your nftrnnliall ciriiik n tale But hu;tli! I 

iiin«t not, cannot tull it : Bjfuiiy i» in tlic rucolloctinn and frcniy in llie 

lint, HAilam.— to 1c«vfl the patlia tliftt IcaJ t« niiuln«s?,^l congratn> 
lutfl yoiir frienils on your rctunj ; ami 1 liope lliat tlie pr«cioDB hcultlj. 
wliicli Hi«B Peacock tells me ia »o much injured, is rentoreil or 
rcNturing. There in n fatality Attends Mi«s Peacock's correspoml- 
eiH'e and niina Two o( my letters, it seems, she never receiv-eif ; nnd 
Imr Iftst, wliich catiie when 1 was in Ayhibire. wiw nnfortnnatcly niUUid 
ntiil only foand altoiit tun days or a foitlilght ago, on removing a desk nf 

1 present yon a liooki* may I hope yon will aoociit of it! I dareMy 

\iiu will havo hrrm^ilit vniir liookw "ilh yoit, The tonrth volnme of the 
S<-oU Smf^-i in imlili^lK-il : I »'il1 [iri'^uruc tii ^nil it you. Shall I htnr 
from yoii ? lint (irsi hc^r mil'. \n puld l.ins-unj.'O— no |>rmlentinl docn- 
nifiiis: I ile^[iiM' iirlvicc und M'lini control. If you iii-e not lo writo 

.li>.aii[minU-<l ,.:issi<.n' ! )i'v Alt llio iii:iiiy ills that constitute that ~uii> ..f 

hnMi:.n »'0('s, a hiok.'ii lu'nrt !!! t e he silcut For evrr ! If cvt-r 

you izi.i.ll uie with tlii^ uuf-..-lii.- n|.o|>hilip^ms of col.Mihmle.l raittioi,. 

uiav nil llie hul tinM ! a licml ronid not hifatlLe n. ninlcvolenl 

wish on tlu- hMil nf niv aii-,-l I Miii.i mv rer)Ue."t-If von send mo a 
]■:>-■■ h!i|ili-.o,l in the font of sauotinioiLioits prudence, hy heaven, 
i-arth auit hell. 1 will toar it lo aioiu-^ ! A.lieii ; niav all j,'.>o<l tliin^-s 
alt^.11,1 von ! I!. ]{. 
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BOBEBT BUBira TO OEOBGE THOUSOM. 

SOU Jfnrct ITBS. 
HART HOBISON. 

TuHM—Diatem DavUUon. 

O Uai7, it thy windoir be,* &a. 

My dear Sir— The song preRxed ia one of my jnvenite works. I 

leave it aiiiiiiig your )icvnils, I ilo not tliiiik it very remarkable, eitlier 

for iU merits or demerits. It ie impoeaible — at least I feel it in uiy 

ntinted inwers— to be tvlways orif^inal, entertaining and witty. 

What tiaa liecoine of the list of your Bongs ! I shall he out of nil temper 
with you by and by. 1 have always looked on myself a« tlie IMnce of 
indolent cnrreapondents aud valued myself accordingly ; and 1 will not, 
cannot, bear rivalsliii) from you nor anyliody else. I wish iiiiich to have 
the list and to hear how you come on. Yours, RODT. IlURNS. 



ROBERT BURNS TO REORGE THOHSON. 

[WofiA 17 

WANDERING WILLIE, 
ircre awo, there awo, wandering Willie, 

Now tired with wnudoriiig, haud nwa liamo ; muke for 
Come to my bosom, my oo only ileoria, 

And toll mo thou hriiig'flt mo my Willie the Bama. 

Loud blow the cnuld winter winds at our parting ; 

It woana the blast brought tho tear in my o'e : 
Now welcome the simmer, and welcome my "Willie, 

Tho eimmcr to nature, my Willie to me. 

Ye Imrricanes, rest in the cave o' your slumbers ! 

O, how your wild horrors a lover alarms ! 
Awaken, yo breezes ! row gently, ye billows I 

And wnft my dear laddie anco mail to my nrms. 

But if he 's forgotten his fnithfallest Nannie, 

O still flow between ns, thou wide-roaring main ! 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 

But, dying, believe that my Willie 'a my aln I 

■ SmVoi. r., p.». 
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I leave you, my dear sir, to determine whether the above or ' Thro' the 
Lang Muir * be the best 



OPEN THE DOOR TO MK 

[WITH ALTERATIONS.] 

Oh, open the door, some pity to shew, 

Oh, open the door to me, oh : 
Tho' thou hast been false, I '11 ever prove true, 

Oh, open the door to me, oh. 

Cauld is the blast upon my pale cheek. 

But caulder thy love for me, oh : 
The frost that freezes the life at my heart 

Is nought to my pains frae thee, oh. 

The wan Moon is setting behind the white wave, 

And Time is setting with me, oh : 
False friends, false love, farewell ! for mair 

I '11 ne'er trouble them nor thee, oh. 

She has open'd the door, she has open'd it wide, 
She sees the pale corse on tlie plain, oh : 

' My true love ! ' she cried, and sank down by his side, 
Never to rise again, oh. 

I do not know whether the song be really mended.* R. B. 



TO MISS BENSON, YORK. 

DuMFRreR, 21sf ^farch 1793. 

Madam — Among many things for which I envy those hale, long-lived 
oM fellows l»efore tho floo<l is this in particular : that when they met 
with any l)ody after their own heart, they had a charming long prospect 
of many, many happy meetings with them in after-life. 

Now, in this short, stormy winter-day of our fleeting existence, when 

• How much of the original Irish air Bums reteinwl does not appear. But the * reality ' 
of the ' inen<ling ' in nnquestionable. Of ' And Time is Rotting with me, oh,' Carlyle haa 
written ' It giveri in a single line, to the saddest feeling, the saddest environment and 
local liabitation.' 
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yon, now and then, in the Cti&i)t«r of Aecidenta, meet &n indiridnkl 
wlioee acquaintance is a real acqiiiHition, there are all the probabilitie* 
Bgoinat yoa tliat yon eliall never meet vritli that valuetl character more. 
On tlie other hand, brief as this miserable being is, it is nune of the least 
of the iniHeriM belonging to it that if there is any miacreant whom yon 
liate or creatnre vrliom you despise, the ill-run of the chances shall be eo 
against yoa that, in the overtakinga, tnmingB and joatlings of life, pop I 
at some unlucky comer, etemally comes the ivretch upon you and will 
not allow yonr indignation or contempt a moment's repoee. As I ani ft 
stnrdy believer in the powers of darkness, I take these to be the doings 
of tliat old author of mischief, the devil. It is well-known that he has 
some kind of short-hand way of taking down our thoughts ; and I make 
no doubt that he is perfectly acquainted with my sentiments respecting 
Miss Benson ; how much I ailmired her abilities and valued her worth i 
and how very fortunate I thought myself in her acquaintance. For this 
last reason, my dear Madam, 1 must entertain no hopes of tlie very great 
pleasure of meeting with you again. 

Miss Hamilton tells nie that she ia sending a packet to you and I beg 
leave Ui send you the inclosed sonnet, though, to tell you the real troth, 
the sonnet is a mere pretence, that I may have the opportunity of 
declaring with how much respectful esteem I have the honor to be, &e. 



Barna, aa we have already seen, was acquainted with Mr 
Craik of Arbigland, having probably been introduced to him 
by his friend and landlord, Captain Hamilton, a connection of 
the family. At Arbigland he liad met Miss Benson, who was 
there on a visit. She subaequcntly told the following stoTy of 
the meeting : 

' I dined with Burns at Arbigland ; he was witty, drank na 
others drank, and was long in coming to the tea-table. It was 
then the fashion for young ladies to be busy about something — I 
was working a flower. The poet eat down beside mo, talked of 
the beauty of what I was imitating, and put his hand so near the 
work that I said : " Well, take it and do a hit yourself." " O 
ho ! " said he, " you think my hand is unsteady with wine. I 

cannot work a flower, madam ; but " he pulled the thread 

out of the needle and re-threaded it in a moment. " Can a 
tipsy man do thatt" He talked to me of his children, more 
particularly of his eldest son, and called him a promising boy. 
"And yet, madam," he said, with a sarcastic glance of his eye, 
" I hope he will turn out a glorious blockhead, and bo make hia 
fortune." ' 

VOL. UL B 
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Singularly enongh, it was the fortune of Miss Benson, when 
Mrs Basil Montagu, to meet and correspond with Thomas Carlyle, 
who records in his Bennniscences : ' In early life she had made 
some visits to Nithsdale (to the Craiks of Arbigland), and had 
seen Burns, of whom her worship continued fervent^ her few 
recollections always a jewel she was ready to produce. She must 
have been strikingly beautiful at that time, and Bums's recog- 
nition and adoration would not be wanting; the most royally 
courteous of mankind she always defined him, as the first mark 
of his genius.'* 

The eldest son of the poet was now between six and seven 
years old, bright, intelligent, and gifted with a tenacious memory. 
Burns, like his father before him, was most careful about the 
education of his children. Finding that the excellent school (now 
the academy) of Dumfries was open at a lower scale of fees to 
the children of burgesses than to those of strangers, he recalled 
that, on his first visit to the place in June 1787, he had been 
invested with an honorary burgess-ticket, so that he was all 
but entitled to a very desirable privilege. He accordingly ad- 
dressed tlie following application to the municipal authorities : 



TO THE HON. THE LORD PROVOST, BAILIES AND 
TOWN COUNOIL OP DUMFRIES. 

[Marth 1798.1 

My Lord and Gentlemen— The literary taste and liberal spirit of 
your gooil town has so ably filled the various departments of your 
Bchools OS to make it a very great object for a parent to have his 
children educated in them. Still, to me, a stranger, with my large 
family and very stinted income, to give my young ones that education 
I wish, at the high school-fees which a stranger pays, will bear hard 
upon me. 

Some years ago your good town did me the honor of making me an 

* MiM Benson, whoBe ratlier was a wine-Tnerchant in York, first married Thomas 
Skepi)«r, a young lawyer of German extraction, in that city. By him slie had a daughter, 
Anne, a ' brink, witty, prettyish, sufficiently clear-eyed and Mharp-tongued young lady,* 
who married the poet, Bryan W. Procter, better known as Barry Cornwall. Being left 
destitute, Mrs Skepper acceptetl the position of governess in the family of Basil Montagu, 
whom Carlyle describes as * a Chancery barrister in excellent practice, hugely a Ktge, busy 
all liis days ui)on Bacon's Works, and continually preaching a superflnish morality about 
benevolence, munificence, health, peace, unfkiling happiness.' Finally, she became 
Montagu's tliird wife. She died in 1856, at the age of eighty-three. 
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Honorary Bnrgesfi. Will yonr honors allow me to request that this 
mark of distinction may extend so far as to put me on the footing of a 
real Freeman of the Town, in the schools ? 

That I may not appear altogether unworthy of this favor, allow me to 
state to you some little services I have lately done to a branch of your 
revenue. The two-pennies exigible on foreign ale vended within your 
limits — in this rather-neglected article of your income I am ready to shew 
that, within these few weeks, my exertions liave secured for you of those 
duties nearly the sum of Ten Pounds ; and in this, too, I was the only 
one of the gentlemen of the Excise (except Mr Mitchell, whom you pay 
for his trouble) who took the least concern in the business. 

If you ai-e so very kind as to grant my request, it will certainly be a 
constant incentive to me to strain every nerve where, in that or any 
other way, I can officially serve you ; and will, if possible, increase that 
grateful respect with which I have the honor to be, My Lord and Gentle- 
men, your devoted, humble servant^ KOBT. Burns. 

The request was immediately complied with, and young Robert 
Burns, and one or two of his brothers, were receiving an excel- 
lent education, at comparatively small expense, when their father 
died. 

Meanw])ile the enlarged edition of the Poems — proposed by 
Creech in April of 1792 — had been making progress, though 
slowly. Burns had Mippened' to Tytler to correct his proofs: 
this the lawyer had done, but ho had also introduced many new 
readings — few, if any, of them improvements on the Poet. The 
volumes were ready on February 18, 1793 ;* and, of course, Bums 
had to remind Creech of the agreement that he was to have some 
copies for presentation to his friends : 

TO WILLIAM CREECH, ESQ. 

DUMFBIES, 28th Feb. 1708. 

Sir — I understand that my book is published. I beg that you will, as 
soon as possible, send me twenty copies of it. As I mean to pi-esent 
them among a few Great Folk whom I rcs^iect and a few Little Folk 
whom I love, these twenty will not interfere with your sale. If you 
have not twenty copies ready, send me any number you can. It will 
confer a particular obligation to let me have them by first carrier. 

I have the honor to be. Sir, your obedient, humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 

* 'On Monday next wiH be Publlnhed, by William Creech (Elegantly printed in two 
volumes, royal i>aper, price 6e. in bnards) i'omu, chie/ly in the ScoUieh Dialect, The Second 
Edition greatly enlarged with New Ponu. By Robert BuruM,'— Edinburgh Evening Courant, 
Saturday, February 10, 1708. 
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A few copies were forwarded in answer to the poet's request. 
The following letters, with copies, were sent to friends : 



TO THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN.'' 

My Lord— When you cast yoar eye on the name at tlie bottom of 
this letter and on the title-pa^ of the book I do myself tlie honor to 
send your Lordship, a more pleasureable feeling than my vanity tells rae 
that it must be a name not entirely unknown to you. The generous 
patronage of your late illustrious brother found me in the utmost 
obscurity : he introduced my rustic muse to the partiality of my country ; 
and to him I owe all. My sense of his goodness and the anguish of my 
soul at losing my truly noble protector and friend I have endeavoured 
to express in a poem to his memory, which I have now published. This 
edition is just from the press ; and in my gratitude to the dead and my 
respect for the living (Fame belies you, my Lord, if you possess not the 
same dignity of man which was your noble brother's characteristic fea- 
ture), I had destined a copy for the Earl of Glencaim. I learnt just now 
that you are in town : allow me to present it you. 

I know, my Lord, such is the vile, venal contagion which pervades 
the world of letters, that professions of respect from an author, par- 
ticularly from a Poet to a Lord, are moi-e than suspicious. I claim my 
by-past conduct and my feelings at this moment as exceptions to the 
too just conclusion. Exalted as are the honors of your Lordship's name 
and unnoted as is the obscurity of mine, with the uprightness of an 
honest man I come before your Lordship, with an offering, however 
humble — 'tis all I have to give— of my grateful respect; and to beg of 
you, my Lord— 'tis all I have to ask of you— that you will do me the 
honor to accept of it. 

I have the honor to be, your Lordship's humble servant, 

RoBT. Burns. 



TO PATRICK MILLER, ESQ. OF DALSWINTON. 

DuMntiES, April 170S. 

Sir, — My poems having just come out in another edition, will you 
do me the lionor to accept of a copy ? A mark of my gratitude to you, 
as a gentleman to whose goodness I have been much indebted ; of my 

* John, fifteenth Earl, was third Ron of the thirteenth Earl. He was bom In 1750; 
served with the 14th Dragoons ; afterwards took orders in the Church of England ; married 
(17S5) Lady Isabella Ernkine, daughter of the tenth Earl of Buchan ; died at Coates, 
September 179G. With his death the earldom of Glencaim became extinct ; the estate and 
mansion of Finlayston devolved on Robert Graham of Gartmore. 
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respect for yoo, as a patriot who, in a venal, sliding age, stands forth tlio 
cliampion nf tlie liberties of my country ; and of my veneration for yon, 
as a man whose beuevulence of lieart does honor to human nature. 

There icaa a time, Sir, when I was your dependant ; this language, 
then, would liave been like the vile iueense of fiattery — I could not have 
nsed it Now that that connexion is at an end, do me tite honor to 
accept of this honett tribute of respect* from. Sir, your much -indebted, 
humble servant, Robt. Bitbns. 



TO BOfiEBT BIDDEL, E8(t OF QLEMKIDDEl. 

DDHmo, Hank ITM. 

When you and I, my dear Sir, have poaaed that bourne whence no 
traveller returns, should these volumes survive us, I wish the fntnre 
reader of this page to be informed that they are the pledge of Friendship, 
ardent and grateful on my part as it was kind and generous on yours. 
That Enjoyment may mark yonr days and Pleasura namber your yean 
is the earnest prayer of, my dear Sir, Your much indebted Friend, 

Thb Authob. 



TO HBS OBAHAH OF FIHTRY. 

Duurain, Jrorck 17M. 

It is probable, Mailam, that this page may be read when the band that 
now writes it shall \ie mouldering in the dust : may it then bear witness 
that I present yon these volumes as a tribute of gratitude, on my part 
ardent and nincere as your and Mr Graham's goodness t^i me has been 
generous and noble I May every child of yours, in the honr of need, find 
such a friend as 1 shall teach every child of mine that their fatlier found 
in you t Robt. Bubms. 



TO JOHN M'MURDO, RSQUIRE, DRUMLANRIQ. 

Will Mr M'Murdo do me the favor to accept of these Volumes : a 
trifling hut sincere mark of the very high respect I bear for Ills worth 
as a Man, bis manners as a Gentleman and his kindness as a friend! 
However inferior, now or afterwards, I may rank as a Poet, one honest 
virtue, to which few Foeta can pretend, I trust I nltall ever claim as mine 
— to no man, whatever liis station in life or his power to serve me, have 
I ever paid a Compliment at the expense of truth. The AUTHOR.t 

* This iFttar ihown thit Ruma had bteama raconelloil Co tali roniiei UndloKl. 

I Tlia coil)' {miRuLsil to M'Mimla !■ uow In tba Kbniy ot ill A. C. Luub, DuiiilM. 
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TO MR THOMAS WHITE, TBACHER, DUMFRIES ACADBMT.* 

April lim. 

Mr White will accept of this Book as a mark of the most aiiicere 
Friendship from a man who lias ever had too much respect for Lis Friends 
and too much contempt for his enemies to flatter eitlier Uie one or tJie 
other. The Authojl 

Probably also a copy was forwarded to the 'lovely Davies.* 
This may be inferred from a letter written by her from France. 



MISS DAVIES to ROBERT BURN& 

Sir— How can I return you thanks for one favour, wlien I mean to 
solicit another ?— which is, that yon will be so indulgent as to send me a 
copy of the song you shewetl to me at Wood ley Park^^opied by your 
own hand, to render it more valuable. I might get it from the Gollee- 
tion,t but that is not what I wish ; as you flattered me by saying that 
you had some faint idea of my insignificant persim when you wrote it 
You will laugli at my credulity, as it might have been written on one 
more worthy of the encomiums yon liave bestowed in it upon the person 
you had in view. If this is tlie case, I still think it has so much merit 
and simplicity in it and the thoughts altogether so new, that I cannot 
help admiring it. 

And now give me leave to thank you for the favours I this morning 
received by Mr Gordon, which I shall carefully keep in remembrance, 
as a flattering proof of your attention that can never be obliterated from 
the mind of D. D. Da VIES. 

FoNTAiifSBLEAU, March 14, 1T98. 



GEORQE THOMSON TO ROBERT BURNS. 

Bdimburoh, 2nd AjrrU 1793. 

I will not recognise the title you give yourself, * the Prince of indolent 
correspondents ;* but if the adjective were taken away, I think the title 
would fit you exactly. It gives me pleasure to find you can furnish 

* Tlioinas White, who woh a native of Hexham, in Northuinberland, died in 1825, at the 
age of dixty-Mven. On his toinbdtone in 8t Michael's ChurchyanI, DumfHea, he in 
dracribed an 'a i)n)foun<l and original tnatheniatician, who taught in the Danifiries 
Academy forty years, and iuRtructod hundretls wlio revere his memory.' 

t Either ' Tlie bonie wee thing ' (Song 841, Jolinsou's Mvtenm) or ' Lovely Daviee ' (Soug 
849, Johnson's Muteum). See anttt pp. 281-288. 
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anecdotes with respect to meet of the songs ; theae will be a literary 
curiosity. 

I now send you my list of songs, which I believe will be fonnd nearly 
complete. I have put down the first lines of all the Englisli songs 
which I propose giving, in addition to the Scotch verses. If any others 
occur to you, better adapted to the character of the airs, pray mention 
them, when you favour me with your strictures upon every tiling else 
relating to the work. 

Pleyel has lately sent me a number of the Bongs, with his symphonies 
and accomx)animeiit8 added to them. I wish you were here, that I 
might serve up some of them to you with your own vei'ses, by way of 
dessert after dinner. There is so much delightful fancy in the sym- 
phonies and such a delicate simplicity in the accompaniments : they are 
indeed beyond all praise. 

I am very much pleased witli the several last productions of your 
muse : your ' Lord Gregory,* in my estimation, is more interesting 
than Peter's, beautiful as his is. Your * Here awa, Willie * must 
undergo some alterations to suit the air. Mr Erskine and I have been 
conning it over : he will suggest what is necessary to make them a fit 
match.* 

The gentleman I have mentioned, whose fine taste you are no stranger 
to, is so well pleased, both with the musical and poetical part of our 
work, that lie has volunteered his assistance and has already written 
four songs for it, which, by his own desire, I send for your perusal. I 
am, &C. G. Thomson. 



Bums adopted some of the suggested alterations, and rejected 
others. His final version was this : 

* * WADdering Willie,' as altered by Brakine and Thomaon : 

Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 

Here awa, there awa, hand awa haine, 
Come to my bosom, my ain only dearie, 

Ttoll me thou bring'st me my Willie the same. 

Winter winds blew lond and cauld at our parting, 

Fears for my Willie brought tears in my ee, 
Welcome now simmer, and welcome my Willie, 

As simmer to nature, so Willie to me. 

Rest, ye wild storms, in the cave o' yonr slumbers, 

How your dread howling a lover alarms ! 
Blow soft, ye breezes ! roll gently, yt billows ! 

And waft my dear laddie ance mair to my arms. 

But oh, if he 's fkithless, and minds na his Nannie, 
Flow still between ns, thou dark-heaving main ! 

If ay I never see it, may I never trow it, 
While, dying, I think that my Willie 's my ain. 
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Here awa, there nwn, waudmiit; Willie^ 

Hero awa, tliera uwa, baud awn hame ; na^ 

Corue to my bosom, my ain only dearie, 

Tell me thou bring'st nie my WUiie the aaniA 

WinUtr wiiuU blew loud and cauld at our p&iiing. 
Fears for luy Willie brought tears to niy e'e ; 

Weluome now Simmer, and welcome my Willie — 
The Simmer to Nature, my Willie to me. 

Rest, ye wild storms, in the uivo of your slumbera I 
How yijur dread bowling a lover alarms \ 

Waukoii, ye biijezes ! row geutly, ye billows ! 

And Wfvft my dciir laddie auce mail' to Mi's arms I 

But oh, it he's faithless and miiida iia bia ^^innie, 
Flow still between ue, tliou wide-rooriiig main ! 

May I never see it, may I never trow it. 

But, Jyiiig, believe tliat my Willie's my ain.* 



EORCiE TIIOMSON- 



hOiii- imcket. You eaniiot imagine how 
I fur ymir )iii1ibcation has adiieil lo my 
y atUcIiiiictit to bnllailH, your lHH>k, &c., 
ely iiiy Imliliy-lioree ns ever fortilication 
^iiiitCL- it nivay till I come lo the limit of 
my racclCixl );raiit that 1 iimy tiikc llie right side of tlie winning I'ost!): 
and then, cheerfully larikiii;; linck nti tlie liiiiieKL folkn witli wlmin I liave 
been imgiiiy, I k1i!i!1 say or slii^; ' Sne luctry as we it' hae lieeii ' and, 



Thank yon, m 


dear Sir, fur 


niiicli this Inii'ine 


ss of co.ni>.,.i, 


enjoy 1 11 eiits. \Vii 




iNilWI-niakin^ i^ 


nnvv a." r<>'ni]>le 


was Uncle 'I'ol.y 


*: so I'll e'en 



!r»l of II 



ft, ilarl'-hnii'iji|7, SHiUPftHl by Mr Enkilie. [h 
« ■iibliiiif, tlinn TMfToan*^, which he liiu i 
MaW or tile >«, or. »t nimit, to thn iwfll 1( 
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raising my laatlookB to tbe whole hnninu nee, the last words of the voice 
of CoiU* Bhftll be 'Good night uii joy be wi' you a'!' So much for 
my last words ; now for « few present rem&rks, iki they have Dccurred 
at randoni on looking over your list. 

Tlie first two lines of * The last time I came o'er the moor,' and several 
other lines in it, are beantiful ; but, in my opinion— pardon nie, revered 
shade of Itamsay I— the song is unwoilliy of the divine air. I nliall try 
to make or ineiid. * For ever. Fortune, wilt thou prove ' is a cliamiing 
Bong, but ' Logau Bum and I/ogan Braes ' is sweetly susceptible of rural 
imagery : 1 '11 try that likewise, and if I succeed, the other song may 
class among the Knglisli ones, t remember two ending lines of a vene 
in some of the old songs of * Logan Water ' (for I know a good many 
different ones} ivliicli I think pretty. 



' My Patie is a lover gay ' is unequal. ' His mind b n 
a muddy expression indeed. 



This is surely far nnwortliy of Kan)say or of your book. Hy song ' Ttigt 
o' Bailey,' to the same tune, does not altogether please me, but if I can 
mend it I will submit it to your consideration. I need not here repeal 
that I leave you, without the smallest partiality or constnunt, to reject 
or approve anything of mine. 

■ The Lass o' Patie's Mill ' is one of Ramsay's beat aonga, but there is 
one loose sentiment in it which my nmch-valued friend Mr Erskine, who 
has so well improved ' Down the bnm, Davie, lad,' will take into his 
critical care and keeping. In Sir J. Sinclair's statistical volumes are 
two claims, one, I think, from Aberdeenshire, and the other from Ayr- 
shire, for the honor of this song. The following anecdote which I had 
from the present Sir Willian) Cunningham of Kobertlaud, who had it of 
the late John, Earl of London, I can, on such antlinrities, believe : — Allan 
Ramsay was residing at Loudon Castle with the then Eajtl, father to Earl 
John, and one forenoon, riding or walking ont tflgelher, his Lordship 
and Allan passed a sweet, romantic spot on Irvine water, called Patie's 
Mill, where a bonie lass was ' tedding hay, bareheaded on the green.' 
My Lord observed to Allan that it would be a fine theme for a song. 
Ramsay took the hint and, lingering behind, he compoeed the first 
sketch of it, which he produced at dinner. 

'The yellow-haired Laddie' deserves the best verses that were ever 

* Bnrnahen Alia hlmaairths'ToIca of Colli,' In 1 
blmaeir tha ' VoUw at Coin.' ■ &a Marry u «• 
wl' joni'!' mnthc iBiiiaso" ~ 
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('oi>i|Kued, but I <l&re not venture on IL Tlie vttam you uitcud, UiouKh 
yiKiil, nre not quite wortby of it. 

' I wifib I were where Helen lies :' Tlie only Uiletslda net ot lliia wmis 
tJi:it 1 know is in PiukcrUin's cullectiou. 

' (!)iio cUy I heard Mary tay ' is a fine bmie. but lur cunaisteiicy'B B»k« 
tik-er tlio name 'AUoniu.' Wm Uiere ever auch Uum* |iiibti»lied w a 
jiiiiliiwe of niviinge between Advnis will Mtiryt Tlioee Greek SJid 
iliiiiinji pAstoml «|>pellBtiQiie liave a Hit, insipiil vfTecl iu a Soola song. 
I (lyroo Willi yon that my w)iig 'Tliere'a iiouBlilbnloare on evefj" band' 
i.i imich Bnperior to ■ Poortitb ciLuld.' Tbe original song *Tlie Mill, 
Mill U' though excellent, is, on account of deliciwy, iuiuloiWble i 
Blill, I like the title and tliink a Scola rang would suit lite nota 
1>L>sl ; ami let your clioaen bohj,'. wliicli in very pretty, follow as an 
Etit'lisli set. 

Tliiiiigh I give Johnson one eiimoii of uiy aougs, that di>«(t nut give 
n" jij the oopyright, bo you may take ' Tliou lingering Blar, with leta'idng 
ni,v,' li> tlie tune of 'Knghie Grtiliaui,' or other eongs of mine. 'Ye 
giilliuits brjglit, I rede you right,' &c., bniy ooiii|iOBition. 

■ Hanks of the Dee ' is, you know, literally ' Langolee ' to elow lima 
'I'he song is well enough, but litM eonie false imagery in it, for instance : 

And awcetif the nif/ktingalt nuig Flolii the (iw. 
In llio first place, Uie iiighlini;iile sings in a low liusb, but never fnmi 
a tree j and in ihe second |)Iiu'i', tlieie never was a nightingale seen (ir 
heuid on Ibe hunks uf Ibe Dee nor the banks of imy other river in Sent" 
land. Hxc.iic vuial inmger.v is nlivajs coni|Mimfively flat. If I coiil.l I.Lt 
on anolhei' stanza eigiial Ii> 'The small bii-ds i-ejoice,' &c., I do myself 

'John Andeiiion, my jn : ' the song t<i this tune in Johnson's Mfurnm 
is my cnniiKwilion, and 1 think it nut my wuist ; if it suit you, take it 
and wclconic. Your colloclion of sciilimcntal and (latlietic Mngn i», in 
my i>|iinic)n, very complete; but nut so yoio' minic ones. Where are 
' Tullochgurmn,' 'l.nni|M o" pmlding,' 'Tibbie Fowler," 'Up and wanr 
them a', ^^'illic,' and several otliei-s, wliieh, in my humble ojdnion, are 
well worth preservation* There isalso one sentimental aongof mine (ihc 
first in the fourth volunio of the Mvseum) which was never known out of 
the imniediulc neighbiiurhooil, until I got it taken down froni n country- 
girl's j-inging. It is called 'Craigiclmni Wooil'and, in tbe ojiinion of Mr 
Clarke, is (ine of our sweetest Scots songs. lie is i[uitu nn entbu*ia.''t 
about it : anil I would take hia taste iu Scuts music against the taste nf 

Yciu are quite right in inserling the last five in your list, thmigU they 
ceruiiiiiv nn' Irish. ' Sliqilieuls, 1 have lost my love' i^i tome a heavenly 
ftii-wliat «..nM you think ot n set of Scuts verses to it! I have nmde 
one, a guod «hili; a:.,-u, which 1 think is the l*st love song I ever com- 
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poaeil in my life, but in its original elate is not quite & lady's song." I 
enclose tlie original, wliicli pleoiie present with my beet coiuplinienta to 
Hr Erskine, and I also enclose an alttred, not amended, cnpy for yon, if 
you clioose to set tlie tune to it and let tlie Iriitlt verses follow. 

Yoa sliall hear from me ai;aiti and liave your songF. Mr Erakine'a 
songs are all pretty, I>at bis ' Lone Viile ' in divine. I liave one critirisni 
to make on a line in Iiia song to ' I wiali niy love were in a mire,' but uion 
of this n-lieu I return your parcel. Yonis, R. B. 

Let nie kuow just how yon like these random hinto. R. B. 

Bums was not a sileiit observer of the war that vaa being 
carrie<l on iu France. General Bumouricz, after a Bories of 
victories, deserted the army of the Kepublic on April 5, 1793, 
and was only prevontod by accident from betraying bis troops 
into the hands of tlie enemy. Soma one expressing pleasure 
at the event in Bunis's presence, he chanted almost oxtem- 
poTQ the foUowing verses in imitation and to the tune of 'Bobin 



ON GENERAL DUMOUBIEZ' DESERTION FROM THE 
FRENCH REPUBLICAN ARMY. 
You're welcome to DosiKita, Dumouriaz; 
You're welcome to Despots, Dumouriez; 
How does Dampierre dot 
Aye, and Beumonvllle toot t 
Why did they not come along with you, DuniouriezT 

I will fight France with you, Dumouriez ; 

I will tight France with you, Dumouriez; 

I will fight France with you, 

I will take my chance with you, 

By my soul, I '11 dance a dance with you, Dumouriez. 

Then let us fight about, Dumouriez ; 
Then let us fight about, Dumouriez; 

■ ' TatiMn I hul ■ p[nt o' wine:' m VoL III., p. 1T1. ThoinKn d[d not liicluda it In hit 

t Dumpism (b. 17H, d. ITfil) wu one of Dtunoarl«i' (b. ITM, d, leig In Bnglind) 
gmanli, vhom he tud eipaeM Ui dcMTt ilonR wlUi him. BeiimonvlUe (b. ITSl, d. IStl) 

•vw, wen dinppolnUd. Ha llred loBgunln Ihacridiarthi RealonUoB !■ 1S14. 
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Then let us fight about 

Till freedom's spark be out, 

Then we '11 be d — mned, no doubt, Dumouriez.* 



As will be afterwards seen, this was not the last of the com- 
positions in which Bums expressed ardent sympathy with the 
French and hatred of the powers banded for the suppression of 
the Republic. Nor could he always keep his tongue from betraying 
the sentiments of his heart Thus, for instance, at a private 
dinner-party, after the health of Pitt had been drunk, he is said 
to have called for * a bumper to the health of a much better man 
— General Washington.* 

We now come to a letter which is very remarkable as containing 
a very full exposition of his political creed, which Bums wrote to 
Mr Erskine of Mar, with reference to the late animadversions on 
his conduct by the Excise Board. Mr Erskine t — grandson of the 
rebel earl of 1715, whoso title he recovered before his death 
— was a zealous Whig. Like other wealthy men in his party, 
he thought himself bound to do all in his power to compensate 
for the severity with which the government was treating some of 
the humbler constitutional reformers. Having heard that Bums 
was dismissed from his situation in the Excise, he wrote to Riddel 
of Glenriddel, who had also identified himself with the Reforming 
party, offering to head a subscription in the poet's behalf. Riddel 
communicated part of the letter to Bums, who consequently 
addressed Erskine as follows : 



TO JOHN FRANCIS ERSKINE, ESQ., OF MAR. 

[In the year 1792-93, when Royalist and Jacobin had set all Britain 
by the ears, because I unguardedly, rather under the temptation of 
being witty than disaffected, liad declared my sentiments in favor of 

* How closely Burns parodied the song which suggested his own poem may be gathered 
trom the opening vente : 

You're welcome to Paxton, Robin Adair ; 

You 're welcome to Paxton, Robin Adair ; 

How does Luke Ganlner do? ay, and John Mack'ril too? 

O why did they not come with you, Robin Adair ? 

t John Francis Erskine, 7th Earl of Mar and 12th Lord Erskine, bom 1741 ; served with 
the 9th Dragoons ; quitted the army, 1770 ; succeeded to the estate of Alloa on the death 
of his mother, 1776; died 182& 
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Parliaiiientory Reform, in the niMineT of that time, I wu accnsBi] to the 
Board of Exciss of being a Kepublicui ; and was vety near being titrned 
adrift in the wiUe world on that account. Mr Enkine of Mar, a genlU- 
man indted, wrote to my frieniJ Glenridilel Ui know if I wai really out 
of place on account of my Political principles, and if so, lie propoeed a 
■ubecription among the friends of Liberty for me, which he offered to 
head, that I might be no pecuniary loser by my political Integrity. Thia 
was the more generons as I had not the honor of being known U> Mr 
Eiskine. I «-rote him as follows.— if. £., tn GUttriddel MS.} 

Dmnill*, ItU AprU 1TM. 

Sir, — Degenerate as human nature b said to be — and in many in- 
stances worthless and nnprincipled it certainly is — still there are bright 
examples to the contrary : examples tliat, even in the eyes of superior 
beings, must slied a lustre on the nan)e of Man. 

Such an example have I now before ine, when you. Sir, came forward 
to patronise and befriend a distant, obscure stranger, merely becante 
poverty had made liim helpless and his British hardihood of mind hatl 
provoked the arbitrary wantonness of power. My much-esteemed 
friend, Mr Riddel of Glenriddel, has just read me a paragraph of a 
letter he had from yon. Accept, Sir, of the silent throb of gratitude, 
for wonla would but mock the emotions of my soul. 

You have been misinformed as to my final dismission from the Excise; 
1 am still in the service. Indeed, hut for the exertions of a gentleman 
who must be known to yon, Mr Graham of Fintry, a gentleman who has 
ever been my warm and generons friend, I had, witliont so much as a 
hearinjr or the slightest previous intiniatinn, been turned ndrift, witli 
my heiplesii family, to all tlie honors of wanL Had I had any other re- 
source, probably I might have saved them the trouble of a dismissal ; 
bat the little money I gained by my publication is, almost every guinea, 
embarked, to save from ruin an only brother who, though one of tli* 
worthiest, is by no means one of the most fortunate of men. 

In my defence to tlieir accusations, I said that whatever might be niy 
sentiments of republics, ancient or modem, as to Britain I abjnre<t the 
idea: That a constitution wliich, in its original principles, ex- 
perience had proved to be every way fitt«l for our happiness in society, 
it would be insanity to sacrifice to an untried visionury theory ;— That, 
in consideration of my 1>eing silnated in a department, however hnmhie, 
inmiediately in the hands of people in power, I liad forborne taking any 
active part, either personally or as an author, in the present biisineas of 
Reform :— but that, where I must declare my sentiments, I would say 
there existed a systen) of corruption between the executive power and 
the representative part of the legislature which bodeil no good to our 
glorious COSSTITUTIOH ; and wliicli every patriotic BriU>n must wish to 
■ee amended. Some such sentiments as these I stated in a letter to my 
generous patron, Mr Grabani, which he laid before the Board at large, 
where, it seems, my last remark gave greet offence ; and one of onr 
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rapervisongeneral, a Mr Corbet, was instracted to inquire on the spot 
into my conduct and to document me,—* that my basinesB was to act^ 
not to think ; and tliat whatever might be men or meaaiiree, it was for 
me to be $iUnt and obedient** 

Mr Corbet wa« likewise my steady friend : so between Mr Graham 
and him I liave been partly forgiven ; only, I understand tliat all hopes 
of my getting officially forwanl are blasted. 

Now, Sir, to the business in whidi I would more immediately interest 
you. The partiality of my countrymkn lias brooglit me forwanl as a 
man of genius and has given me a character to support. In the POET I 
have avowetl inanly and independent sentiments which I trust will be 
found in tlie MAN. Reasons of no less weight than the sapport of a wife 
and family have pointeil out as the eligible, and, situated as I was, 
the only eligible, line of life for me, my present occupation. Still, my 
honest fame is my dearest concern ; and a thousand times have I trembled 
at the idea of those degrading epithets that malice or misrepresentation 
may affix to my name. I have often, in blasting anticijiation, listeneil 
to some future hackney magazine scribbler, with the heavy malice 
of savage stupidity, exulting in his hireling paragraphs : * Bums, not- 
withstanding the fan/atvnade of indeiiendence to l>e found in his works 
and after having been held forth to public view and to public estimation 
lis a man of some genius, yet, quite destitute of resources within him> 
self to support his borroweil dignity, he dwindled into a paltry excise- 
man and slunk out the rest of his insignificant existence in tlie 
meanest of pursuits and among the vilest of mankind.* 

In your illustrious hands, Sir, permit me to lodge my disavowal 
and defiance of these slanderous falsehooda Bums was a poor man 

from birth and an exciseman by necessity ; but 1 will say it I the 

sterling of his honest worth no poverty could debase ; and his inde- 
pendent British mind oppression might liend but could not subdue. 
Have not I, to me, a more precious stake in my Country's welfare 
than the richest duketlom in it? I have a large family of children, and 
the prospect of many more. I have three sons who, I see already, 
have brought into the world souls ill-qualified to inhabit the bodies of 
SLAVES. Can I look tamely on and see any machination to wrest 
from them the birthright of my boys— the little independent Britons, 
in whose veins runs my own blooil? No ! I will not ! should my heart's 
blooil stream around my attempt to defend it ! 

Does any man tell me that my full efforts can be of no service ; and 
that it does not l>elong to my humble station to meddle with the 
concerns of a nation ? I can tell him that it is on such individuals 
as I that a nation lias to rest, lK)tIi for the haml of support and the 
eye of intelligence. The uninfonn'd MOB may swell a nation's bulk; 
and the titletl, tinsel, courtly throng may lie its feathered ornament; 
but the number of those who are elevated enough in life to reason and 
to reflect, yet low enough to keep clear of the venal contagion of a 
court .'—these are a nation's strength. 
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I knnw not how to apologiie for the impertinent l«nf!th nf this epistle ; 
but one xniall lequeat I inoet ask ot yoa fiirtliet — Wlien jtM h&ve 
honored this letter with a pernBal, pleaaa iianimit it t« the flamra. 
Burns, in whoee behalf yon have ao generoiuly interested yonraelf, I 
have here, in liis native colours, drawn at he it ; but should nny of the 
people in whose liands is the very breail he eata get the least knowledge 
of tlie picture, it would ruin the poor BKKDfor ever! 

My poems liaving just conie out in another edition, I beg leave to pre- 
sent yon witli a copy, aa a Bniall mark of that high esteem nnd ardent 
giratitude with wliicli I have the honor to be. Sir, Your deeply in<lebted 
and ever devoted humble servant, Robt. Burns. 



OBORQE THOHSON TO ROBBKT BURNS. 

[Abridged, by Cum'e,] 

Ettntumn. April Vm. 

I rejoice to find, niy dear Sir, that ballad-making continnes to be 
yoDT hobby-horse. Great pity 'twould be were it otherwiae I I hope 
yoi) will amble it away for many a year and ' witch the world with 
noble lioraetiiRJiBliip.' 

I know tliere are a good many lively songs of merit that I have 
not pnt down in the list sent you, but I iinve them all in my eye. 
[Inclosed I send yoii a Copy of your ' Wandering Willie ' as Mr Erskine 
has a1tere<l it. Tlie song la still yours in all the eHsenliat parts : will 
you permit the alterations,* and send it tmck to me?] *My Patie is a 
lover gay,' though a little unequal, is a natural ami pleaxing song) 
and I humbly think we ought not to displace or alter it, except the 
last stanza. I am &c, G.Thomson. 



ROBERT BURNS TO OCOROE THOMSON. 

.IpKt ITM. 

I have yours, my dear Sir, this monient : I shall answer it and yonr 
former letter, in my desultory way of saying whatever conies uppermost. 
I aiu decidedly against setting ' The gloomy night is gathering fast ' to 
the air 'My Nannie, 0.' Musical expression is, as you said in one of 
your late letter*, very ambiguous ; but, whatever a few cognoacenU may 
think, you will hud that eight, out oF ten of your Scots subacriliera 
would prefer, for that air, my own ' My Nannie, O,' tlioiigh an inferior 
composition to 'The ginoiuy niglit,' &c Beaides, 'The Ilanka of Ayr' 
haa been set by a Mr Daati to an original melody, and, being a favorite 
• Da* pp- *"!'> <<■• 
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i^ng n'Ub Sntherlnn')'* Rompnny nf ntrolliRg omiipduuw. it i> b nll- 
kiiiinn. jHipDkr nir over tlic vwt and eoutli of St^tlaiiil. 

TliiLt kiuideaa of many of our luiies wtuitinj', >l the bqpnniag, rau 
Fi<lil!er« cftU a ataiting-noK b of I«n a nib Ui a« poor Rbynivrt. 



My soag > ileiv kwa, there nw*,' u lilnend«il by Mr Ersldne, I entireljr 
n|i]>i'«)i'e of Mil) return yiu, Tlie ' Yellow-hnirM lailitic ' I wontJ dujUM 
uf tlius : I wonM vet the itir to the oldmt of the Bonga of Lliat tanc : 

Tiia yoUi'v-hurM luddie e*t on yon bnm-bnui, 

and [ilAM in letterpress »fter it, as an English set. 

In April vhen ptilnraaea punt the >«c«t pUln. 

Gii'e me leave U> critieb« yotir tMt« in the only thing in whidi it i«^ 

ill my ii]piiiuiii, rpi'ii^iPtisiMf. You know 1 onpht to know something 
iif ui\ iiiiii luid,>. I If jNiihii^p M'litiiiieiit and puint you are a conijilete 
jiidj;i' : liiit tlicre is n, tjimlity iimre necessary llinn either in a MUtj:, and 
wliioli Eh the very essence of a baJInd,— I nieftn Mmidicity : ncnv, if I 
Htake lint, tliin last feature jou m-e a liltle niit to sncrifice to tie 



nys equally ho!>]>y 



KftTiisny, like every oilier jmct, lins not lieen 
lii!i pieoos; Mill 1 caniiiit npinnvc i)f Inkint'i-i'i'li 
ns Mr \VjilkGrliiiHdi.iie«illi ' The last time I cnnie o'er the moor.' Let 
the poet, if lie clini»c«, take up the idea of niiother ami work it into 
n piece of his own ; l.iit lo mangle the woiks nt the poor harrl whose 
timefnl toucue is now unite for ever in the dark and narrow house ; hv 
Heaven, 'twnnl.I he saciileKO ! I t-'^anl thai Mr Walkers vei-sion is nn 
iniprovoinent ; hut I know Mr Walker well And esteem him much : let 
hiin mend the song as a Hij:hlnnder mended his pun : he pave it a new 
stock, a new lock and a new barrel. 

I do not. hy this, object lo leaving out ini]iroper stanzas, where that 
can be dime ivitlimit si>nilin^' the whole. One stnn/ji in 'The l^iss o' 
P;Ui<>'s Mill ' n.ust Ih! left out : the son-; will Iw nolhini; woi^e for il. 1 



me if w 






me lib 



ivith ■ Coi 



-•< il n.iKht waul the last stan/a and be the belter for it. I shall W 

iicly sorry if ynii set any other sou;:; to the n 

' except the son;; of that title. It 

1 poor, nnfnrtnnate ^kl'llonald's ].ictly oile. 

Irl yi'u spare me for a while ' -My lodging i.s on the coM jn'onnd !' 

;aii, conid you defer it until the latest period of yonr publication i 
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Kail I will try to make & new song to it. I would be liappy to be 
favored with a list of the twenty-Bve you mean to publish first. Re- 
member that on these will, ill a great ineaaare, depend the fate of 
your work with the public : for tliat reason it will be necessary to 
select and arrange tlient with double circumspection. ' Caald Kail in 
Aberdeen ' you must leave witli me yet a while. 1 have vowed to 
have a Hong to thai air on the lady wjiom I attempted to celebrate 
in the verses 'FoortLth cauld aiid restless love' At auy rate, my 
ottier song, ' Green gruw the Rashes,' will never suit. The aong ia 
cnrrent in Scotland under the old title and to the merry old tune of 
that name, which of course would mar the progress of your song to 
celebrity. Your book will be the ttandard of Scott tonga for the future: 
let this idea ever keep your judgment on the alarm. 

I send yon a aong on a celebrated fashionable toast in this country, to 
suit 'Bouie Dundee.' I send you also a ballad to 'The Mill, MillO.' 



YOUNG JESSIE. 

Tvvs—Bonie Duttdee. 

True-hearted was he, the sad swain o' the Yarrow, 

Aiid fair are tlio maidB on the banks of the Ayr; 
But by the sweet side o' the Nith's winding river 

Are lovers aa faithful and maidens as fair ; 
To equal young Jessie seek Scotland* all over; 

To equal young Jessie you seek it in vain : 
Grace, beauty and elegance fetter her lover, 

And maidenly modesty fixes the chaio. 

Fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy morning. 

And sweet is the lily, at evening close ; 
But in the fair presence o' lovely young Jbbhib, 

Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose : 
Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring ; 

Enthron'd in her een he delivers his law : 
And still to her charms she alone ia a stranger ; 

Her modest demeanor 's the jewel of a'.t 

ma hid written ' ScotI* : - Chs alUntlon ou Thoiiiton'iu 

thli Kng Bunii einbodlsJ ■ coinpllTiisnt to Jnis Stalg, second dinghtar or Via, 

lorDuinrrtHiind aabuqutDtly ths wlfa of M^or WillUiii Mlllur, ona oT tha Hina 

poet'a fbnnar landlonl. lira Xillsr muat hiva baan *X thla tlma vtrjp T'>"bS> tor 

iDuinant In DniurrlM churehjwd aUta* tli«t aba dlad iu Marcli ISOl, at thaauly 

:vanCr-ali. 
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Tliese verses suit the tune exactly as it is in the Museums Th«e is 
a syllable wanting at the beginning of the first line of the aeoond stana ; 
but I suppose it will make little odds. There is so little of the Seoto 
language in the composition that the mere English amgn will find do 
difhoulty in the song. 



THE SOLDIER'S RETURN.* 
Ain^The MiU, MiU 0. 

When wild war's deadly blast was blawu. 

And gentle peace returning, 
Wi' mony a sweet babe fatherless, 

And mony a widow mourning ; t 
I left the lines and tented field 

Where lang I 'd been a lodger, 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor but honest sodgen touiiar 

A leal, light heart was in my breast, loyai 

My hand unstain'd wi' plunder; 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander : 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil ; 

I thought upon my Nancy ; 
I thought upon the witching smile 

That caught my youthful fancy. 

At length I reached the bonie glen 

Where early life I sported ; 
I pass'd the mill and trysting thorn meeting 

Where Nancy aft I courted : 

* Buni8, 1 liave been Informed, was one summer evening at the inn at Brownhill with a 
couple of friends, when a poor wayworn soldier passed the window : of a sudden, It struck 
the poet to call him in and get the story of his adventures ; after listening to which, he all 
at once fell into one of these fits of abstraction not unusual with him. He was lifted to 
tlie region where he had his 'garland and singing robes about him,' and the result was the 
admirable song which he sent you for 'Tlie Mill, MiU 0\'—Correapondent of George 
Thomson. Mill of Mannoch, l)6autiful1y situated on the Coyle, near Ooylton Kirk, ia sup* 
posed to have been the spot where the poet imagined the rencontre of the soldier and bis 
sweetheart to take place. 

t Variation (nee note, p. 427) — 

And eyes again with pleasure beamed 
That had been bleared with mourning. 




♦ 
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Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling ! 
And tum'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my e'en was swelling. 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth I * Sweet lass, 
Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 

I happy, happy may he be 
That 's dearest to thy bosom : 

My purse is light, I 've far to gang, go 

And fain wad be thy lodger : 

1 've serv'd my king and country lang — 

Take pity on a sodger.* 

Sae wistfully she gaz'd on me 

And lovelier was than ever ; 
Quo' she ' A sodger ance I lo'ed, 

Forget him shall I never : 
Our humble cot and liamely fare 

Ye freely shall partake it ; 
That gallant badge — the dear cockade, 

Ye 're welcome for the sake o' 't.' 

She gaz'd — she redden'd like a rose — 

Syne pale like ony lily Then 

She sank within my arms, and cried 

* Art thou my ain dear Willie 1 ' 

* By Him who made yon sun and sky. 

By whom true love 's regarded ! 
I am the man ; and thus may still 
True lovers be rewarded ! 

* The wars are o'er, and I 'm come hame 

And find thee still tnie-hearted ; 
Tho* poor in gear, we *re rich in love, goods 

And mair we'se ne'er be parted.' we nhAii 

Quo' she ' My grandsire left me gowd, gold 

A mailen plenish'd fairly ; farm 

And come, my faith fu' sodger lad, 

Thou 'rt welcome to it dearly.' 
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For gold the merchant ploughs the maiiiy 

The farmer ploughs the manor ; 
But glory is the sodger^s prize, 

The sodger's wealth is honor : 
The brave poor sodger ne*er despise, 

Nor count him as a stranger ; 
Remember he 's his country's stay 

In day and hour of danger. 

' The last time I came o*er the moor * I would fain attempt to make 
a Scots song for, and let Ramsay's be the English set Yon shall bear 
from me soon. When you go to London on this business, can you come 
by Dumfries ? I have still several MS. Scots airs by me, which I have 
picked up mostly from the singing of country lasses. They please me 
vastly ; but your learned lugs [ears] would perhaps be displeased with 
that very feature for which I like them. I call tliem simple ; yon would 
pronounce them silly. Do you know a fine air called ' Jackie Hume's 
Lament?' I have a song of considerable meiit to that air, beginning 
* ken ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ? ' I '11 enclose you both the 
song and the tune, as I had them ready to send to Johnson's Mvsetnn. 
I send you likewise, to me, a beautiful little air, which I had taken 
down from viva voce. On the other page I will give you a stanza or 
two of the ballad to it : 

SONG.-BONIE JEAN.* 

There was a lass and she was fair, 

At Kirk and Market to be seen : 
When a' the fairest maids were met. 

The fairest maid was bonie Jean. 

And ay she wrought her country wark. 

And ay she sang sae merrilie : 
Tiie blythest bird upon the bush 

Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will ix)b the tender joys 

That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; linnet 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers ; 

And love will break the soundest rest. 

• • * . 

* The flnished tong was forwarded to Thomson in July following. See pp. 482-484. 




MEG 0' THE MILL. 

[FIRST VEBSIOM.] 

Ain— Jackie Ifume't Lament. 
ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten 1 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has gotten } 
She 's gotten a coof vri' a claute o' siller ruoi— iioud 

And broken the heart of the barley Miller. 

The Miller wne strappin, the Miller was ruddy, 
A heart like a lord and a hue like a lady ; 
The laird waa a wi<ldi£u', bleerit knurl : * 
She 'b left the gude fellow and ta'en the churl. 

The Miller he hccht hct a heart leal and loving, pnxniiad-iayid 
The laiid did address her wi' matter niair moving : 
A fine paciiig-Jiorea wi' a clear chainM bridle, 
A whip by her side and a bunie side-saddlsL 

wae on the siller— it is sae prcvalin' ! 

And wae on the love that is fixed on a mailen ! tum 

A tocher 's nae word in a true lover's pari, dowry— uut 

But gie me my love — and a fig for tlio warl ! t "ona 

I know the«e songs are not to have the luck tu please yoa ; else yon 
miglit be welcome to lliein. Preserve them carefully and return tliem 
Ui me, as I liave no other copy. Adieu. R. B. 



KOBBRT BURNS TO OEOBOK THOMSON. 

THE LAST TIME I CAME O'EE THE MOOR 

The last time I came o'er the moor. 

And left hfaria's dwelling, 
What throes, what tortures passing cure, 

Were in my bosom swelling : 
■ Wlildiru'^Onswhodttiervtii to hug In awldcllaoclialtOT; b1«erlt knorl - bl«u.e]r«d 



rn wiritlcn b]i bin. Sm VoL IV,, 'Soacdinpnvtd.' 



422 LIFE AND WORKS OF BURNS. 

Condemned to see my rival's reign. 

While I in secret languish ; 
To feel a fire in every vein, 

Yet dare not speak my anguish. 

Love's veriest wretch, despairing, I 

Fain, fain my crime would cover : 
The unweeting groan, the bursting sigh, anwitting 

Betray the guilty lover. 
I know my doom must be despair : 

Thou wilt nor canst relieve me ; 
But, O Maria, hear my prayer. 

For pity's sake, forgive me 1 

The music of thy tongue I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslaved me ; 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing feared. 

Till fears no more had saved me. 
The unwary sailor thus, aghast, 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
Mid circling horrors yields at last 

In overwhelming ruin ! 

My dear Sir— I had scarcely put ray last letter into the poet-office 
when I took up the subject of * The last time I carae o'er the moor,' and 
ere I slept drew the outlines of the foregoing. How far I have succeeded 
I leave, as I do eveiy other I send, to you to decide on. I own my 
vanity is flattered when you give my works a place in your elegant and 
superb collection ; but to be of service to that work is my first wish. As 
I have often told you, I do not in a single instance wish yon, out of 
compliment to me, to insert anything of mine. If you can send me, as I 
said in my last hotch-potch ei)i8tle, a list of your first twenty-five songs, 
I will add the authors' names and return you the list. One hint only 
let me give you : where yon have, as in * Kathaiine Ogie,' set another song 
to the air, it will be proper also to prefix the old name of the tune, thus : 
•Highland Mary.— Tune, Katharine Ogie.' Another hint you will 
forgive : whatever Mr Pleyel does, let him not alter one iota of the 
original Scots air — I mean in the song department ; our friend Clarke, 
than whom you know there is not a l>etter judge of the subject, com- 
plains that in the air * Learig * the accent is altered. But let our 
national airs preserve their native features. They are, I own, frequently 
wild and irreducible to the modem rule ; but on that very eccentricity, 
perhaps, depends a gi*eat part of their effect. Fai-ewell. R. BUBM& 
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It will be found that Bums afterwards made considerable altera- 
tions in the song which he transcribed in this letter. He says 
distinctly that 'Mary' was the origiunl name of his heroine; 
but he re-named her 'Maria' iu honour of Mra Kiddel,* who waa 
oidy in a very limited d^ree, thotefoie, his 'model' in this 
instance. In 'the guilty lover' Burns may have sought to 
represent the hapless condition of the man who has fallen in 
love with a married woman. 

TO HKS KIDDEL. 

Fbidat, Hook lAprli ITW]. 

... I must tell you that all the haberdaHhera here are on the alarm 
as to the necessary article of French gloves. Yon ninst know tbat 
Frencli glnves are contraband goods and exprcMly forbiilden by tlie 
laws of this wisely-RoverDed realm of ours. A satirist would say this 
b the reason why the ladies are so fund of them ; bat I, wlio hare 
not one grain of gait in my composition, shall allpge tijat it is the 
patriotism of the dear goddess of man's idolatry that makes them to 
food ot dress from the lanil of liberty and equality. ... I liave di«. 
covered one lialierdasher who, at my reqnest, wilt clothe your fair 
hands as tliey ought to be, to keep them front being profaned by the 
mile gaze of the gloating eye or (horrid t) by the unhallowed lips of 
tbst Satyr man. . . . 

So much for this important matter. I have received a long letter froni 
Mr TIjomson, who presides over the publication of Scotch music, &&, 
wliich I mentioned to you. Wouhl you honor tlie publication ¥dth a 
Hong from yon! I bnve just sent him anew song to 'The last time 
I came o'er the moor ; ' but I don't know if I have succeeileil. I enclose 
it for your strictures. Mayy was tlie name I intended my heroine 
to liear, but I altered it into your lailysbip's, as being iulinitely mon 
nmsical. ... It. B. 

TO MRS RIDDEL. 

[^prtl im.] 

On Monday, my dear Madam, 1 shall most certainly do myself the 
honor of waiting on ynn ; whether the Muses will wait on me is, I fear, 
dubions. Please accept a new song which I have this monieut received 
from (Jrbani. It is a trilling present : but 'Give all thou can'st.' 

K. B. 

TO MRS RIDDEL. 

(^jiHI ITM] 
I have often told yon, my dear friend, that yon had a spice of cnpiic* 
in your compositinu ; and yon have as often disavoweit it, even, perhaps, 

■ The copy or the 1T93rHltlan othli i>iinu vhlch Biini<i pnamted to Mrs nicMcIt* now 
ofRoHbery. It bnni Uiln InKripUon; -To Hn Riddel of 
'Ubj^wfliidn. TbsAiitbor.' 
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while your opiniouB were, at the moment, irrefragably proving it. Could 
any thing estrange me from a friend such as you ? No ! To-morrow I 
shall have the honor of waiting on you. 

Farewell, thou first of friends and most accomplished of women, even 
with all thy little caprices I K. & 



TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE.* 

I am d— nably out of humour, my dear Ainslie, and that is the reason 
why I take up the pen to you: 'tis the nearest way {probcUwn eH) to 
recover my spirits again. 

I received your last and was much entertained with it ; but I will not 
at tliis time, nor at any other time, answer it Answer a letter ! I never 
could answer a letter in my life ! I have written many a letter in return 
for letters I have i*eceivcd ; but then — they were original matter — spurt 
away ! zig, here ; zag, there ; as if the Devil that, my Grannie (an old 
woman indeeil !) often told me, rode on Will-o*-wisp, or, in her more 
classic phrase, Spunkie, were looking over my elbow. Happy thought 
that idea has engendered in my head ! Spunkie — thou shalt henceforth 
be my symbol, signature and tutelary genius! Like thee, hap-step-and- 
lowp, here-awa-there-awa, higglety-pigglety, pell-mell, hither-and-yon, 
ramstam, happy-go-lucky, up tails-a'-by-the-light-o*-the-moon; has been, 
is and shall be my progress through the Mosses and Moors of this vile, 
bleak, barren wilderness of a life of oui*8. 

Come then, my guardian spiiit ! like thee may I skip away amusing 
myself by, and at, my own light ; and if any opaque-sonled lubber of man- 
kind complain that my elfine, lambent, glimmerons wanderings have 
misled his stupid steps over precipices or into bogs, let the thick-headed 
Blunderbuss recollect that he is not Spunkie :— that 

Spunkie's wanderings could not copied be ; 
Amid these perils none durst walk but he4 

I feel vastly better. I give you joy. ... I have no doubt but scholar- 
craft may be caught as a Scotsman catches the itch, — by friction. How 
else can yon account for it: that born blocklieads, by mere dint of 
handling books, grow so wise that even they themselves are equally 
convinced of, and surprised at, their own parts? I once carried this 
philosophy to that degree that in a knot of country-folks who had a 

* Ainslie, it is rather curious to note in this connection, subsequently became an elder 
of the Church of Scotland, and wrote two religions works : A Father's Gift to his 
Children and lleasons for the Hope that is in vs. He died in 18S8. 
t So endonted by Ainslie. 
X Coini)are— 

' But Slmkspeare's magic could not copied be : 
Within that circle none durst walk but he 1 ' 

Dbydbn, Th€ Tempest, Prologue. 
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library amongat them find vrlio, to the honor of their good lenM, mad« 
me faetotnm in the business, one of oni iiienibera — a little, wiM-Iookiog, 
squat, npriglit, jabbering body of a tailor— I advised him, instead of 
tumiii<; over the leaves, to bind the book on his back. Jolinie took the 
liint ; and an our meeting« were every fourth Saturday and Prieklouee 
having a goo<I Scots mile to walk in coming, and, of conr«e, annther in 
returning. Bodkin niw anre to lay his hands o» some heavy quarto or 
ponderous folio with, and under which, wrapt iip in his grey plaid, he 
grew wise as he grew weary, all the way lioiiie. He carried this so far, 
tliat an old musty Hebrew conconlance, which we had in a present from 
a neighbouring priest, by mere dint of applying it, as doctors do a 
blistering plaster, lietween his shoulders, Stitch, in a dozen pilgriniagee, 
acquired as much rational theology as the said priest had done by forty 
years' pemsal of the pages. 
Tell nie, and tell me truly, what yon think of this theory 1 Yonrs, 
Spukkie. 

At WhitEiiiiday, 1793,* Burns ntid his family removed from 
their flat in the Wee Yennel to n detached house in tlie Mill- 
hole Brae or Mill Vennel (now Burns Sti'eot), beyoad the lower 
end of High Street. Althou;;h the change meant only an increase 
of rent from £6 or £7 to £10 or £12, yet it betokened a consider- 
able iinjirovemetit in the circumstances of the family. Their new 
houset was a neat one of two storeys, containing kitchen, parlour, 
one or two gooil bedrooms, nud several smaller rooms, useful 
for the accommodation of a young family. Before it came to bo 
occupied, however, it would seem that the bright views of the 
future, wliich possibly led to ite being taken, were somewhat 
overcast, for the lirst few months of the war had given a 
general check to trade throughout the nation. Bums contem- 
plated the downward progress of his country at that time 
with feelings of keen indignation, which occasionally cscajied 
in lettere to his more intimate friends : 

TO MB PETER HILL. 

[Dimnin, Kay IVB3 (T).] 
1 would have written you sooner, my dear Friend ; but as onr 
Treasurer was out of town until to-day, I did not wisli to write except 

* AUiii Ciinnlntiliaiii plicu tlilg event It Mldinminer. 1784, ■ time of glooni to Bnrtii. 
The ibov* !■ «cerlaliied u the tnie dete, li)- en »e(»uiit fOr • |!i«l« furnltbed to the BBW 
dtrxlllni! by Osorge t[iugh. blickeinlth, iiiioiiiitlng, with the feiuler md otlitr krtlclu, to 
£1. T« *1. 

I Ths hoiiH !• now the pn)|«ny ot Ihg Truitaet or UuinfrJw Iiidiulrlol Scliool, wblcb 
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I could write to the purpose. To-day, I believe, our Treasurer retnite 
you the cash ; on Monday next our committee meet, when you shall have 
a new order. 

I hope and trust that this unhicky blast which has overturned so 
many (and many worthy characters who, four months ago, little dreaded 
any such thing) will spare my Friend. 

Oh I may the wrath and curse of all mankind haunt and liarass those 
turbulent, unprincipled miscreants who have involved a People in this 
ruinous business ! 

I have not a moment more. Blessed be he that blesseth thee and 
cursed be he that curseth thee ! And the wretch whose envious malice 
would injure thee, may the Giver of every good and perfect gift say unto 
him—* Thou shalt not prosper I' K. & 



OEORQE THOMSON TO ROBERT BURNS. 

Sdikbuboh, SetA April 17M. 

I heartily thank you, my dear Sir, for your last two letters and the 
songs which accompanied them. I am always both instructed and enter- 
tained by your obaervations ; and the frankness with which you speak 
out your mind is to me highly agi'eeable. It is very possible I may not 
have the true idea of simplicity in composition. I confess there are 
several songs, of Allan Ramsay's for example, that I think silly enough, 
which another person, more conversant than I have been with country 
people, would perhaps call simple and natural. But the lowest scenes 
of simple nature will not please generally, if copied pi-ecisely as they are. 
The poet, like the painter, must select what will form an agreeable ss 
well as a natural picture. On this subject it were easy to enlarge ; but 
at present suffice it to say that I consider simplicity, rightly understood, 
as a most essential quality in composition and the ground-work of 
beauty in all the arts. I will gladly appropriate your most intei-esting 
new ballad *When wild war's deadly blast,' &c. to *The Mill, Mill 
O,' as well as the two other songs to their respective airs ; but the third 
and fourth lines of the verse must undergo some little alteration in order 
to suit the music. Pleyel does not alter a single note of the songs. 
That would he absurd indeed ! With the airs which he introduces into 
the Sonatas, I allow him to take such liberties as he pleases ; but that 
has nothing to do with the songs. G. T. 

P.S. — I wish you would do as you proposed with your *Rigs o' Barley.* 
If the loose sentiments are threshed out of it, I will find an air for it ; but 
as to this there is no hurry. 

Burns's next letter to Thomsou was written several weeks 
later. 



ROBERT BCBNS TO QEOROE THOUSOM. 

When I tell yon, ray dear sir, that a. friend of mine, in whom I am 
moch ioter«8teil, Ijaa ^lleu a Boci-ilice to tlioee accuraetl ttmes, yon will 
easily allow tliat it niiflit unliinge me fruui doing any giK>d among 
bsilatls. My onii lowt, an to pecuniary iiinttent, is tnllin)^ ; but the 
total ruin of a niach-loved fiietid is a loss indeed. Pardon my seeming 
inattention to your last commands. 

I cntinot alter the disputed lines in 'The Mill, Mill O." What yon 
tliink a defect I eat«em as a positive beauty ; so you see havr doctors 
differ. I shall now, witli tie mucli alacrity aa 1 can muster, go on with 
yonr conimandi. 

You know Fraser.t the hautboy -player in Edinburgh ; he is here, 
instructing a band of music for a Fencihle Corps quartered in this 
country. Among many of hia lura that please me there is one, well 
known as a reel, by the name of 'The Qnaker's Wife;' ami which I 
rcnienilier a grand-annt of mine used to Ring by the name of ' Liggei«m 
cnsli, my bonie wee lawi.' Mr FrawT plays it slow and witli an expres- 
sion that quite eharnin mc. I got snch aa enthuBiast in it that I made 
h tong for it, which I here snbjoin an<l inclose Fioser's set of the tune. 
If they hit yonr fancy, they are at your service ; if not, return me the 
tune and 1 will pnt it in Jolinson'a Miueiim. I think tlie song is not in 
luy wonit wanner. 

BLYTHE HAE 1 BEEN ON YON HILL. 

TvHE—Ligt/eiam Co»k. 

Blythe Imo I been on yon hill 

As tlio lambs bcforo me ; 
Careless ilka tliought and free, "vsrj 

As tlie breeze flew o'er me : 
Now nae langL-t sport and play. 

Mirth or san^', can please me ; 
Lbhi.bv is sao fair and coy, 

Citre and anguish seize laa. 
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Heavy, heavy is the task, 

Hopeless love declaring ; 
Trembling, I dow nocht but glowV, can-«tere 

Sighing, dumb despairing ! 
If she winna ease the thraws wui not-Uiroe> 

In my bosom swelling. 
Underneath the grass-green sod 

Soon maun be my dwelling. mma 

I should wish to hear how this pleases yon. Yours, R. B. 

A copy of this song was sent to the heroine, with a note : 

TO MISS LESLEY BAILLIE OF M A Y V I L L E. 

[Dumfries, end c/ Jfay 1798.] 

Madam— I have just put the last hand to the enclosed song ; and I 
think that I may say of it, as Nature can say of you—* Thei'e is a work 
of mine, finished in my very finest style.' 

Among your sigliing swains, if tliere should be one whose ardent 
sentiment and ingenuous modesty fetter his power of speecli in your 
presence ; with that look and attitude so native to your manner and of 
all others the most bewitching — ^beauty listening to compassion — put 
my ballad in the poor fellow's hand, just to give a little breathing to 
tlie fervor of his soul. 

I have some pretence, Madam, to make you up the theme of my song, 
as you and I arc two downright singularities in human nature. You 
will probably start at this assertion : but I believe it will be allowed that 
a woman exquisitely charming, without the least seeming consciousness 
of it, and a poet who never paid a compliment but where it was justi}' 
due, are two of the greatest rarities on earth. I have the honor to be, 
&c., R. R 



Another was sent 



TO MISS DAVIE S.* 



Happy is the man, Madam, that ever has it in his power to contribute 
to your enjoyments. Ah^ qxielle enviable sortc! (N.B. — If this is not 
French, it ought to be so.) If the following Song gives you any enter- 
tainment, it more than repays me for comjTOsing it. (The singularity of 
this compliment is that it is true.) It is written on the only toast I have 
in the world besides yourself — a lovely woman, a Miss Lesley Baillie, of 
Mayville, in Ayi-sbire. AVhy you and she have appeared so lovely in my 

• Printed in The Western Lvminary (Glasgow, No. 19, Saturday, May 9, 1824); here first 
included iu the Works of Burns. 
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eyeg b the Creator's hiuineaB to ftnaw«r for ; bo I am glad tlie bnrden U 
olTniy slioulden. 

By the bye, I am a great ileal luckier than moat poeta. When I sing 
of MUa Davies or MUn Lealey Baillie, I have only to feign tlie paasluu — 
the cliamiH are reaL 

That never in your presence may the Mn of man apeak to deceive or 
bear to betray, is the ilevoat prayer of, Hadain, Your devoted banl and 
hnroble servant, Robebt Bubns. 



ROBERT BUBHa TO OEOBQB THOMSON. 

ua JviH ITM. 

Have yon ever, my dear Sir, felt your bosom i«ady to hnnt with 
indignation on reailing, or seeing, liow tliese mighty villaitis divide 
kingdom against kingdom, desolate provinces and lay Nations waste, 
out of the wantonness of ambition or often from still more ignoble 
passiouH > In a mood of this kind to-day, I recollected the air of ' Logan 
Water;' anditoccnrred tome that its querulous melody probably had its 
origin from tite plaintive indignation of some swelling, sitfTering heart, 
fired at the tyrannic strides of some Public Destroyer and overwhelmed 
with prirato distress, the consequences of a Country's rain. IE I have 
done anything at all like justice to iny feelings, the following song, oom- 
poeed in three-quarters of an hour's Incubratjons in my elbow.choir, 
ought to have some merit. 

LOGAN BRAES. 
Tune— Zogun WeUer.* 
Logan, sweetly didst thou glide 
That day I was my Willie's bride, 
And years sin syne hae o'er ua run, iincs then 

Dice Logan to the simmer sun : 
But now tliy flowery banks appear 
Like drumlie W^iiiter, dark and drear, eioodsd 

While my dear lad maun face his foes miut 

Far, far froe me and Logan braes. 



• Tli« sJr or 

bafOn Biimi'i 
•ong to ths lir. 


'Log.. 

Mm., 
begin- 


, Wmter'Uold, .ndlli«™ 
John Miyin. .uthor of 
lug 


in Hvml 
•The Slll« 


Dldwi 

OUD." 


wmUS 


Imi 

reij 


nsdistelr 
plwsnt 






'By Logsn'* (trwins, thit rin ua deep.' 








It wM pnb1l>h»a In ths SbiT nimiwpar, Mny a. 


nse. Bum 


le hSTi' 


Mghevd 






■uppMlng it to b« sn 
h. manured: 


• While mfdesrUd mm 


Into hi! owi 
DDlkcehlil 


Kong 


.couplet 


ftnnit-hlch 






hi, fkr IiM Kit and Locsa brus.' 











430 LIFE AND WORKS OF BURNS. 

Again the merry month o' May 
Has made our hills and vallies gay ; 
The hirds rejoice in leafy bowers ; 
The bees hum round the breathing flowers ; 
Blythe, Morning lifts his rosy eye ; 
And Evening's tears are tears of joy : 
My soul, delightless, a' surveys, 
While Willie 's far frae Logan braes. 

Within yon milk-white hawthorn bush, 
Araang her nestlings, sits the thrush ; 
Her faithfu* mate will share her toil 
Or wi' his song her cares beguile ; 
But I, wi' my sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nae mate to cheer, 
Pass widow'd nights and joyless days, 
While Willie 's far frae Logan brae& 

O wao upon you, Men o' State, 
That bretliron rouse to deadly hate ! 
As ye make niony a fond heart mourn, 
Sae may it on your heads return ! 
How can your flinty hearts enjoy 
The widow's tear, the orphan's cry !* 
But soon may peace bring happy days, 
And Willie hame to Logan braes ! 

Do you know the beautiful little fragment in Wotherspoon's collection 
of ScotR songH ? t — 

Air — Hughie Graham, 

O gin my love were yon red rose 

Tliat grows upon the castle wa* ! 
And I mysell a drap o' dew. 

Into her bonny breast to fa' ! 



« 



Originally— 



* Ye mind na, 'mid your cruel joys, 
Tlie widow's tears, the orphan's cries/ 
t Ancient and Modem Scottish Songit, Heroic BaUadf, dw fCollected by David Herd.] 
Second Edition. In two volumes. Edinburgh: Printed by John Wotherspoou for Jauea 
Dickson and Charles Elliot 1776. 
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Oh there, beyond expression Uest, 

I 'd feast on beauty a' the night ; 
Seal'd on her silk-saft faulds to rest, 

TiU fley'd awa by Phcabus' light ! firightened 

Tliis thougtit is inexpressibly beautiful and quite, so far as I know, 
original. It is too short for a song, else I would forswear you altogether, 
except you gave it a place. I have often tried to eke a stanza to it, but 
in vain. 

After balancing myself for a musing five minutes on the hind-legs of 
my elbow-chair, I produced the following. The verses are far inferior to 
the foregoing, I fi'ankly confess ; but, if worthy of insertion at all, they 
might be first in place, as every Poet who knows any thing of his trade 
will husband his best thoughts for a concluding stroke. 

were my love yon Lilac fair, 
Wi' purple blossoms to the Spring, 

And I, a bird to shelter there 
When wearied on my little wing I 

How I wad mourn when it was torn 
By Autumn wild and Winter rude ! 

But I wad sing on wanton wing. 
When youthfu* May its bloom renew'd.* 



Yours ever, 



RoBT. Burns. 



OBOROE THOMSON TO ROBERT BURNS. 

Monday, lit July 170S. 

I am extremely sorry, my good Sir, that anything should happen to 
unhinge you. The times are terribly out of tune, and when harmony 
will be restored Heaven knows ! 

My first book of songs, just published, will be dispatched to you 
along with this. Let me be favoured with your opinion of it frankly 
and freely. 

I shall certainly give a place to the song yon have written for the 
•Quaker's Wife: ' it is quite enchanting. Pray will you return the list of 
songs with such airs added to it as you think ought to be included ? 
The business now rests entirely on myself, the gentlemen who originally 
agreed to join the speculation having requested to be off. No matter, a 
loser I cannot l)e. The superior excellence of the work will create a 
general demand for it as soon as it is properly known. And were the sale 

* Bums offers a choice of worda : youthfki'— gallant or merry ; bloom— leaf. 
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even slower than it promises to be, I slionld be somewhat compensated 
for my labour by the pleasure I shall receive from the music I cannot 
express how much I am obliged to you for the exquisite new songs you 
are sending me ; but thanks, my friend, are a poor return for what yon 
have done. As I shall be benefited by the publication, you most suffer 
me to enclose a small mark of my gratitude * and to repeat it afterwards 
when I find it convenient Do not return it, for, by Heaven ! if you do, 
our correspondence is at an end ; and though this would be no loss to 
you, it would mar the publication which, under your auspices, cannot 
^ fail to be respectable and interesting. G. T. 

W«dne$day Morning. 

I thank you for your delicate additional verses to the old fragment 
and for your excellent song to * Logan Water;' Thomson's truly elegant 
one will follow for the English singer. Your apostrophe to statesmen is 
admirable; but I am not sure if it is quite suitable to the supposed 
gentle character of tlie fair mourner who speaks it. [' Cruel joys ' is a 
phrase I do not like : could you not alter it ? 

Adieu, my Dear Sir, Geo. Tuobison.] 



ROBERT BURNS TO OEOROE THOMSON. 

July Snd, 1798. 

My Dear Sir— I have just finished the following ballad and, as I do 
think it in my best style, I send it to you (you had the tune, with a verse 
or two of the song, from me a while ago). Mr Clarke, who wrote down the 
air from Mrs Burns's * woodnote wild,' is very fond of it and has given 
it celebrity by teaching it to some young ladies of the first fashion here. 
If you do not like the air enough to give it a place in your collection, 
please return me tlie air— -the song you may keep, as I remember it. 

BONIE JEAN. 

There was a lass, and she was fair, 

At kirk and market to be seen : 
When a' our fairest maids were met. 

The fairest maid was bonie Jean. 

And ay she wrought her mammie's wark, 

And ay she sang sae merrilie : 
The biythest bird upon the bush 

Had ne'er a lighter heart than she, 

* Five pounds. 




But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers ; 
And love will break the soundest rest : 

Toung Bobie was the brawest lad, i] 

The flower and pride of a' the glen ; 

And he had owsen, sheep and kye d 

And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryate, 
He datic'd wi' Jeanie on the down ; 

And, lang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Hec heart was tint, her peace was stown. 

As in the bosom of tUo stream 
The moon-beam dwells at dewy e'en, 

So trembling, pnre, was tender love 
Within the brenst of bonie Jean.* 

And now she works her mammie's wark; 

And ay she sighs wi' care and pain ; 
Yet wist na what her ail might be 

Or what wad mak her weel again. 

But did na Jeanie's heart loup light. 
And did na joy blink in her e'e 

As Robie tauJd a tale o' love, 
Ab e'enin on the lily lea I 

The sun was sinking in the west, 
The birds sang sweet in ilka grove. 

His cheek to hers ho fondly prest. 
And whisper'd thus his tale o* love: 

'O Jeanie fair, I lo'o thee dear : 
canst thou think to fancy me t 

Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cot 
And learn to tent the famis wi' me 1 

Morlgliul mill nterlpt, oar poot uki Hi Thornton If thii itann li not 
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* At bam or byre thou shalt na drudge, cowhouse 

Or naething else to trouble thee ; 
But stray amang the heather-bells 

And tent the waving com wi' me.' 

Now what could artless Jeanie do 9 

She had nae will to say him na : 
At length she blush'd a sweet consent, 

And love was ay between them twa. 

I have some thoughts of inserting in your index, or In my notes, the 
names of the fair ones, the themes of my songs. I do not mean the name 
at full ; but dashes or asterisks, so as ingenuity may find them out 

[The heroine of the foregoing is Miss M*Murdo, daughter to Mr 
M*Murdo of Dnimlanrig, one of your subscribers. I have not painted 
her in tlie rank which she holds in life, but in the dress and character of 
a cottager.*] 

Yours ever, R. R 

Mr M'Murdo at this time resided at or in the immediate 
neighbourhood of Dumfries, where Mr Clarke was teaching his 
daughters musia 

TO JOnV M<MURDO, B S Q. 

(DcTMFBiES, /uZy 170S.] 

Sir— There is a beautiful, simple little Scots air, which Mr Clarke tells 
me has the good fortune to meet your approbation ; and which he says he 
has taught to your young ladies, together with the rudiments of a Song 
wliich I intended to suit the tune. That Ballad I enclose finished and, 
in my own opinion, in my best style ; and I now beg leave to present to 
Miss M'Murtlo the composition, as I think I have made it worthy, in 
some degree, of the subject. S!ie I, from the beginning, meant for the 
Heroine of it. 

Sincere res|)ect, Sir, even from those who can liestow nothing else or 
who are themselves of no consequence as folk of the world— such respect 
and tribute of the heart is an offering grateful to every mind. You 
know tliat it is a tribute I never pay but in the willing ardour of my 
soul. Kings give Coronets— alas ! I can only bestow a Ballad. Still, 
however, I proudly claim one superiority even over Monai-chs : my pre- 
sents, so far as I am a Poet, are the i)resent8 of Genius ; and as the gifts 
of K. Burns, they are the ^afts of respectful gratitude to the Worthy. I 
assure you I am not a little flattered with the idea when I anticipate 

* This paragraph appears in Currie's print of this letter : it does not (now) appear in 
the MS. Miss Jean M'Murdo married a Mr Crawford. 
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diililren pointini; ont in fatnre pablicationa the triboteaof reapcct I have 
bMtOwed on tlieir Motlien. The meiite of the Scots ain to which niMiy 
of Tay Songs ate — and more will be— eet, give me tliii iileoaing liope. 

Vou, I believe, are a subecriber to that aplendid edition of Scot* MdrIo 
in which Pleyel pretiides over the mimical ilepartmenL In a fntnre 
number of that Work (the Hrst number in already pnblisUed) thie Ballad 
will probably appear. I liave the honor to be, Sir, yonr obliged, humble 

MTvant, ROBT. ItVRMB. 

If the foregoing letter was sent to Mr M'Murdo, the necessity 
for one to his daughter does not appear. The following, however, 
is copied into the Glenriddel prose volume : 

TO HISS H'M U RDO. 

Madah — Amid the profusion of eomplimentaiy addreHes which 
your Age, seic and acconipliBhinentB will now bring yon, permit me to 
approach with niy dtvoirt which, however deficient may be their 
consequence in otiier rexpects, have the double novelty and merit, in 
these frivolous, hollow litiies, of being Poetic and nincere. In the inclosed 
ballad I have, I tliitik, hit olT a few outlines of your portrait. The per- 
sonal charms, the purity of mind, the ingenioas naivete of heart and 
manners in my heroine are, I flatter myself, a pretty just likenens of Miss 
M'Murdo in a Cottage. Every composition of this kind must have n 
series of Diniiiatic incident in it, so I have had recour«e to my invention 
to finish the rest of my ballad. 

So much from the Poet : now let me add a few wialiM which every 
man who lias Ijimself the honour of being a fathor mnst breathe, when 
he sees Female Youth, Beauty and Innocence about 1« enter into tliis 
much-cliequered and very precarious world. May yon, my young Madam, 
escape that Frivolity which threatens universally to pervade the minds 
and manners of Fashionable Life. To pass by the rougher and still 
more degenetat« sex : the mob nf fashionable Female Youth, what are 
they! Are they any thing? They prattle, langli, sing, dance, linger a 
lesson or perhaps tuni over the pages of a fashionable Novel ; hut are 
their minds stored with any information worthy of the noble powers of 
reason and judgment! or do their hearts glow with sentiment ardent, 
generoDS and humane ! Were I to poetise on the subject, I would call 
tliein the hutterflius of the liuoian kind : remarkable only for, and dis- 
tingubhed only by, the Idle variety of their gaudy glare, sillily stray- 
ing from one blossoming wecxl to another, without a meaning and 
without an aim, the idiot prey of every pirate of the skies who thinks 
them woith his while as he wings his way by them, and speedily by 
wintry time swept to that oblivion whence they might as well never 
have appeared. 

Amid this crowd of Nothings may you. Madam, be Something I — May 
yours be a Character dignified «s Batjonal and LiimortAl Being. 
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A Btill more formidable plagne in life— unfeeling, interested Selfishness 
—is a contagion too impure to touch yon. The selfish drift to bless 
yourself alone, to build your fame on another's ruin, to look on the 
child of Misfortune without commiseration or even the victim of Folly 
without Pity— these, and every other feature of a heart rotten at the 
core, are what you are totally incapable of. 

These Mrishes, Madam, are of no consequence to You, but to Me they 
are of the utmost, as they give me an opportunity of declaring wit-h what 
respect I have the honor to be, &c., &c., R. B. 



Another version of this ballad dififera so much from the popular 
one that we give it here : 

THERE WAS A LASS AND SHE WAS FAIR. 

There was a lass, and she was fair, 

At kirk and market to be seen : 
When a' our fairest maids wore met, 

The fairest maid was bonie Jean. 

And ay she wrought her country wark, 

And ay she sang sae merrilie : 
The blythest bird upon the bush 

Had ne'er a lighter heart than she. 

But hawks will rob the tender joys 
That bless the little lintwhite's nest ; 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers ; 
And love will break the soundest rest : 

Young Robio was the brawest lad 

That turned the maute in yon toun-en*, 

And he had owsen, sheep and kye 
And wanton naigies nine or ten. 

He gaed wi' Jeanie to the tryste, 

He danc*d wi' Jeanie on the down ; 
And, Jang ere witless Jeanie wist, 

Her heart was tint, her peace was stown. 



And as she wronght hei country wark, 
Her life was nought but care and pain ; 

Yet keiid na what her ail could be 
Oi what wad eaae ber heart again. 

But did na Jeaiiie'e heart lowp light, 
And did na joy blink iu her o'a 

When Bobie tauld a tale o' love, 
Ae e'eniug, ou the lily lea 1 

While luony a bird sang sweet o' love 
Aud mony a flow'r bloom'd o'er the dale ; 

His cheek to hera he oft did lay, 
And whiBper'd thus his tender tolu : 

' Jcanie fair, I loe thee dear : 
And can'st thou think to fancy mc t 

Aud wilt thou leave thy country work 
And loani to turn the rnaute wi' me I 

' Thy handsome foot thou ehalt na sot 
In bam or byre, to trouble thee ; 

But sit on a cushion and sew at thy Beam, 
And learn to turn tlie inaute wi' me.' 

Now Jeanio wist na what to aay : 
She had nae will to say him na ; 

At length she blush'd a kind consent. 
And bliss was aye between them twa. 



KOBKBT BUBNS TO OEORQB THOHSOM. 

JwlV ITHL 

I BMure yoD, my dear Sir, that you tmly hurt nie with your pecaoiaty 
parcel. It degrades me in my own eyes. However, to retnm it would 
savour of bombast aflectation ; but, as to any more traffic of that debtor 
and creditor kind, I swear, by that HONOB which crowns tlie upright 
statue of ItOBEBT BURKS's Ihteority— on the least mntitm of it, I will 
indiipuuitly spurn the by-poat transactioii aud from tliat moment com- 
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mence entire stranger to yoa 1 BuBM8*8 oharaoter for generosity of 
isentiment and independence of mind will, I truBt, long outlive any of his 
wantB whicli tlie cold unfeeling ore can supply ; at least I shall take care 
that such a character he shall deserve. 

Thank you for my copy. Never did my eyes behold in any musical 
work such elegance and correctness. Your preface, too, is admirably 
written, only your partiality to me has made you say too much ; how- 
ever, it will bind me down to double every effort in the future progress 
of the work. Now for business — nmst I return you the list? The 
following are a few remarks on it I never copy what I write you, so 
I may be often tautological or perhaps contradictory. 

Tlie * Flowers of the Forest * is charming as a poem and should be, and 
must be, set to the notes ; but though out of rule, the three stanzas 
beginning 

I hae seen the smiling o* Fortune beguiling, 

are worthy of a place, were it but to immortalize the author of them, 
who is an old lady of my acquaintance and at tliis moment living in 
Edinburgh. She is a Mrs Cockburn, I forget of \vhat place, but from 
Roxburghshire.* What a charming apostrophe is 

O fickle Fortune, why this emel sporting. 
Why, why torment us— poor sons of a day I 

The old ballad, *I wish I were where Helen lies,* is silly to con- 
temptibility. My alteration in Johnson is not much better. Mr Pin- 
kerton in his, what he calls, ancient ballads (many of them notorious, 
though beautiful enough, forgeries) has the best set. It is full of his 
own intei-polations, but no matter. 

In the * Learig ' I have altered my mind as to the first line, and will, 
if you please, have it as at tirat — 

When o*er the hills the eastern star. 

It is much more poetical. 

The verses of the * Bonie Bnicket Lassie * are poor. They, I believe, 
are the production of that odd being, * Balloon Ty tier, 't The air deserves 
fine verses. 

The measure of *Hughie Graham* will answer exactly to my 
favorite fragment, *0, if my Love were yon red rose,* Will the 
expression suit ? 

The Jacobite verses * There *ll never be peace till Jamie comes hame * 
are mine, made on the idea suggested by the title of the air. If you 
object to their Bcntiments, there is another song of mine {Museum, 
vol. iv., No. .331) which will suit the measure. It is a little irregular in 
the flow of the lines, but where two short syllables, that is to say, one 
syllable more than regular feet — if these two syllables fall to the space 

* tiev uote, Vol. II., p. 79. f See note, Vol. II., p. 880. 
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of ouB. croUsliet time, eompiMed of two (liffereDt quavers under a slur, it 
luH, I tliiDk, no liad effect to divide tlieiii. Thus it mAy flow- 
Yon wild, monjr maant«iiu mo lofty and wide. 
That nurse in their bourn tlie youth o' the Clyde, 
Where the Eraiue thro' the heath lead their coreyi to feed. 
And the ihepherd tenta hji Book aa ha pipea on hia reed. 

After all, perhaps the expreeaiuii of tliU air reqniree something more 
soleiiiD. 

If you look into the Muttam (vol. tv., No. 311) you will see an altered 
•et of tlie ballad 'O let me in this ae night.' ApropM, in OtvxAd, 
under the mune nf ' Will ye lend me your loom, lass ' yon will meet with 
a difTereiit set, and perhaps a. better one, than in Jolinnou'e Mvmum. 

In my next I will suggest to your consitleration a few aongs which roajr 
have escaped your hurried notice. In the mean time, allow me to con- 
gratulate you now as a brollier of the quill. You have committed your 
character and fame, which will now be tried for agea to come by Ui« 
illiutriouH jury of the SONS ANo Dauohtebs ov Taste— all whom 
poesy can please or music charm. Being a bard of nature, I liave some 
pretensioDB to second-sight ; and I am warranted by the spirit to foretell 
and afUnii that your great-),'reat-gnuid child will hold up yonr volnmes 
and say with honent pride 'This so- much-od mired selection was the 
work of my ancestor!'* Yotini, K. B. 

i'.f.— Itoliert Riddel, Esq., of Glenriddel, subscribed to me for Che 
■ongs ; send him a copy to my care the first opportunity. Walter 
Riddel, of Woodley Park, is a subscriber for the whole work ; but he ia 
at present out of the country. John M'Murdo, Esq., of Drumlanrig, is, 
I believe, another subscriber for the whole work ; and also, I tliink, 
Patrick Miller, of Dalswinton ; but Mr Clarke, nnr friend, who is at 
present teaching in both families — I H-ill write or speak to him about it. 
However, all yonr sobeoribers here are determined to transmit yon the 
full price witliont the intervention of those harpies, the booksellers. 

Do not forget Glenriddel's copy of the songs. IL B. 

Burns'a pereistent detenu i nation to accept no pecuniary recom> 
pense from Tlionison, which is clearly indicstcd by this letter, hu 
excited much surprise. It has been lemarked by Lockhart as the 
more extraordinary inasmuch ae the poet made no scruple about 
accepting hundreds of pounds from Ci'oech u the profits of his 
volume of poems. Tlia explnnation is simple enough : he deemed 
an author fully entitled to any profit which might arise from hia 
works published in the ordinary manner. He himself says in a 

* CliirlM Dlckenfl, u hu ilrauly been noted, married Catherine, daq^hter of George 
Hog»rth, the niunliml critic, wbo had married a daughter of George Thoinioii : hl» ehll- 
drea an thenfQre tli* Bnal-granilchlldnii of the uoalolaii. 



.1 
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letter to Mr Carfrae, dated 1789: *The profits of the labours 
of a man of genius are, I hope, as honourable as any profits 
whatever.' And on this principle he acted as far as ordinary 
modes of publishing were concerned. Yet he appears to have had 
at the same time an insuperable aversion to deliberately writing 
for money.* And this he applied in the cases of Johnson 
and Thomson. Besides, he regarded these men as amateurs in 
Scottish music and song like himself who were taking trouble 
and undergoing risk for the sake of a cause interesting to all 
patriotic Scotsmen. In such a business he must write for love, 
and not for reward, if he was to write at alL It might, 
it may be said, have occurred to him that Johnson and 
Thomson stood at least a chance of making some profit by their 
respective publications. All that can be said on the other hand 
is that amateurship was truly the basis of both publications; 
that Johnson's had not proved a source of profit ; and that it 
was quite problematical whether Thomson's turned out differently 
or no. Burns was in this regard animated by a sentiment highly 
honourable to him, and in entire keeping with his character. 
It cost him a severe exercise of self-denial. It will be after- 
wards seen that his poverty hns been exaggerated ; yet in July 
1793, when he wrote the foregoing letter to Tliomson, a few pounds 
would have been of essential service to him. It will be readily 
admitted that Bums could never have been comfortable under the 
burden of even the smallest debt. Yet thera is evidence that 
the trifle (10s.) due to Jackson of the Dumfries Journal^ for 
advertising the sale of his stock at EUisland, was now, after 
twenty months, still unpaid. It was discharged on the 12th 
July, probably out of the very money transmitted by Thomson. 

* In a brief anonymous memoir of Burns, published in the Scots Magatim for January 
1707, it is stated that he considered it below him to be an author by profession. ' A 
friend,' adds the writer, ' knowing his family to be in great want [an exaggeration, certainly], 
urged the propriety, and even necessity, of publishing a few poems, assuring him of their 
success, and shewing the advantage that would accrue to his family fh)m it. His answer 
was: " No; if a friend desires me, and if I 'm in the mood for it, I '11 write a poem, but 
I '11 be d if ever I write for money." ' 
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No. 1.-ADDITI0NAL ELUSLAND LETTERS. 

tHE following three Isttera liAve been recovered too late for 
iiieerCJon in tlieir proper places. A portion of tlie third, 
to Alexander Canuingliani, appears at pp. TO, 71 of tliia 
volume. Il is now given in ita complete form (for the hist 
time in print), from the MS. in the 01>8ervatory at Dumfries. 
The first two, which have never before been included in any edition of 
Duma, are to another of Bums's intimate Edinburgh frieuH^ William 
Dunbar. They are the property of Mr R. B. Adani, Ituffalo, and at 
present under the care of Mr Hew Morrison, of the I*ublic Library, 
Edinburgh. 

TO MB WILLIAM DUNBAR, WBITBB TO THE SIGNET, 

ST DAVID STREET, EDINBUROll. 

Fer/avor qfMr Clarke. 

Klluund, ttur LTintria, Stptombcr 3Mlt, 17U. 

Mr EVER-DEAR Fribnd— You youreelf are to blame for my long 
ungrateful silence. You wrote me Buch an excellent letter, at once eo 
marked with Friendship and GeniuN, that I resolved not to answer it 
in tlie usual way, ' at uiy limt leisure hour,' but to watch sonie favored 
moment of inspiration and call up my tittle scattered powers to give 
yoa, as well as 1 conld, an adequate return. I waiteil a moment that 
never came ; so in my plain, dull, ordinary way, accept of my thanks 
for your letter ; your Cowper's Poems, the best Poet ont uf sight since 
Thomson ; and accept of my beet wishes for your welfare, and the 
welfare of Mrs Fordyce and your two little Nieces. I was going to 
call them two little AngeU ; but when 1 consider, though their looks 
have all that celestial sweetness, guileless SprighLliness and ingenuous 
Modesty that one would expect in a young Inhabitant of Heaven, a 
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Seraph newly entered on existence, nay, their air, their manner, their 
figure (for whatever Milton had, / Iiave no idea of a Cherub six feet 
high), are quite Angelic; yet tliere is a something, and not a little 
something neitlier, alniut their eyes, as well in the enchanting shape 
and colors of the organs themselves, as in their fascinating way of 
using them— in short, for I hate to dwell on so disagreeable a subject as 
accusing a fellow-creature, I am positively of opinion that there is more 
bewitching destructive mischief in one of their glances than in the 
woi-st half of ' Satan's invisible world discovered : * now witchcraft can 
never make a part in the character, at least of a good Angel. I am 
sorry for the young ladies' sakes that I am forced to liear this witness 
against them, but however I may deal in fiction, under my Poetic 
Licence, I sacredly stick to truth in Prose. To say no more on this 
unlucky business, I give the young Ladies notice that, married man as 
I am, and consequently out of the field of Danger, still I have so much 
regard for the welfare of the world I lately left, that I have half a 
thought of advertising them in Rhyme, to put mankind on their guard 
againstt such a dangerous and still gtvwing Mischief. 

I inclose you a Poem* I have just finished. It is my first Essay in 
that kind of Poetry ; and I ask your Criticisms on it, both liow far you 
think such a species of i)oetio composition seems to suit my Muse, and 
what faults you find, or emendations you would propose, in it. I am 
determined, from this time forth, whatever I may write, to do it 
leisurely and, to the utmost of my power, correctly. I must caution 
you, should yon think the Poem worth mentioning, to mention it but 
sparingly ; and the gentleman's name to whom it is addressed, not at 
all. My connection with him is at present very delicate and highly 
important to myself. I am ever most truly, My dear Sir, Yours, 

RoBT. Burns. 

TO THE SAME. 

[With lines * Written in Friars' Carse Hermitage ' (both versions).] 

[Ellisland, cUxa February I4th^ 1780.] 

In vain do we talk of reason, my dear Sir; we are the offspring of 
Caprice and the nurslings of Habitude. The most pleasurable part 
of our existence, the strings that tie heart to heart, are the manufacture 
of some hitherto undescribed and unknown power within us. The circle 
of our acquaintance, like a wide horizon, is too large for us to make 
anything of it. We are amused for a little with the ill-define<l distant 
objects ; but our tired eye soon fixes with delighted discrimination on 
the towering cliffs or tlie winding river, a hoary ruin or a woody vale, 
just as that nameless Something within us directs. 

I retumetl from my late hare-brained ramble into life, with two 
or three attacliinents of that kind in my bosom ; but from my un- 

* Maiiirestly the ' Fir»t Epistle to Graham of Fintry.' See Vol. IL, pp. 86»-S72. 
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eoathneaa when out of my natdre tpiiere and my oWurity in (bat 
•phen, I am obli]^ to give most of them up in deipair cif a mutual 
return. I often aay to myialf : why may not a Bon of Poverty, with 
an intelligent mind and an independent spirit, make an agreeahls 
Intimate or an entertaining Correspondent * Wliat are all, even the 
most exalted, advantafeu tu whicli we can be bom, compared with 
};ooil BeoHe, native tast« and amiable disp>Hitiiin8 ; and wliat are the 
richeit attiunmenia of Fortune, to Intelli),'euce anil Worth T 

YoD made me happy once in the idea that I should enjoy yonr corre- 
spondence in my rustic obecarity, but must I think of you wlint 1 
never thought of you before— that you are one of the herd of man- 
kind! 

I ha<l set BO much store by yonr friendship, that I shall not very 
earily part with tlie hope I liad fondly indulged of its lieing one 
of the permanent enjoyments of my life. In my professional tine, 
too, I want you inach. Before an Author gete his Piece finished, 
he has viewed and reviewed it so often— he has brought it so near 
tlie mental eye that it is witliin the sphere of vision ; and he is 
no longer a judge of ila nicrit«. A judicious candid friend is tben 
all he has to trust to ; and 1 had set yon down as that friend for nie. 

The foregoing Poems are of niy late productions ; and it they will 
bear yonr criticism, I should Im glad that yon would honor them 
with your strictures. I shall be in Eiiinburgh for two or three days, 
very soon, and I hope then to have the pleasure of assuring you in 
person how sincerely I am, Dear Ijir, Your most obedient humble 
Servant, Robt. Bubns. 



TO HB ALEXANDER CUNNINOHAU. 

ELUILAiiD, 1IA Hag 1TB9. 

My Dear Sir— Yonr duty-free Favor of the 2flth April I received two 
days ago. I will not say I perused it with pleasure : tijat is the cold 
compliment of ceremony ; I perused it, Sir, with delicious satisfaction. 
In short, it is such a tetter that not you nor yonr friend, but the 
Legislature, by express Proviso in their Postage laws, should frank. A 
letter informed with all the glowing soul of friendship is snch an honor 
to Human nature that they should order it free ingress and egress to and 
from their bogs and nmils, om an encouragement and mark of dlstiuetioo 
to Bnper-emiiient Virtne. 

I have just put the last hand to a little Poem which I think will be 
•omething to yonr taste. One morning lately, as I was ont pretty early 
in the fields sowing some grass-seeds, I heard the burst of a shot from a 
neighbonring Plantation ; and presently a poor little woundeil baie came 
crippling by me. You will guess my indignation at the inhuman fellow 
who could shoot a hare at this seasoD, when they all of tliem have young 
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ones ; and it gave me no little gloomy satisfaction to see the poor injured 
creature escape him. Indeed, there is something in all that multiform 
business of destroying, for our sport, individuals in the animal creation 
that do not injure us materially, that I could never reconcile to my ideas 
of native Virtue and eternal Right. 



ON SEEING A FELLOW WOUND A HARE WITH A SHOT, 

APRIL 1789. 

Inhuman man 1 curse on thy barb'rous art, 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye ! 
May never Pity soothe thee with a sigh, 

Nor ever Pleasure glad thy cruel heart I 

Go live, poor wand'rer of the wood and field. 
The bitter little that of life remains : 
No more the thickening brakes or verdant plains 

To thee or home or food or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled innocent, some wonted form ; 
That wonted form, alas I thy dying bed. 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head. 

The cold earth with thy blood-stain *d bosom warm. 

Perhaps a mother's anguish adds its woe ; 
The playful pair crowd fondly by thy side : 
Ah, helpless nurslings, who will now provide 

That life a mother only can bestow ? 

Oft as by winding Nitli I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I '11 miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn. 

And cunse the ruthless wretch and mourn thy hapless fate. 

Thank you, my dearest Sir, for your concern for me in my contest w^ith 
the London News-men. Depend on it that I will never deign to reply 
to their Petulance.* The Publisher of the Star has been polite. He 
may find his account in it ; though I would scorn to put my name to a 
Newspaper Poem. One instance, indeed, excepted : I mean your two 
Stanzas. Had the Lady kept her character, she should have kept my 
verses ; but as she prostituted the one, I no longer made anything of the 
other ; so sent them to Stuart as a bribe, in my earnestness to be cleared 
from the foul aspersions respecting the D[uchess] of G[ordon].t 

Let me know how you like my Poem. I am doubtful whether it 

• Tills affair of the ' London News-men ' Is treated at pp. 242-247 of this volume. 

t The Poet refers to his two stanzas on Miss Stewart, whom Cunningham had on- 
8ucces8(\)lly courted. They had appeared In Stuart's Stor, under his name. See note, Vol. 
III., p. 50. Tlie vencs will appear in the fourth volume of this work. 
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would not be an improvement to keep ont the last stanza bnt one, 
altogether. 

Cleghom is a glorious production of the Author of Man. You, He 
and the noble Colonel of the Crochallan Fencibles, are to me 

Dear as the ruddy dropa that wanu my heart. 

I have a good mind to make verses on you all, to the tune of ' Three 
gude fallows ayont yon glen.' By tlie way, do look in on poor Johnson 
how he comes on. I sent him a list of what / would chuse for his third 
Voluma 
Adieu 1 God bless you ! RoBT. Burns. 



In the third volume of The Complete Works of Robert Bums (Phila- 
delphia, 1886) the following letter appears as * first published from a 
facsimile of the original,' and with the note : * The fly-leaf on which 
the post address would appear is lost, and the words which follow in 
brackets are torn from the edge which connected the fly-leaf.' It will 
be seen that the letter is supposed to be addressed to Gavin Hamilton. 
But its virtual identity with a letter to Rol>ert Ainslie which appears 
in its proper place in this work (Vol. II., p. 343) ]>laces it under suspicion. 
And this apart from the reference to ' the great studies of your Profes- 
sion ' — which is not applicable to the Mauchline lawyer. 



TO [GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ.(?)]. 

Ellisland, lAth [16IA] Junt 1788. 

This is now the third day, my dearest Sir, th[at I have] sojourned 
in these regions, and during these th[ree days] yon have occupied more 
of my thoughts than i[n many] weeks preceding : in Ayrshire I have 
several [varia]tions of Friendship's Compass ; here it points in[variab]ly 
to the Pole. My Farm gives me a good man[y] uncouth Cares and 
Anxieties, but I hate the language [of] Complaint— Job or some one 
of his friends says * Why should a living man complain ? ' 

What books are yon reading or what is the subject of your thoughts, 
beside the great studies of your Profession? You said something 
about Religion in your last letter: I don't exactly remember what it 
was, as the letter is in Ayrshire, but I thought it not only prettily said 
but nobly thought. 

Keep my old Direction, at Mauchline, till I inform myself of another. 

Adieu 1 RoBT. Burns. 
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No. II. -THE SUBSCRIPTION-LIST TO THE SECOND 

EDITION OF THE POEMS. 

It BayB mach for Barns's energy that within a few days of his arrival 
in Edinburgh he had set about the real purpose of his visit. He 
arrived in the capital on 28th November 1786; on 7th Decenilier 
he informed Gavin Hamilton that his 'subscription-bills come ont 
to-morrow.' 

The * bills ' seem to have been widely distributed. Scotland, almost 
' frae Maidenkirk to Johnie Groat's/ was invited to subscribe for the 
new edition * to be published for the sole benefit of the Author.' Edin- 
burgh retained many of the subscription-bills; but friends in Ayr- 
shire were not forgotten : Aiken, Ballantine, Chalmers, Hamilton, 
and Miiir each received a parcel, and (the list of subscribers shows) 
made good use of them. The Earl of Glencaim— besides having 
been the means of the Caledonian Hunt subscribing for a 
hundred copies — sent a 'parcel to the Marquis of Graham, with 
downriglit orders to get them filled up with all the first Scottish 
names about Court. He has likewise wrote' (Bums says in a 
letter to Aiken) 'to the Duke of Montague, and b al>out to write 
to the Duke of Portland for their Graces' interest' Dr Moore, in 
I^ndon, interested himself, but could procure only a dozen names : 
' I have been trying to add to the number of your subscribers,' he 
informs the Poet, 'but find many of my acquaintances are already 
among them.' The name of Bishop Geddes does not appear in the 
list; but we know that it was tlirough him that half-a-dozen Scots 
collegeR in Spain each subscribed for a copy. 

The list of subscribers (occupying 38 pages of the volume) for the 
2876 copies is essentially a Scottish list : England claims only 100, of 
which 90 are from London ; Ireland, Spain, and Jamaica each have 
a few. The remainder are Scottish ; Edinburgh, naturally, claiming 
the large majority. Glasgow gets 200 copies ; Ayr, 100 ; Paisley, 86 ; 
Greenock, 60. Very many of the provincial to>%*ns are represented: 
from Dumfries and Perth to Mauchline and Mayliole. 

'Obliged,' against his own wish (doubtless because of the need- 
less expense), ' to print sul)scribei*s' names,' Burns seems to have 
troubled himself little about the list : he only took care to protect him- 
self by adding that 'some subscriptions are not yet come to hand 
and perhaps some have been mislaid.^ Subsequently, also, in writing 
to Pattison of Paisley, he confessed that the printed list was ' very 
incorrect.' 

A mere list of names is generally dry-as-dust i*eading : such cannot 
be said of this list of *Hul»soril)ers' names.* To one who is in any 
way acquainted with the Life and Works of Burns the list is a 
most interesting one. 
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To begin with Bnrns'a most intimate friends in the West, we find 
nearly all of them : Gilbert Burns, Mossgeel [ne], is there ; so also 
are Robert Aiken and liis son, the * yoathfu' f rien',* Amot of Dalquhats- 
wo<m1, and Ballantyne. Dalryniple of Orangetield takes 10 co]>ies ; Mrs 
Dunlop and two of her sons take a dozen among them ; Farquhar 
Gray takes 2 copies ; Gavin Hamilton, 4 ; Rev. George Lawrie, 1 ; 
Robert Muir, *the disinterested friend of my early life,' takes 40; 
Dr M^Kenzie takes 2 ; William Muir of Tarbolton Mill, Niven of May- 
bole, and Parker of Asloss, 1 each ; Prentioe of Covington Mains is 
down for 20 copies. * Rough, rude, ready-witted Rankine ' of Adamhill, 
Reid of Harquharie, Ronald of Mauchline, ' Tam Samson ' and liis son, 
Charles, ' Winsome Willie ' Simsim of Ochiltree, ' guid auld Glen,* and 
the poet's * quondam printer, honest John' Wilson, also appear. 
' Craigengillan,' one of his ' twa loosome kimmers,' and * young Dun- 
askin's laird,' came too late, and find a place in the 'Addenda,' beside 

* Willie Chalmers ' and three of the Montgomeries of Coilsfield. 

Edinburgh acquaintances also figure prominently. The University is 
represented by seven of its profe-ssora : Black, Blair, Dalzel (and Mrs 
Dalzel), Fergusson, Gregory, Hill, and Dugald Stewart ; the High School 
by four of its masters : Rector Adam, Cruikshank, Nicol, and Louis 
Cauvin; Revs. Archibald Alison, Dr Blacklock, and William Greenfield 
are also present The names of his more intimate friends ara there: 
Ainslie, Cleghom, Cunningham, Dunbar, Matthew Hendei-son, Allan 
Masterton (and his sister, ' Ikinie Ann '), and John Richmond. 

The nobility and gentry are well re])reBented : the names include the 
Duke and Duchess of Argyll, Duke and Duchess of Buccleuch, and 
Duke of Roxburgh. The Duchess of Hamilton takes 1 copy ; the 
Duchess of Gordon, 21. Othei-H are the Marquis of Lorn, Earl and 
Countess of Buchan (8 copies), Earls of Cassilis, Dumfries, Errol, Kelly, 
Lauderdale, and Selkirk. The Earl of Eglinton had sent a present of 
ten guineas : the Poet could not accept it as a present, so credited the 
Earl with 42 copies. The CounteHS of Dumfries and the Countess of 
Sutherland take each a copy. Lords Cathcart, Daer, and Graham are 
also on the list. The Earl of Glencaini takes 8 copies ; the Dowager- 
Countess, 16 ; Lady Betty Cunningham, 4. Sir Alexander Don and his 

* divine lady ' are down for 8 copies. Graham of Fintry takes 2 ; his 
namesake of Gartmore, I, Sir James Hunter Blair and Sir William 
Murray of Ochtertyre take 8 copies each ; Sir James Pringle and Lady 
Pringle, Sir John Stuart of Grandtully, Sir Patrick Warrender of Loch- 
end, and Sir John Whitefoord and his lady also take copies. 

As interesting also are the names of persons who have secured 
immortality through figuring in the Poems of Burns : * Fair Burnet ; ' 
'Miss S. Logan, Ayr,* is probably the * Sentimental sister Susie' 
of the ' Epistle to Major Logan ; ' Miss Isaliclla M*Leod, * the lovely 
Isaliella;* and Mrs Oswald of Auchencruive, who afterwards inspire<l 
the fearful ode Iwginning * Dweller in yon dungeon dark.' W^e find 
also Rev. John M*Math of Tarbolton— the 'gnid M'Math '^and the 
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M*Qubae of St Quivox — ' that cursM rascal ca*il M*Qaliae ; * Dandas of 
Arniston, Lord President of the Court of SessioD, the subject of elegiac 
verses of which not * the smallest notice was taken ' by his eldest son, Mr 
Solicitor Dnndas, who also appears on the list of subscribers. We 
find also Sir Adam Fergnsson of Kilkerran— ' aith-detesting, chaste Kil- 
kerran ;' Fnllarton of Fullaiton — ' Brydone's brave ward ;' Lord Advocate 
Sir Hay Campbell— a ' true Campbell ; * and * Liviston, the bauld Sir 
Willie ' — Sir William Augustus Cunningham of Livingstone. 

Some names do not come within any of the classes named. Among 
them we find the notorious Braxfield; *Adam Smith, £sq. LL.D., 
one of the Commissioners of Customs, 4 copies;* M'Murdo of Dram- 
lanrig ; the liev. Mr Bumside of Dumfries ; Sir Gilliert Elliott of Minto, 
who delivered the famous judgment on Burns ;< John Kennedy, factor 
at Dumfries House ; Dr Moore ; Miss Helen Maria Williams ; and 
Alexander Fraser Tytler. 

There are other names, too, which are conspicuous— by their absence. 
None of the Montrose relations are on the list; nor are many of 
the divines of Ayrshire: we miss * DVymple mild,* 'Doctor Mac,* 
and *Goudie, terror o* the Whigs.' Those associated with the volume, 
too, are some of them present and others wanting. Creech and Scot- 
publisher and binder respectively — are there ; but Smellie — the printer — 
is wanting. Beugo and Kirkwood— responsible for the portrait — are 
both there, but NaAmyth — the painter — is not. We are not surprised at 
Mrs M'Lehose's name being wanting, for she did not meet Burns for seven 
months after the issue of the edition ; but it is surprising to find that 
*The Man of Feeling,* William Tytler of Woodhouselee, and Peter Hill 
are not among the sixteen hundred and twenty-five. 



No. in. —BURNS AND THE EXCISE. 

Since Lockhart discovered from an examination of the Excise books 
that Burns never was reprimanded by his superiors at official head- 
quarters for neglect of duty, much information all tending to confirm 
this view has been obtained. In particular, Mr James Macfadzean, now 
(1896) retired Collector of Inland Revenue, Glasgow, made a number of 
important discoveries in 1857. To quote his own words : * On the re- 
moval of tlie Excise Office from Old Broad Street to Somerset House, it 
was found necessary to destroy — from want of storage-room — a mis- 
cellaneous collection of old lMM>ks ; in order, however, that nothing of 
permanent value should go to the paper-mill, I was entrusted with the 
duty of inspecting and preserving any papers likely to be of future use. 
While thus engaged, the Registers of the Edinburgh Board turned up : 
on discovering the information relating to Bums, I immediately obtained 
permission from Mr Dobson, the Excise Secretary, to make verbatim 
copies.' The results of these inquiries were dealt with in Chambers's 
Journal of March 22, 1875, under the title of * Recent Discoveries regard- 
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ing Burns.' Since then they have been treated exhaustively by Dr 
James Adams, Glasgow ; Mr John Sinton, Supervisor of Inland Revenue, 
Carlisle, in Bums, Excise Officer and Poet — a Vindication; and in the 
Bums Chronicle for 1896, by Mr U. W. Macfadzean, son of Mr James 
Macfadzean. Allusion has already been made to certain of these dis- 
coveries in the text of this volume. Burns's actual — and possible — career 
in the Excise may now be epitomised. In January 1788 he^wrote to the 
Earl of Glencaim : ' I wish to get into the excise. I have weighed — long 
and seriously weighed — my situation, my hopes, and turn of mind, and 
am fully fixed to my scheme if I can possibly effectuate it.' Through the 
intervention of Dr Alexander Wood,, his medical attendant, a definitive 
promise of an appointment was secured for him from Mr Graham of 
Fintry. In March 1788 he went to Tarbolton for a six weeks' course 
of ' instruction ' under James Findlay, officer there, and received his 
commission. In 1789 he applied to Mr Graham for active employ- 
ment, and probably in July or August was appointed to Dumfries First 
Itinerancy, with a salary of £50. As noted in the text, his name appeal's 
in the alphabetical Register of Official Characters : * Never tryed ; a poet,' 
with the subsequent interlineation by another hand, * Turns out well.' 
His * character ' is in marked contrast to the records of other officers, such 
as * indifferent, drinks ;' * a drucken creature ; ' ' a sober, weak officer ; ' 
' can do, but drinks ; ' and * a weak man, but sober.' On 28th July 1790 
he was promoted to Dumfries Third Division, known as the tobacco divi- 
sion, and his salary raised from £50 to £70. On the 27th January 1791 
be was placed on the ' Register of Persons Recommended for Examiner 
and Supervisor,' and his name remained on this list until his death — 
the word * dead ' being written in the column * When appointed to the 
Office.' As his friend Findlater, who was ' recommended for Examiner 
and Supervisor' on 10th October 1786, was appointed examiner on 1st 
June 1790, and settled in Dumfries as supervisor on 14th April 1791, 
Bums might reasonably have expected promotion to the first office in 
1795, and to the second in 1796. So far as can now be ascertained, he 
would at the latest — had he lived — have secured an examinership on 
12th January 1797, and a supervisorship on 10th August of the same year. 
As things actually turned out, he was promoted to Dumfries First Divi- 
sion or Footwalk, including fourteen rides, on 26th April 1792. In that 
year Burus's * character ' is again entered in the official record as * The 
Poet; does pretty well.' That was the year towards the end of which 
some ' scoundrel ' denounced him as * a person disaffected to the govern- 
ment.' Mr Corbet, a Surveying General Examiner, was sent down to 
Dumfries to make an inquiry into his political conduct. On the result 
of that inquiry. Bums wrote to Mr Erskine of Mar, on 13th April 1792, 
' I have been partly forgiven ; only I understand that all my hopes of 
getting officially forward are blasted.' Bums was mistaken, as he sub- 
sequently came to leara. His * political conduct ' may have prevented 
his promotion from being hastened, but certainly did not delay it. In 
1794 he was appointed to act temporarily as supervisor in place of Find- 
VOL. in. 2 c 
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later, ' absent on nek leave,' and was acting in this capacity as late as 
March 1795. His view of a snpervisorship is given in a letter to Heron, 
the Whig candidate for Kirkcudbright, in whose interests he wrote 
electioneering ballads : ' The business is an incessant drudgery, and 
would be nearly a complete bar to every species of literary pursuit. I 
am on the supervisors* list, and as we come on there by precedency, I 
shall soon be at the head of that list and be appointed of eourw. 
Theti a friend might be of service to me. . . . The moment I am ap- 
pointed supervisor, in the common routine, I may be appointed on the 
collectors' list : and this is purely always a business of political patron- 
age. A collector's salary varies from £900 to £800. They also come 
forward by precedency on the list, and have, besides a handsome income, 
a life of complete leisure. A life of literary leisure, with a decent com- 
petency is the summit of my wishes.' 

Was Bums ever really censured or admonished for n^lect of duty ? 
On thb Mr R. W. Macfadzean has written : 

*Mr James Macfadzean says — **No." Among the books of the 
Scotch Excise Board found by him in a lumber room of Somerset House 
in 1867 was a Register ofCentttru^ kept by the General Examiner at the 
head office, Edinburgh, covering the whole period of Bums's official 
career. He searched this record most minutely, and the Poet's name 
was ** conspicuous by its absence." The accuracy of Mr Macfadzean's 
researches has recently been impugned on the grounds that two well- 
known and genuine diaries, which are still extant, show* that Bums was 
adtnoniahed, once in 1792, and again in 1705. To the uninitiated it may 
be explained that an Excise diary is the official record of a supervisor's 
daily work, and contains, among other things, all the faults, trivial or 
serious, that he lias been able to discover against lib subordinates. Any 
Excise Officer of ex])enence who examines these diaries sees at a glance 
that the complaints wera of a trivial nature, and quite insufficient to 
affect any man's character, either private or official. An outsider may 
readily comprehend the nature of these when I say that the principal 
faults which brought on Burns these admonishments were only oversights 
or clerical mistakes. In the first instance, on 10th May 1792, Bums, in 
taking a trader's stock of green tea, entered 160 lbs. in his book, instead 
of 16 lbs., causing an apparent increase of 144 lbs., which error he him- 
self rectified on his next visit. In the second instance, he neglected to 
visit a tanner, as he ought to have done, according to instractions, on 
the 25th May 1795, and Supervisor Findlater came in on the following 
day, and discovered the omission. These are the most heinous faults 
in tlie two diaries, the other items being characterised as trifling inad- 
vertences; and the following extracts show clearly that an admonish- 
ment (or a mild reproof in Bums's time) was not registered at the head 
office at all until the year 1804. 

* In a General Letter sent out by the Scotch Board, on 21st December 
1803, occurs the following : — 

* *' An officer, assistant, or supernumerary reported by supervisor or col- 
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lector for a trivial fanlt shall he admoDished either simply or sharply, 
with certification, and the number and nature of these admonishments is 
to be recorded by the General Examiner. 

' '* An officer, assistant, or supernumerary reported by collector or super- 
visor for a more seiious offence shall be reprimanded either simply or 
sharply, with certification. 

* ** The Board have directed the General Examiner to keep an exciei 
record of the number of reprimands given to each officer, and to acquaint 
the Board when a foui-th reprimand, including the past, or a third repri- 
mand in futui*e cases, is ordered, that a minute of suspension may be 
made out, and sent with such last reprimand." 

' The chief deduction to be drawn from these extracts is that, in 1803, 
admonishments had no cumulative effect, and it is also apparent tliat 
their registration in the books of the Head Office was now insisted upon 
for the first time. It soon became evident, however, that the mere regis- 
tration of admonishments was a useless proceeding; and, in order to 
place them on a similar footing with reprimands, the following General 
Letter was promulgated on the 25th April 1806 : — 

* ** By the Board's minute of the 22d April, it is determined that from 
and after the 5th day of July next, six admonishments shall be held 
equal to a reprimand, and the General Examiner is directed to keep an 
£xact record of the number of adnionishments issued to the several 
officers, and to acquaint the Board when a sixth one is ordered to any 
of them, reckoning from tlie above-mentioned period, that they may be 
converted into a reprimand, but it is to be understood that admonish- 
ments incurred previous to the 5th July next are not meant to be wiped 
out in considering the general character of officers ; but, as with re^u^ 
this new regulation, you will cause your Supervisors and Officers to enter 
a copy of this letter in their general letter books that none of them pre- 
tend ignorance. A. Peabson." 

* Thus in 1806 admonishments had a cumulative effect for the first time. 
And the Excise Table of Discipline became 



6 admonishments = 1 reprimand. 
3 reprimands = 1 suspension. 
2 suspensions => 1 diRmissal. 



2 suspensions 

^Farther, in a General Letter of 2d October 1815, the following para- 
graph appears : — 

* <* When the appointment of an Examiner is to be made, the official 
character shall be examined of the three oldest Foot-walk officials who 
have made application for promotion, and served the preparatory period 
of seven years ; reference being had to the dates of their respective com- 
missions, and the officer against whom the fewest censures appear — an 
admonishment not to be deemed a censure — shall be appointed. 

' ** Every Foot- walk officer shall be eligible to the station of Examiner 
or supervisor at the end of seven years from the first appointment to a 
fixed charge instead of nine years as hertofore." 
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* ThiB last extract shows conclusively that even in 1815 an admonish- 
ment was not reckoned a censure, and also that Bums's promotion was 
in no way delayed, as he had only heen eight years in the Excise at the 
time of his death. Taking all these facts into consideration, no one will 
be surprised at Mr Macfadzean not finding Bnms's two admonishmenU 
in the Register of Censures.' 

On the same subject Mr Sinton has written : 

* The business of an Excise officer of the period comprised an infinite 
number of minute details, any omission or deviation being necessarily 
entered by the supervisor in his diary as a "complaint" An abstract 
of these, and of his daily work, was banded by him to his collector every 
collecting round, which occurred eight times a year. Findlater's eighth 
round abstract,* extending from 8th June to 18th July 1705, bristled with 
the usual "complaints." Bums, as officer, and Stobie as assistant, were, 
at this period, in charge of Dumfries First Division. Most of the officers, 
including Stobie, had the usual quota of complaints. Bums had six for 
his share. They were all of similar import. The first three were : — 
" Hides, page 36. Notice to draw leather, May 25 m ?• But no account 
taken thereof, till my survey on the 26 e 6. Old Brewery Book, page 
75, June 18 e 7. Second wort taken off by the assistant, but no second 
gauge thereof by the officer. Page 83, June 24. That brewing short 
charged one firkin, and 7 '59 of a gallon." There were three other com- 
plaints of a similar character. Mr R. Chambers, who inspected this 
abstract, says : — ** On the margin is ' admonish Mr Bums, A. D. Done 
J. C* A. D. was the officer at the central Board by whom the abstract 
was i-egistered." Assuming the genuineness of the marginal entries, the 
circumstances are of no importance. The following complaint appears 
in the same abstract against another officer: — "June 90; 80 lbs. tea 
credit ; no peraiit. Officer says lost by accident." On the margin oppo- 
site this complaint there is a similar entry : — "Admonish Mr So-and-so, 
A. D. Done J. C." The Board certainly never sent Bums a recorded 
censure, and notliing short of such could delay an officer's promotion. 
Findlater, writing to Johnston's Edinburgh Magazine^ from North Wel- 
lington Place, Glasgow, in February 1834, says: — "Had Bums been 
subjected to a Board's recorded censure, I must cxofficio have known of 
it, as it could not have been concealed from me ; and I, therefore, con- 
sider the authority for what I have stated on this subject to be of the 
most unquestionable and decisive description, such, indeed, as nothing 
but the most obstinate prejudice will resist. All such censures are 
transmitted to the respective supervisors to be registered, and delivered 
to the officers, who must give written receipts for them." * 

By way of supplement to these statements, it is only necessary to add 
that Findlater declared that * no officer under him was more regular in 

* This document or ' Round Diary ' is now (1896) in the possession of Mr C. C. Maxwell^ 
Dundee, and was exhibited in the Bums Bxhibition at Glasgow. In it Bums's age is 
given as thirty-five and not as thirty-six, and he is represented as having eight of a 
family. 
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liis duties than Bams,' that ' he was exemplary in his duties as an officer, 
and was jealoos of the least imputation on his vigilance,' and finally, ' It 
was not till near the latter end of his days that there was any falling off 
in respect of his attention to business, and this was amply accounted for 
in the presence of dbease and accumulating infirmities.' The only other 
authority as to Bums*s manner of performing his duties as an Exciseman 
who can be placed beside Findlater is Collector Mitchell, and his opinion 
is embodied in ' Collector's Remarks ' at the close of Findlater's observa- 
tions as to Bums's ' errors ' in 1792 already considered. ' Mr Bums has but 
lately taken charge of this Division, and from that cause and inexperi- 
ence in the brewery branch of business has fallen into these errors, but 
promises and I believe will bestow due attention in future, which indeed 
he is very rarely deficient in.' Findlater's very emphatic views as to 
Bums's competency and loyalty as an Excise officer seem therefore to be 
absolutely confirmed. 



No. IV.— SOME COLLECTIONS OF BURNS MSS. 

THE GLENRIDDEL MSS. 

Among the several collections of Bums MSS. throughout the king- 
dom, a foremost place has been given the Glenriddel Collection, to which 
frequent reference is made in the course of this work. Comprised in 
the two quarto volumes (each bound in calf, with the Glenriddel arms 
stamped on the boards) which either Bums or Riddel had procured for 
the purpose, the MSS. have found a permanent resting-place within the 
library of the Athenteum at Liverpool, to which institution they were 
presented by the daughter-in-law of Bums*s second biographer. Dr 
Currie had obtained the volumes when engaged upon his Life of Burns, 
and had retained them when that work was completed. Mrs Cunie's 
letter presenting the volumes to the Athenseum is inserted at the end 
of the volume of poetical pieces : 

TO THE PRESIDENT OF THE ATHENJEUM, LIVERPOOL. 

Elubrsue, Decembtr 6<\, 1858. 

Sir— Will you allow me to make you the medium of presenting to the 
Athenaeum Library two manuscript Books, in his own writing, of Poems 
and Letters of Bums ? 

I believe they came into possession of Dr Currie when he was engaged 
in writing the Life of the I'oct ; and I shall feel gratified by their find- 
ing a place in the library of an Institution in which he took so great an 
interest. I am. Sir, your obedient Servant, S. CURRIE. 

Each of the volumes has a manuscript title ; and in each is inserted 
an impression of the Bengo engraving of Bums. The volume of Letters 
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is entirely in Bnrns's autograph ; the Poems are partly in his and partly 
in that of an amanuensis. 
The follo>ying is a list of the pieces included in the volumes : 

VOLUME I.— Poems* written by Mb Robt. Burns and Selected 

BY HIM FROM HIS UNPRINTED COLLECTION FOR ROBERT RlDD£L» 
OF GLENRIDDEL, ESQ.t 

PREFACE. 

As this Collection almost wholly consists of pieces local or unfinished, 
fragments the effusion of a poetical moment and bagatelles strung in 
rhyme simply pour passer h temps, the Author trusts that nobody into 
whose hands it may come will, without his pennission, give, or allow to 
be taken, copies of any thing hei*e contained ; much less to give to the 
world at large what he never meant should see the light At the 
Gentleman's request, whose from this time it shall be, the Collection 
was made ; and to him, and, I will add, to his amiable Lady, it is pre- 
sented, as a sincere, though small, tribute of gratitude for the many, 
many happy hours the Author has spent under their roof. Theret what 
Poverty, even though accompanied with Genius, must seldom expect to 
meet ^vith at the tables and in the circles of Fashionable Life, his 
welcome has ever been the coixliality of Kindness and the warmth of 
Friendship. As from the situation in which it is now placed, these MSS. 
may be preserved, and this Preface read, when the hand that now writes 
and the heart that now dictates it may be mouldering in the dust ; let 
these be regarded as the genuine sentiments of a man who seldom 
flattered any, and never those he loved. Robt. Burns. 

Vlth April 17W. 

(1) Song— Ti/ne, Bonie Dundee. 

In Mauohline there dwells six proper young Belles. 

(2) Soug- 

Ann&, thy charms my bosom fire. 

(3) Epistle to John Goldie, in Kilmarnock, Author of The Gospel 

Recovered, — * August 1785.* 

O Gowdie, terror o' the Whigs. 

(4) To Miss Jeany Cruiksliank, a very young lady, only child of my 

much-esteemed friend, Mr Cnuksbank of the High School, Edin- 
burgh. Written on the blank leaf of a book presented to her by 
the Author. 

Beauteous Rose-bud, young and gay. 

• This volume Includea a corrected copy of Burns's autobiographical letter of 2<1 
August 1787 to Dr John Moore. 
t UDdemeath the title are ten lines of poetry by Miss Helena Craik of Arbigland. 
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5) Written in Friars' Carse Hermitage. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead. 

6) On Captain Grose's peregrinations througli Scotland, Collecting 

the Antiquities of that kingdom. 

Hear, Land o* Cakes, and brither Scots. 

7) Ode to the departe<l Kegency-bill, 1789. 

Daughter of Chaos* doting years. 

8) Alteration of (5) [* Written in Friai-s' Carse Hermitage *]. 

Thoa whom chance may hither lead. 

9) Song — Tune, Banks of Banna. 

Yestreen I had a pint o* wine. 

0) Song— 

I murder hate by field or flood. 

1) Holy Willie's Prayer. 

O Thon that in the heavens does dwell I 

2) Epigram— On Captain F. Grose, Antiquarian. 

The devil got notice that Grose was a-dying. 

3) Additional stanza to Song (9)— [* Yestreen I bad a pint o* wine ']. 

Awa, thoa flaunting god o' day ! 

4) Copy of a Letter from Mr Bums to Doctor Moore. [Auto- 

biography, 2nd August 1787.] 

6) Tarn o' Slianter— A Tale. 

When chapmen billies leave the street. 

6) On the Death of Sir James Hunter Blair. 

The lamp of day with ill-presaging glare. 

7) Written on the blank leaf of a Copy of the First Edition of my 

Poems, which I presented to an old Sweet-Heart, then married. 

Onoe fondly lov'd, and still remembered dear. 

8) On reading in a Newspaper the death of J. M*I^od, Esquire, brother 

to Miss Isabella M*Leod, a particular friend of the Author. 

Sad thy tale, thou idle page. 

9) Epitaph on a Friend. 

An honest roan here lies at rest. 

20) The Humble Petition of Bruar Water to the Noble Duke of Athole. 

My Lord, I know your noble ear. 
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(21) Extempore Epistle to Mr M'Adam of Craigengillan (wrote in Nanse 

Tinnock*8, Mauchline), in answer to an obliging letter lie sent in 
the commencement of my poetic cai-eer. 

Sir, o*er a gill I gat yonr oard. 

(22) On scaring some Water-fowl in Locli-Turit, a wild scene among the 

hills of Oughtertyre. 

Why, ye tenants of the lake. 

(23) Written in the Hermitage at Tay mouth. 

Admirins Katare in her wildest grace. 

(24) Written at the Fall of Fyers. 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods. 

(25) Written by Somebody on the window of an inn at Stirling, on see- 

ing the royal palace in ruins. 

Here Stewarts onoe in triumph reign'd. 

(26) Epistle to RobeH Graham, Esq., of Fintry, on the Election for 

the Dumfries string of Boroughs, Anno 1790. 

Fintry, my stay in worldly strife. 

(27) A Poct*s welcome to his love-begotten daughter, the first instance 

that entitled him to the venerable appellation of Father. 
Thou 's welcome. Wean 1 Mischanter fa' me. 

(28) The Five Carlins— A Ballad. 

Tliere was five Carlins in the South. 

(29) Extempore, nearly — On the birth of Monsieur Henri, posthumous 

child to a Monsieur Henri, a gentleman of family and fortune from 
Switzerland, who died in three days* illness, leaving his lady, a 
sister of Sir Thos. Wallace, in her sixth month of this her first 
child. The Lady and her Family were particular friends of the 
Author. The cliild was born in November 1790. 

Sweet Floweret, ]>ledge o' mcikle love. 

(30) Birthday Ode-3]st December 1787. 

Afar th' illustrious Exile roams. 

(31) Ode— sacred to the memory of Mrs Oswald of Auchencruive. 

Dweller in yon dungeon dark. 

(32) Extempore—to Mr Gavin Hamilton. 

To you. Sir, this summons I 've sent. 

(33) Lament of Mary Queen of Scots. 

Now Nature hangs her mantle green. 
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(34) Epistle to Robert Graham, Esqr., of Fintry, requesting a favor. 

When Nature her great Masterpiece designed. 

(35) Jeremiah, 15th Chapter, 10th Verse. 

Ah, woe is me, my Mother dear ! 

(36) From Clarinda,on Mr B[uni8]'s saying that he liad ' notliing else to da' 

When first yon saw Clarinda's oharms. 

(37) Answer to the foregoing— Extempore. 

When dear Clarinda, matchless fair. 

(38) On the death of the late Lord President Dundas. 

Lone on the bleaky hills, the strajring flocks. 

(39) The Whistle-A Ballad. 

I sing of a whistle, a whistle of worth. 

(40) A new PsaJm for the Chapel of Kilmarnock, on the thanksgiving- 

day for His Majesty's recovery. 

O, sing a new song to the L I 

(41) A Ballad— On the Heresy of Dr M*Gill in Ayr. 

Orthodox, Orthodox, wha believe in John Knox. 

(42) To Robert Graham, Esq., of Fin try, on receiving a favor. 

I call no goddess to inspire my strains. 

(43) Written in a wrapper inclosing a Letter to Captain Grose, to be left 

with Mr Cardonnel, Antiqnatian.— Tt/Me, Sir John Malcolm. 

Ken ye ought o* Captain Grose ? 

(44) A Fragment — On Glenriders Fox breaking his chain. 

Thou, Liberty, thon art my theme. 

(45) Lament for James, Earl of Glencaim. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills. 

(46) Epistle to Robert Graham, Esq., of Fintry.— 6<A October 1791. 

Late crippled of an arm, and now a leg. 

(47) Lines to Sir John Whitefoord, of Whitefoord, with the Poem to the 

Memory of Lord Glencairn. 

Thon, who thy honor as thy God rever'st. 

(48) A Grace before dinner — Extempore. 

O Thon, who kindly dost provide. 

(49) Epigram — On being asked why God had made Miss Davies so little 

and Mrs so big. 

Ask why God made the gem so small 



458 LIFE AND WORKS OF BURNa 

(50) Epigram— On hearing it said that there was falsehood in Dr 

Bahington*s very looks. 

That there is f»lBehood in his looks. 

(51) Epigram— On Captain W. Rnddock of Corhbton. 

Light Uy the earth on Billy's heart. 

(52) Epigram— On W. Graham, Esq., of Mosskin. 

* Stop, thief 1' dame Nature called to Death. 

(53) Epigram— On Captain Lascelles. 

AVhen Lasoelles thought fit from this world to depart 

(54) Epigram— Pinned to Mrs Walter RiddeFs carriage. 

If you rattle along like your MistresB*8 tongue. 

(55) Epitaph— On John Bushby. 

Here lies John Bushhy, honeH man / 

(56) Epitaph — On John Morine, laii-d of Laggan. 

When Morine, deceased, to the devil went down. 

(57) Epitaph — On the Laird of Cardoness. 

Bless Jesus Christ, O Cardoness. 

[The (at that time) unpublished pieces in this volume were given 
verbatim by Henry A. Bright in The Gknriddel MSS. of Bums's 
Poems (1874).] 

VOLUME II.— Letters by Mr Burns, which he selected for 
R. Riddel, Esqr., of Glenriddel, F.A.S. of London and 
Edinburgh, and member of the Literary and Philosophical 
Society at Manchester. 

(1) To Willam Nicol. [Carlisle, June 1, 1787.] 

(2) To John Amot of Dalqnhatswood. [April 1786.] 

(3) To Charles Sharpe of Hoddam. [April 1791.] 

(4) To Alexander Cunningham. [2ith January 1789.] 

(5) To Mrs Stewart of Stair. [September 1786.] 

(6) To Miss Wilhelmina Alexander. [ISth November 1786.] 

(7) To John M'Murdo. [9th January 1789.] 

(8) Firet Common-place Book [Abridged], 

(9) To the Right Honourable William Pitt, Esquire. [February 1789.] 

(10) To Miss M'Murdo. [July 1793.] 

(11) To the Earl of Glencairn. [February 1787.] 

(12) To Cranfurd Tait. [\bth October 1790.] 

(13) To Miss Helena Craik. [August 1790.] 

(14) To John Francis Erskine of Mar. [IZth April 1793.] 
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(15) To Alexander Cunningham. [\Olh September 1T92.] 

(16) To Mr CorbeL [October 1791.] 

(IT) To the Kev. William Moodie. [June 1791.] 
(IS) To Alexander Cunningham. [11(& June 17S1.] 

(19) Letter dictated for James Clarke to the Lord Provost of Etiinbiirgh. 

[June 1791.] 

(20) To William Smellie. [22>ul JaHiimy 1792.1 

(21) To Mr Corbet. [September llOZ-i 

(22) Letter for Mr Clarke to send to Mr Williamson. [June 1791.] 

(23) To the Duke of Queenaberry. [October 1789.1 

(S4) FroD) William Nicol to Robert Burns. [lOlh February 1793.] 
(23) Keply : To William Niool. [20iA February 1793.] 

(26) To Mi« M'Lehose. [March 1793.] 

(27) To MisB Lesley BoilUe. [lHay 1793-1 



The 'Afton' MSS. ore contained in a small quarto votame of dxt^- 
eight pages, sewn in limp boards and (now) encliisetl in a morocco case. 
They liave found a permanent resting-place in the cottage at Alloway, 
to which tliey were gifted (on 22d September 1880) by William Allason 
Cnnniogliame, grandson of Mrs Stewart of Stair and Afton, to whom 
they wera presented by Bums about 1791- That loily's book -plate is on 
the volume, which bears inscription by Burns : ' To Mrs General Stewart 
of Afton— The first person of her sex and rank tliat patronised his 
liumble lays, this nianuBcript collection of Poems is presented, with the 
sincerest emotions of grat«ful respect, by The Author ;' and on the first 
fly this preface : ' Many Verses on which on Author wonid by no means 
rest his reputation, in print, may yet amnse an idle moiiient, in manu- 
script ; and many Poems, from the locali^ of the subject, may be un- 
entertaining or nnintetligible to those who are stranger? to tliat locality. 
Most of, if not all, the following Poems are in one or other of Uieae pre- 
dicaments; and the Author begs whoever into whose hands they may 
fall, that they will do him the justice not to publish wtiat he himself 
thought proper to suppress. B. B.' 

A list of the poems follows : 

(1) A Mother's Lament for the loss of her only Son. 

(2) Tam o' Sbant«r— A Tale. 

(3) Elegy on Captain Matthew Henderson— A gentleman who held the 

Patent for his Honors immediately from Almighty God ; [followed 
byj The Epiuph. 

(4) The Lament of Mary Queen of Scots- A Ballad. 

(5) Written in the Hermitage at Friars' Carse- 

(6) The live Carlins— A Ballad^r«n«, Chevy Chase. Written during 

the contested Election, between Sir James Johnstone and Captain 
Miller, for the Dumfries disttict of Bonraglu^ 
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(7) Epistle to Robert Graham, Esqnire, of Fihtry, on the dose of the 

disputed Election, between Sir James Johnstone and Captain 
Miller, for the Dumfries district of Boroughs. 

(8) Alteration of the Verses, Page 27 [' Written in the Hermitage at 

Friars' Carse'J 

(9) Sweet Afton— A Song. 

(10) Craigieburn-wood— A Song. 

(11) Poem On Sensibility— To a Friend. 

(12) On seeing a wounded hare limp by me which a fellow had just 

shot at. 

(13) A Fragment, which was meant for the beginning of an Elegy on 

the late Miss Burnet of Monboddo. 



LIST OF THE PIECES INSERTED IN BISHOP GEDDES^S INTERLEAVED 
COPY OF THE FIRST EDINBURGH EDITION OF THE POEMS. 

(1) On Reading in a Newspaper the Death of John M'Leod, Esq., brother 

to Miss Isa1>ella M*Leod, a particular friend of the Author's. 

(2) On the Death of Sir J. Hunter Blair. 

(3) Written on the blank leaf of [a copy of] my first edition, which I 

presented to an old Sweetheart, then mamed : I was on the tiptoe 
for Jamaica. 

(4) An Epitaph on a Friend. 

(5) The Humble Petition of Brnar Water to the Noble Duke of Athole. 

(6) On the Death of Robert Dundas of Amiston, Esq., late Lord Presi- 

dent of the Court of Session. 

(7) On seeing some Water-fowl in Loch Turrit, a wild scene among the 

hills of Oughtertyre. 

(8) Written at the Hermitage at Tay mouth. 

(9) Written at tlie Fall of Foyers. 

(10) Written in Fiiars* Carse Hermitage, on tlie banks of Nith, June 

1788. 

(11 ) The same, altered from the foregoing, December 1788. 

(12) To Rol)ert Graliam, of Fintry, Esq., accompanying a request. 



No. v.— VARIATIONS IN TEXT OF POEMS. 

Pages 19, 20.— * Elegy on the Year 1788.* 

Line 11 — teugh=sair. 
II 12 — readf And 'tween our ^^aggie*s twa wee cocks. 
II 15 — readf The tither *8 something dour o* treadin'. 
II 28 — dowie now = daiviely. 
II 30— Embro = E'nburgh. 
II 35 — mizl'd = muzzFd ; hap-shackVd = half -shackled. 
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Pages 56, 57.— 'Ode Sacbed to the Memory of Mrs Oswald.* 
Bet\veen lines 13 and 14 — uisert, 

The Great despised her and her wealth ; 
The Poor man breathed a curse by stealth. 

Line 20 — hurrd = kicked. 

Pages 61-63.—* Ode to the Departed Reuency-Bill, 1789.' 

Page 61, line 4 — rights = rites. 

62, II 11 — lessen 'd= lightened. 



II 



II 



M 



20 — strife = war. 



If 



II 



II 



Page 62, between lines 20 and 21 — insert, 

By Opposition's eager hand 
Grasping at an airy wand. 

Page 63, line 2— native = regal. 

9 — sore-prest = 8ore-vex*d. 

15 — read. Hark, how they lift the joy-elated voice, 
II II 15 et seq, — recul. 

And who are these that equally rejoice ? 
Jews, Gentiles, what a motley crew ! 
The iron tears their flinty hearts bedew, 
See how unfurled the parchment ensigns fly. 
And Principal and Interest all the cry. 

Pages 92-95.— • The Kirk's Alarm.' 

Our text is from the MS. in the Bums Monument at Edinburgh. 
Verse 1, line 1 — Orthodox, orthodox = Brother Scot«, brother Scots, 

3— There'8a=A. 

1 — stretch = streek. 

2 — evil-doers = wicked writers. 

1 — rash = mad. 

2 — wi'=in. 

4, 5^a storehouses storehouses. 

3— lug out = out wi*. 

2 — danger awaits = evils await 

4, 5 — read. For the foul thief is just at your gate. 

4, 5 — read, Ye but smelt, man, the place, &c. 

1 — Jamie Goose = Billy Goose ; but=a, 

2-0'= In. 

2 — It *s a sign they *re=The core is. 
— in Glenriddel MS. reads, 

Davie Kant, Davie Rant, wi* a face like a saunt, 

And a heart that wad poison a hog ; 
Raise an impudent roar, like a breaker lee-shore, 

Or the Kirk will be tint in a bog. 



2, 

3, 

6, 
6, 
8. 

9, 
11. 

12, 



II 



II 



II 



II 



II 



11 



II 



II 



II 



II 



II 



II 
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Verse 13, line 1 — Cessnock-side^Irviue-side. 

H II 3 — mauu = will. 

II It 4, &—recul, 

And yonr friends they daur grant ye nae mair. 

II 14, lines 1, 2 — readt 

. . . made a rock 

To crush common-sense for her sins. 

II II 4 — readf To confound the poor Doctor at ance. 

II 15, 11 3— OwuY, Tho*; yet=but 

II 16, II 4 — read. But tlio* ye can't bite, ye may bark. 

II 17, II 3—OmU, Tho'. 

It II — ^Yet were she even tipey=£*en tho* she were tipsy. 

Pages 106-108.— ' The Whistle.' 

Bums*8 first draft, containing live stanzas, is now in the National 
Porti-ait Gallery at Edinburgh. Stanzas 1 and 4 are as printed in tlie 
text, tlie others are : 

(2) Old Loda, still rueing the arm of Fingal, 

The god of the bottle sends down from his hall ; 

' This whistle 's your challenge — blow till their last breath. 

And since we can't fight *eni, let 's drink 'em to death.' 

(3) What champions ventur'd — what champions fell, 
Old Poets have sung, and old chronicles tell ; 
Tlie son of great Loda wsfi conqueror still. 

And blew on the whistle their requiem shrilL 

(5) Thus Walter, victorious, the trophy has gain'd ; 
That now in his house has for ages remain 'd ; 
Till three noble Chieftains, and all of his blood. 
Have lately the jovial contest renew'd. 

The MS. presented by Bums to Craigdarroch, the hero of the contest, 
is now in possession of the Earl of Koseber}'. It bears inscription, ' To 
Mr Fergusson of Craigdarroch, a small but sincere mark of highest 
respect and esteem, from The Author.' 

Vcrae 1, line 3 — read^ Which was brought, &c. 
.1 4, II 3— He = Had. 
II 6, M 3 — ski! rd = versed. 

II 8, II 3—* Rorie More : * The following note appears in The 

Star (London), in which the poem appeared on 
2nd November 1791, * fresh from his fertile pen :' 
* Rorie More — a Chieftain of the M'Leod Family, mentioned in Dr 
Johnson's Tour to the Hebrides^ who kept a horn of a quart measure in 
his Hall, which those who aspired to a connexion with his Clan were 
compelled to drink oflf at a draught, in proof of their belonging to his 
doughty race.* 
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Verse 8, line 4 — o'er = more. 





9, . 


1 1 — would = could. 






1 4 — ere = or. 




10, ! 


1 2— of = both. 




11. . 


• 3 — sadness = sorrow. 




12, 


1 1— being = now. 






1 2 — is = was. 






1 3 — so = well 




13, . 


. 1— as = till. 






1 4— see = find. 




H, . 


1 3 — in=at. 






1 4— ancestors = ancestor. 




16, ! 


1 3— should = shall. 




17, . 


1 1— our = the. 






1 3— would=would'8t. 




18, ! 


1 1— have = has. 






1 3— laurel = laurels. The version in The Star reads— 
' So thine be the Whistle and mine be the bay.' 



Pages 115-117.— 'On Captain Grose's Peregrinations thro' Scot- 
land.* 
Verse 3, line 1— By= At 

7, II 2— Auld=And. 

8, M 1, 2— read, Besides, he '11 cut you aff fu' gleg 

The shape of Adam's philabeg. 

3 — ^nicket = cuttet. 
5 — It was = If 'twas. 



ft 



It 



It 



II 



II 



II 



Pages 130-133.- 


-*The Five Carlins.' 


Verse 4, 


line 3 — whisky = brandy. 




6. 


II 


4— That = This. 




8, 


II 


2 — band = clan. 






II 


4— withstand = withstan*. 




9, 


II 


3 — about the court = at London court. 




10. 


M 


I— read, The niest ane was a Sodger-boy. 






M 


2— Wha-And. 






M 


3 — ^gae=gang. 




12, 


II 


1— Then = Now. 




13, 


II 


1— out=up. 






II 


2 — up = out 


It 




It 


3 — ^youth=lad; boy. 


fi 


15. 




— readf 
Then up sprang * Bess o' Annandale, 

And swore a deadly aith : 
Says ' I will send the Border Knighty 

Spite o' you Carlins baith.' 



•OneHa— 'sUrtad.' 
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Verse 16, line a— this = the. 
M II 4 — omit, And. 



II 


17, 


II 


1— frae=o*. 


II 


18, 


II 


1— prate =freit; chat. 


II 


20, 


II 


1 — caup=cup. 


It 




II 


Z—he said o'=be sae wi'. 


II 




II 


4— We '11=1 U 


II 


21, 


II 


4 — bluid= heart. 


tt 


22, 


II 


4— like=loe. 


tt 






— read. The London court set light by me, 
I set as liglit by them ; 
And I will send the Soger lad 
To shaw that court the same. 


II 


23, 


II 


1— Sae = Then. 


II 




II 


4— himsel = themsel. 



Pages 143, 144.— < Proloque for Mr Sutherland.' 

The following readings are from an MS. (evidently an early one) 
in possession of Mr James Lenox, Damfries. 
Page 143, line 9— grave = good. 
II 144, II 2, ^—read, 

Who trust to win your way by dint of merit, 
To you the Sage has ever much to say. 
It line 6— ever = more than. 

II II 8 — hold = way. 

II after line 16 — redd. 

For our sincere, tho' haply, poor, endeavor 
To try at least to win your honored favor ; 
For Gratitude and other weighty reasons. 
To please you be our task all times and seasons ; 
And howsoever our tongues may ill reveal it, 
Believe our glowing, grateful bosoms feel it. 

Pages 150, 151.— 'Second Prologue for Mr Sutherland.* 

Line 4 — whisky = brandy. 
It 6— rcarf. Will bauldly trig to gie us, &c. 
II 17 — here, even here = on this spot. 
II 23— all = ev'n. 

M 26 — ready To glut that direst foe — a vengeful woman. 
II 28 — cruel = wicked. 
II 61 — hope = trust. 
II 52 — a* the=genVous. 
II 53— sets = sorts. 

Pages 171, 172.— * The Gowden Locks of Anna.' 
Verse 2, line 1 — The hungry Jew = The Israelite. 
It 3, 11 4 — mel ting = lovely. 



VetM 4, lines 3, 4 — read. While ntpt, eacircled in lier & 
I, Bpeeclileaa, g&ze oa Ann&l 



I, line 1 — read. How shall I dng Drnnilanrig'B Grace. 
Z—raid, Of fiddl«8, whores and hantera. 
4 — winning = baj>iiig. 
6 — carlina — bunt«>B. 
1 — Combiistioii=Ccnifn8ioii. 
4— BulTanU Blue = Blue and Baff. 
3 — banner = banneiB. 
6 — bonor= honors. 
S — Bub- roea = all -conquering. 

A—rtad, And Welsh, wko ne'er yet flinch'd his ground. 
5 — fnrious ^headlong. 
6 — fariouB = raging. 
l-^»r = wliaL 
1— melta for-wsils the. 
G — sing = shout. 

3 — read. He hears and sees the distant war. 
2 — native = dear-lov'd. 
6— And=To. 



Thee, Matthew, woods and wilds shall mourn 

Wi' a' their birth ; 
For whiinntane Man to grieve wad ncorii 
For poor, plain Worth. 
H 4, lines .3-6 — rtad. At toddlin leisure. 

Or o'er the linns, wi' hasty stens. 
Flinging yonr treasnre. 
I. 7, ■■ 3-S — rtad. Ye curlews, skirliii thro' a duel. 
Ye whistlin pliver ; 
And mourn, ye birriu' paitrick brood. 
H 8, .. 6— Rair=Itowte. 
n 10, ,. 2— eldi-iU;h = aulder. 
11 11, 1- 2— canty=rHatic. 
II i< 6— Mann = Must 

Pajj-es 218-220.—' Tam o' Shatter.' 

Page 214, lines 2, 3 — read. The landlady grew unco gmcious. 

Wi' secret favours, sweet and preciou 

11 r, 3«— takB=loak. 
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Page SIS, line 8— •ome=UL 
.. 917, ■' 21— wliich=(h&t. 
•I 218, after line 2—iruert, 

T)iree Lawyen' tongues, tom'd inride out, 
Vfi' lies aeaui'd lika k b^gar's clont ; 
Three Prieata' lieu U, rotten, blaelc as muek. 
Lay stinking, vile, in every nenk.* 
. 21B, line 30— lioId = kept 
I 819, « 3— kend=thongliL 
.1 6— WMl=Shonld. 
■• IS— tint = lost. 

>. 3S— skroech and boUowaahoQt and bollo. 
>■ 230, 1. ID— wu>t=k«iid. 
., IS— Ilk=Eaeb. 

Page* 234-236 —' Lament OF Maky Qubkn of Scots.' 
VeTM 1, line 2— bloom ing= spreading. 
.. 7— weaTy=carefti'. 
•■ 2, » 4 — woodland = a' the. 
I, S, I- 6 — their=thesei thae. 
.1 4, .. 7— Yet-Bnt 

II e, I, S — read. Heaven shield thee from thy mother's fa« 
II 7, II 3, 4 — read, Nae mair the winds of antDimi wave 

Across + the yellow com. 
■ .1 6— And = Bat 

■I I, 6 — rounds o'er. 




Pages 247-249.— 'Lauent fob Jaues, Eabl OF Glencaibn.' 
Verse 1, line 1 — winU=winds. 
II M 2 — departing =deeoeDding. 

I. 2, 11 3— withsby. 
II .1 4 — hoary = aged. 

I' 4, .1 3— But=And. 
" 7, .1 3— thy = my. 
II II »— brought froni=bronght'Btfme. 

I. 9, I, 8— Which=That 
.1 10, 1. 6— chilil=1iaim. 

II " 7, 8 — real/. But I '1! remember good Glencairk, 

And a' that be has done for me. 

Pagea 267-269.— 'Third Epistle to Grahau of Fintby.' 
Page 267, line 3— dujec ted = neglected. 
.. 12— rent/, 
The liornetl bnll Cremendons spurns the ground. 
■ S« antt. p. !(«. I Ona MS.—' Ont 0>r, ' 
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Page 267, line 14— Th" 

21, " 



'd=:The poisotiinu. 



Even Hilly woiiieD have defenxive orta, 
Tlieir eyes, their tongne — aixl nameless other parts; 
,1 25 — world's = worldly. 
., 32— rich = fat. 
268, line 4 — scorpion=viper. 

I, 9 — caiiseleM wanton— wan too cauaelew. 
I, 12 — miscreaDts = wretches. 
I, 14— floaDder«=lloutice8. 
I. 30— renrf, 
Conscioue tlieir hlgli desert they well deserve ; or 
Consdoua their great success they well deserre. 

line 112 — grave sage hem = sage grave hero. 
289, .. 18— Fintrj-^ My Friend. 
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